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EDITORIAL NOTE. 


This book is sufficiently large without a preface. 


The thoughts and sug- 


gestions which might be thus embodied are therefore reserved for separate 


publication. 
character. 


Those who examine and use this Hymna will understand its 
Others might not be interested in the subject. 


We append a few 


EXPLANATIONS. 


1. When names of authors are printed in 
ttalic type, it indicates that hymns thus dis- 
tinguished are known to have undergone 
more or less revision since leaving their 
author’s hands; the present editor having 
seen reason to make use of the revised 
rather than the original form of such com- 
positions. Doubtless other hymns, if care- 
fully compared with the originals, would 
give evidence of like judicious revision ; but 
many cases what some may regard as 
alterations, will be found to be merely a 
return to the author’s original text. 

2. A single date following the name of 
an author gives the time when the composi- 
tion was written or published, or the date 
when the author flourished. A number 
with the letters b. or d. prefixed, indicates 
the date of an author’s birth or death; 
two dates, connected by a hyphen, give the 


time of doth birth and death; while a date 
preceeded by cir. i. e. circa, or about, indi- 
cates that the precise date is unknown, but 
that the date given is approximate or conject- 
ural. Any more accurate information con- 
cerning the date or authorship of any com- 
position, will be thankfully received, and 
preserved for future use. 

3. The arrangement denoted by “ Arr.” 
includes all such alterations, additions, or 
abridgments as were deemed needful to 
adapt the compositions to the present pur- 
pose, 

4, Figures and second marks “) under the 
names of tunes, are designed to serve as a 
guide to determine the time. Thus on page 
230, the figures 60” show that the sing- 
ing of the tune Holy Holy, should occupy 
60 seconds, or one minute, 


Oh, that these hymns and tunes, prepared with many years of toil and 
prayers and tears, may be blessed of God to the salvation of sinners and the 
upbuilding of saints, that at last we may sing the new song before the 
throne, in the everlasting kingdom of our God. 


CE 


SoRIPTURAL TRACT REPOSITORY, 
Boston, Mass., Aug. 19, 1886. 
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_ PRAISE THE LORD. 


All people that on 5 
All ye nations, praise 729 
Angels high in glory 989 
‘Awake, my soul aw- 260 
Be joyful in God, all 1434 
Begin, my tongue 469 
Begin, ye saints, th’ 870 
Bless, my soul, the 1292 
Bless, O my soul, the 185 
Bless the Lord, O my 2 
Come we that love 587 
Give to the Lord, ye 258 
Glory and praise to 209 
Glory to God on high 1182 
God of mercy ,God of 1128 
Great God, attend 96 
Great is the Lord, our 301 
Great is the Lord, ye 887 
T’ll bless the Lord 322 
I'll praise my Maker 900 
In songs of sublime 1436 
Let all the earth their 907 
Let all the earth 1239 
Let all the lands with 339 
‘Let children hear the 371 
Let those refuse to 598 
Let us with gladsome1102 
Lo God is here, let us 226 
Loud hallelujahs to. 184 
Mighty God, while 1309 
My soul, repeat his 534 
Oh, all ye lands 
Oh,all ye lands inGod 10 
Oh, all ye lands 472 
“Oh, come, let us sing 1 
Oh, come, loud an- 99 
Oh, for a shout of 446 
O God. tous show 1169 


' TO HIM BE GLORY. 


Awake and sing the 590 
Awake my soul in 307 
“Begin, my tongue 469 


Behold the glories of 493 
Brightness of the 820 
Come all ye saints of 1180 
Come, let us sing the 33 
Come let us join our 1406 
Come ye that love 495 
Fain would Ising a 1389 
From all that dwell — 69 
Glory and power 1079 
Hark from yonder 1371 
How can [ sleep 459 
Jesus, thou everlast- 296 


‘Join allthe human 1183 
Let all the angels 1276 
Let saints on earth ~ 463 
Lift your voices 973 
My blessed Jesus 672 
My God, how shall I 554 
My God, thespring 414 
My heart is fixed, O 228 
My heart is full of 241 
My heart shall bless 881 
My Saviour, ry 613 


CLASSIFIED INDEX. 
I, THE EVERLASTING GOD. 


O God, we praise 323 
O King of kings, and 346 
Oh, praise ye the 1468 
Oh, render thanks to 19 
Othou Gol of my 827 
Our father’s God, to 8 
Praise God from 3 
Praise, my soul,the 818 
Praise the Lord, O ye1330 
Praise the Lord with 1287 
Praise the Lord, ye 821 
Praise to God on 1067 
Praise waits in Zion 249 
Praise ye the Lord 1152 
Praise ye the Lord 574 
Raise your triumphal 532 
Sing to the Lord 24 
Stand upand bless 527 
Sweet is the work 92 
The God of Abraham 1264 
Thy name Almighty 566 
To celebrate thy 664 
With one consent, let 7 
Ye boundless realms 1017 
Ye that delight to 903 
Ye tribes of Adam 1010 
Your harps, ye trem- 584 


THE ALMIGHTY. 


High in the heayens 772 
Keep silence, all cre- 398 
Now unto Him who 4 


666 Oh, come,letussing 1 


Oh, the immense, the 762 
The earth and all her 187 
The Lord Jehovah 1020 
The Lord our Godis 429 
The Lord, the God of 467 
’Tis by thy strength 434 


Il, THE LORD 


Not unto us, but to 1478 
Now let our voices 596 
Oh, all-ye nations of 1058 
Oh, for a heart to 358 
Oh, for athousand 365 
Oh, could I speak the 868 


Oh, praise the Lord 1193: 


Our Saviour and 1414 
Praise ye the Lord | 1390 
Praise ye the King 1268 
Shepherds, rejoice 1340 
Sing of the grace 206 
Sing to the Lord, the1476 
Sing to the Lord who 462 
Sing to the Lord, ye 205 
Sing to the Lord, ye 676 
Sing we the song to 6 
Stars of the morning1384 
The racethat long in 1405 
Thou Lamb of God | 519 
To bless thy chosen 588 
To God,the only wise 576 
Unto thee, our Sav- 
When earth’s founda- 433 
While shepherds 471 
With one consent we 917 
With songs and hon- 440 


992: 


With glory clad, with 304 


OUR FATHER. 


Behold what won- 1273 
Father, I stretch my 387 
84 


Father in heayen 
Father ot Jesus 419 
Father of mercies 11 


Father of mercies, in 350 
My Father, God, how 383 
My Father is rich in 1509 
My Father, see thy 967 
My Father, the gnide1044 


O God, we praise thee 323 
O holy Father,’mid 53 
O thou, the One 1006 


Our Father, God,to 618 
Our Father, God,who 348 
Our Father, God,who 259 
Our heayenly Father 624 


GOD IS LOVE. 


Amid the splendors 
Come, let us all 1238 
God is love, his 802 
My God, how endless 20 
Oh, love divine 1140 
The God of love, the 407 
There’s a wideness in 1332 


HE CARETH FOR YOU. 


Behold the lilies of 109 
God moves ina 643 


468 


Give to the winds thy 597 
Though troubles 1466 
Thy ways, O Lord 106 


Whate’er God doth is 723 


JESUS CHRIST. 


Worthy the Lamb of 91 
Ye sons of men with 759 


BEFORE ALL THINGS. 


Brightness of the 820 
Jesus, our hope, our 494 
King of all saints 734 
Love divine, all love 1256 
Oh, thou who for our1157 
Raise your triumph- 532 
Saviour divine, thy 146 
Sing to the Lord who 462 
Son of God, tothee 1363 
We know the grace 144 


THY HOLY CHILD. 


As the world around 861 
Brightest and best of 1449 
Calm on the listening 461 
Children hail the 1306 
Come hither, ye 1516 
From Bethlehem’s 953 
Glad was the message1380 
Hark, hark the notes 1005 
Hark what mean 824 
How sweet was the 1433 
Mortals, awake, with 465 


Ix 


OUR REFUGE. 


Be strong, my soul 447 
Dear Refuge of my 477 
God is my strong 1170 


God is my refuge, not 272 
God is our refuge and 289 
God is our refuge in 913 
God is our refuge 1358 
God is the refuge of 49 
God, my supporter 521 
He who his dwelling 712 
In the shadow of the 753 
My God in whom are 97 
My God shall my 450 
O God, my strength 427 
O God, our everlast- 1143 
Oh, praise ye the 1461 
Our God, our help in 311 
The Lord of glory is 636 
Thou art my portion 1338 
To the hills I lift 987 
Under thy wings, my 1217 
Upward J lift mine 1001 
Who trusts in Goda 1351 


ALL IN ALL. 


A day will dawn 
All people that on 5 


Ascend thy throne 79 
Arise, ye people and 436 
Oh, all ye lands in 10 
Oh, all ye lands 666 
Rejoice, O weary 608 
Round the Lordin 848 
Sing to the Lord 24 
Soon may the last 17 
To Him that loved 448 
Unto thee, our Sav- 992 
Ye tribes of Adam 1010 
GOD WITH US. 
A beggar by the 506 


‘All night in prayer’’ 297 
As oft with worn and 230 
Behold the blind 128 
Beside Bethesda’s 1205 
Birds have their quiet1299 


Forsaken, anguish- 565 
Harp awake, awake 854 
High onthe mount 126 
How do thy mercies 154 
I will follow thee my 830 
Jesus, we wouldno 40 
Listen to the Man of 863 
Long did she sorrow 975 
Meek, patient Son of 278 
My dear Redeemer 110 


My Saviour, thou thy 227 
Not to condemn the . 15 
O thou my soul 61 
Ride on, ride on in 
Saviour, the sorrews 138 
Take away the chil- 1056 
The Saviour comes to 486 
The Saviour wept 1213 
There is no pain that1208 
Thirsting soul by 1061 


Deep in ow hearts 
For my transgress- 


Through many weary 503 
We saw thee not 689 
When his salvation . 1160 
When power divine 200 


“THE LAMB OF GOD. 


Behold! behold the 1230 
Beho.d the Lamb of 1012 
Behold the Lamb of 1300 
For me youchsafed 388 
Lam) of God for 754 
Lamb of God whose 979 
QO Lamb of God for 888 
Onr sins on Christ 718 
We bless the Lamb of 1087 


IN AN AGONY. 


Full of trembling 865 
Go to dark Gethsem- 1125 
Ts it true that Christ 1391 
Oh, never may my 1094 
0, Son of God, with 480 
Over Kedron Jesus 730 
Thou Man of griefs 7A. 
Thou soft-flowing 1493 
’Tis midnight, and 300 
While nature was 1506 
Within the garden’s 299 


CHRIST CRUCIFIED. 


Alas, and did my 382 
As on the crossthe 481 
Behold the Saviour 360 
Behold, behold the 1230 
By faith Il see my 1233 
Come, O my soul, to 756 
Come, sing the won- 766 
Dear Lord, amid the 44 
1158 

117 


From Calvary acry 120 


From the cross 1132 
Hark, the voice of — 1304 
He dies, the friend 148 
Hearts of stone « 1135 


Hear at thy cross 713 
I bless the Christ 595 
I greet thee who 731 
I see the crowd in 502 


145 
794 
T57 
1388 
570 
134 
410 
125 
480 
68 
400 


I thirst, but not as 
In the cross of 
Jesus, the Lord 
Jesus who suffered 
Like sheep we went 
Lord Jesus, when we 
My Jesus, say what 
O grace divine! the 
O Son of God, with 
O shameful cross 

O thou whose filmed 


O'erwhelmed in 567 
See, how the patient 172 
See, oh, see what love 858 
Smitten, stricken 834 


Stricken, smitten, and 867 


Suffering Saviour 929 
Thou Prince of glory 88 
Who will give the 864 
Would Jesus have 244 


Ye that pass by 698 


CLASSIFIED INDEX. 


HE IS RISEN. 


Awake, glad soul 362 
Come, see the place 872 
Father of Jesus 419 
Hither come, bk 69 1329 
How calm and beau- 7385 
Jesus, my Redeemer 1392 
Mary to the Saviour’s 728 
Oh, show me not my 732 
Our Lord is risen 80 
Proclaim thelofty 1269 
Rejvice around the 1416 
Rejoice around the 1356 
The gloom that hung 641 
The happy morn 1008 
Welcome, happy 943 
Why seek the living 1206 


ASCENDED UP. 


A hymn of glory let 
Ail praise to our 
Jesus, my all to 
Lift up your heads 
Lord, when thou 
Lo, the Lord 


93 
774 
753 
870 

78 

1288 


Praise the Lord of all 855 
Thou who from 889 
Triumphant, Christ 474 


GREAT HIGH PRIEST. 


As oft with worn 230 
Arise, my soul, arise 1013 
Before thy face with 1141 
Forever here my rest 394 


For us in heaven 1194 
Hail, Jesus, hail, our 909 
Jesus, thouartthe 411 
Meek, patient, Son 278 
My hope is built on 238 
Now may the God of 318 


119 
1365 


Oft we alas, forget 
Saviour, when in 

Thou who our 1035 
The Lord who once 159 
With joy we meditate 366 


GOOD SHEPHERD. 


Jesus, Lamb of God 930 
Jesus, tender Shep- 853 


Lord, thou hast 660 
My Creator is my 1286 
Shepherd of the 1361 


Saviour, like aShep- 826 


The Saviour comes 486 
The King of love 1347 
There is a little 406 
Through all the 1346 


Thou knowest, Lord 1483 
Thou Shepherd of | 1041 
Thou whom my soul 273 
To thy pastures, fair1103 


THE LIGHT OF MEN. 


Christ, whose glory 1129 
O Christ, of men the 871 
O Christ, our true 710 
O everlasting light 586 
The people that in | 222 


Thou whose almighty 1179 


A HIDING PLACE. 
many sorrows 1277 
erent Rock, to 
Full of trembling 
In all my troubles 639 
In the shadow of the 753 
Jesus, to theed 1214 
Jesus, tothee our 180 
Jesus, the sinner’s 1285 
Lo! the storms of 737 
My soul earth’s 525 
Oh, cease, my 1400 


O Lord, thy servants 654 
O Saviour of sinners 1517 


O thou that hearest 893 
Rock of ages 1124 
Sen of God, earth’s 842 


The billows swell 112 
Thou Prince of glory 880 


THE LOVE OF CHRIST. 


Did Christ o’er sin- 649 
Glory to Jesus for 1251 
I've found a friend 1207 
Jesus, thy boundless 274 
Love divine, all love 1256 
My Saviour thou, thy 227 
Now I have found a 1178 
O Christ, who didst 29 
O Jesus, greatand 294 


O Love divine, how 875 
Olove, thou 230 
O strong and ever- 1092 
O ye who feel for 1240 


One thereis above 1321 
Thou blessed Son of 1185 
Thy loving kindness 308 


THE BRIDEGROOM. 


Arise and shine 883 
Ascend, beloved 645 
How long, O Lord 1159 
Rejoice, all ye 1167 
Soon will the heay’nly 425 


BEHOLD HE COMETH. 


A few more years 589 
Arise and shine O 428 
Behold, behold he 1278 
Behold, the Saviour 1231 
Behold, he comes 1274 


** Behold, I come,’’ 1473 
Come, Lord, and 555 
Come, thou long- 811 
Hark, ’*tis the trump 1171 
He comes, he comes 76 
Hear the sweet 948 
Hearken tothe sol- — 981 
Hosanna! hark the 225 


How bright that 1224 
It may be at the 526 
Jesus, thy church 288 
Lo, he comes, with 814 


Lo, he cometh 1296 
Lo, he on whom all 101 
Lo, the King of glory 793 
Look, ye saints, the 828 
Lord, when thou 248 
My soul is happy 628 
Now may the love of 620 
Now to the Lord 217 


x 


ppp ts - 
r eyes would gaze 

Ride a rideonin 261 
Shoutthe glad =: 1885 
The Lord will come | 220 
Thou who from _ 889 
What soundisthis 886 
When God descends, 167 


When shall thy lovely 151 
When swift as on the 199 
When wild confusion 432 


THE JUDGE, 


And will the Judge 573 
Behold withawful — 717 
Great God, what do I 720 
He comes, he comes 76 
Lo, he on whom all 101 
That awful day will 319 
Thou Judge of quick 572 
Thus saith the 1174 
LORD OF ALL. 
Behold a mighty 1280 
Christ, above all 1320 
Christ whose glory 1129 
Extol his kingly 563 
God is gone upon = 1021 
Hail, thou once 1307 
Hallelujah, Christ 972 
High on athrone of 691 
Jesus, the Conqueror 599 
Letallthe angels 1276 
Let Zion in her songs 994 
Oh, show me'not my 732 
On Zion’s mount the 635 


Prisoners of hope 175 
Proclaim the lofty 1269 
Saviour, scorned 1298 


Saviour, scourged 974 
See, he comes, he 922 
Thereisa Kingof 945 
These are the words 644 
We sing his love 176 
KING OF KINGS. 


A crown of right- GOL 
All hailthe power of 363 
All hail the power of 304 
All hail the power of 362 
Ascend thy throne 79 
Behold He comes 413 
Crown Him with 592 


Hark! a mighty 724 


Hark in the wilder- 1057 
Hark the song of 1100 


He reigns, the Lord . 202 
In desert wastesan 1024 


Jesus shall reign 102 
Kingdoms and 28 
Let allthat waitthe 9 
Let every kindred 649 


Let saints on earth 463 
Let the seventh 305 
O thou whom we 594 
O north, with all thy 786 
On those who havein 678 
Peace, earth’s last 214 
Raise the Psalm, let 822 


The head that once 478 
Thy kingdom come _ 687 
Thy kingdom come 769 
Though the ages 1247 


a) = 2 


Abide in us, celestial 629 
Assembled here with 23 
As the soft wind 1154 
Come, gracious Spirit 137 
Come, Holy Ghost 912 
Come,Holy Spirit cal- 132 
Come, Holy Spirit co- 611 
Come, Holy Spirit, Do- T07 
Come, HolyS pirit, hea- 630 
Come, Holy Epinit 212 
Come,thou all-inspir- 1328 
Come, thoueternal 133 


CLASSIFIED INDEX. 


III, THE HOLY SPIRIT OF Gop. 


Come, thou soul 819 
Endue us, Lord 879 
Eternal Spirit 131 


Jesus, the gift divine 690 


IV, AS WE ARE ONE, 


Before the great 1266 
Come, thou Almighty 1173 
Give glory to God =: 1463 
Glory and thanks 75 
Glory to God our 189 


WITHOUT GOD. 


Broad is the road that 90 
Earthly pomp may 954 
Oh, restless as the 104 
Poor, weary wander-1192 
The Saviour comes 486 
We pray for those 142 
Ye trembling captives 560 


WHY WILL YE DIE? 


Ah, whatwordsof 940 
Come to the ark 509 
Dark brood the heay- 568 
“Depart,” O sinner 647 
Delay not, delay not 1505 
Flee as a bird to 1376 
Hark, from the cross 16 
Haste sinner to the 1293 
Jesus, who suffered 1388 
Life is the time to 70 
Now inthe heatof 171 
Oh, do not let the 59 
O sinners, turn, why 1235 
Oh, why wilt thouso 135 
Ruler of heaven and_ 688 
Saviour divine, thy 146 
Say, sinner, hath a 52 
Sinners, the call 1399 
Sinners, the voice 372 
Sinners, turn, why 1117 
There isatime, we 1336 
Time’s sun is fast 1513 
What could your 1118 
When the harvest is 1446 
While life prolongs 284 
Why will ye waste in 25 


COME UNTO ME. 


All thingsare ready 558 
Acquaint thee, O 1524 
Art thou weary, art 1357 
Behold one standeth 964 
Behold a crystal fou- 1027 
Come and partake 94 
Come hither, all ye 81 
Come humble sinner 415 
Come humble souls 416 


My soul, till Godhis 192 
O God of life and 605 
Spirit Divine who 498 
Stay, thou insulted 73 
The Comforterhas 578 
The Holy Ghost is 533 
Thou, Holy Spirit 543 
*Tis God, the Spirit 613 
Now with angels 1131 
Praise God from 3 
Praise the Lord, O 1330 
See, oh, see what 858 
The grace whichis 105 


VI, MAN IN THE 


Come, O yesinners. 174 
Come, poor sinners 798 
“Come,” said Jesus’ 1114 
Come, sinners, to the 93 
Come to the ark 509 
Come to the Saviour 1226 
Come unto me, all ye 321 
Come unto me, saith 1375 


Come untome,the 742 
Come, ye sinners 801 
Flee as a bird to 1376 
From the cross 1132 
Give to the Lord 539 


Glory to Jesus for his1251 
**Go then again,” my 95 
Halting, iingering 847 
Hark the voice of 1304 
Hear, O sinner, mercy 817 
Hear what Christ 862 
Hear ye the call who1471 
Hearken to me with 269 
Heart oppressed with 795 
Ho every one that 268 
Ho yethirsty come 977 
How sweet the cheer- 583 
How vast, how full 582 
T am knocking 1297 
Jesus, the Lord, hath 757 
Let every mortalear 661 
List ye who languish1379 
Listen, O lost one 1386 
Lonely and dejected 938 
Mourning ones 845 
Now the gracious 955 
Now is the accepted 551 
Oh, all that pass by 1467 
O prodigal, why wilt 507 
Oh, restless as the 104 
O sinner, come 1199 
Oh, that every soul 1315 
Oh, turn to the 1496 
O wanderer, burdened1523 
O wanderer where 1494 
Oh, word of peace to 957 
Poor, weary wander-1192 
Sinners, obey the 173 
The King of heaven 353 
The Spirit in our 559 


V. THE HOLY 


A glory gilds the 1343 
Blessed Bible, how I 1308 
Father of mercies, in 350 
Hail, sacred truth 334 
How precious is the 373 
TI love the volume 902 
Lord, [have made 677 


SCRIPTURES, 


My book, my book 667 
O word everlasting 1525 


VI. THE HOLY ANGELS. 


Angel choirs in glory 738 
Along each pilgrim’s 1415 


Beside yon pearly 952 
Calm on the listening 460 
Hark howtheador- 22 
Hark, I hear the 859 


Hark the notes of 860 
Hark what mean 824 
How can Lsleep while 459 
Ihave heard of the 951 


Oh, howLlovethy 670 
Saviour, bless thy 1123 
The heavens declare 56 
What is the chaff 317 
When quiet inmy 231 
I'll bless the Lord 322 


In the temple of thy _ 736 


Lo He comes, with 814 
Now with angels 1131 
O yesaints, whose 949 


Oh, for a prayer like 695 


Onthe northand 1445 
Sing we the song to 6 
There are angels 947 
They rest notday 1080 


LIKENESS OF GOD. 


There is a better 1242 
There is life for a 1437 
Thirsting soul by Ja- 1061 
Thou with many 1358 
To-day the Saviour 1418 
Weare going tosee 1244 
Weary sinner, keep 1360 


Weary souls who 304 
With tearful eyes I 60 
Ye weary sinners 550 


Ye who in folly have 1387 
Yet there isroom, the 164 


GOD BE MERCIFUL. 


A sinner, Lord 703 
At the door of mercy1317 
Depth of mercy can 1424 
Dread Jehovah, God 843 
Father, I stretch my 387 
Full of trembling 865 
Have mercy, Lord 1355 
Have merey onmeO 130 
How often have my 1031 
I willapproach thee 141 
InevillongI took 674 
Jesus, full of all 1305 
Jesus, let thy pitying 980 
Jesus, the sinner’s 1285 
Jesus, thouartthe 411 
Jesus, who upon the 1116 
Just.as Lam O 1241 
Just as Lam, thou 684 
Justas Iam, without 26 
Merey,O thou son of 1314 
My Father, see thy . 967 
My head islow, my 405 
Oh, that my load of 86 
O thou who hast our 896 
Oh, fora glanceof . 291 
O my offended Lord 606 
Pity, Lord, the child 1366 
Saviour, the sorrows 138 
Saviour, who for me 1359 


Show pity, Lord,O 89 
Stay, thou insulted 73 
The wanderer no 685 
Thou Man of griefs 71 


Trembling before 1149 


XI 


Weary of wandering 245 
When silent steal 714 
With broken heart 65 


FORGIVENESS OF SIN. 


Amazing grace, how 449 
Beside the cross 960 
For me vouchsafed 388 


Fountain of grace 113 
From the cross 1132 
From thy dear 1003 


Go in peace—serene 1334 
Great God of wonders 263 
Hark! redemption’s 844 
IT hear the Saviour 1354 
I waited for the Lord1341 
Jesus, be endless 88 
Jesus, thy blood and 87 


Jubilee, jubilee 1417 
Lord, I was blind 74 
My soul oppressed 1423 


No more, my God, I 198 
No more with trem- 453 
Not all the blood of 569 
Not to condemn the 15 
Now I have found the 279 
Oh, bliss of the 1519 


Oh, blessed souls are 540 
O God of my salva- 911 
Oh, happy day that 765 
Oh, not with silver 650 
Oh, what acostly 970 
Prostrate with eyes 916 
Saviour of sinners 207 
Salyation, oh, the 1407 


Strong toredeemis 1448 
There isafountain 652 
Wash me, O Lamb of 1219 
What heavenly musie 653 


A GOOD CONFESSION. 


AmTasoldierofthe 473 
Come ye that love the 495 


Deny Thee, what 702 
Do not I love thee 673 
If thou shalt in 968 
I’m not ashamed to 282 
Jesus, and shall it 62 


_ My heart is full of 


-Proclaim, saith 


241 
Must Simon bear the 379 


‘Now our risen Lord 468 


Shall I for fear of 215 
So let our lips and 43 
“Stand up for Jesus’’1490 
Stand up, stand up 1161 


ONE BAPTISM. 
Buried beneath the 968 
Buried with our Sayv- 985 
Come, saints, adore 136 
Down to the sacred 552 
O Lord, and willthy 412 
O Thou whoartby 271 
People of the living 1060 
399 
Salem’s bright King 877 
Sayiour, we seek the 357 
Welcome from 920 
We long to move 776 


LOVE not the WORLD. 


Fade, fade each 1228 
Far from my thoughts 152 
125: 


‘CLASSIFIED INDEX. 


Though faint yet 1497 
We seek a dwelling 1196 


When the pilgrims 797 


FOLLOW THOU ME. 
Amid the splendors 468 
Fear not brethren 1112 
God leads me andI 1222 
I will follow thee, my 830 


My dear Redeemer 110 
Oh, send thy light 715 
To whom, my Sav- 426 


I WILL GUIDE THER. 
Except the Lord con- 995 


Gently, Lord, oh 1313 
God, my supporter 6521 
Guide me, O thou 825 


He leads his own 236 
I take my pilgrim 681 
Just as God leads me 958 
Lead us, O Lord, our 1419 
Lord, through the 522 
Lord, thou hast thro- 660 
My Father, the guidel044 


Jesus to every 52 O God, amid earth’s 905 
Perishing splendors 1368 Q Lord my strength 218 
Pilgrims and stran- 743 Oh, that the Lord 344 
The pleasures of 1503 The God of love, the 407 


Vain delusive world 982 
Vain are all terres- 1069 
Ye towering halls of 177 


I AM THE LORD’S. 


Andcanlyetdelay 607 
Captain of our salva- 239 
Jesus, I my cross 1295 
Jesus, my all, to 758 
Lord, in the strength 541 
My heart is fixed 1237 
My soul, through my 111 
My soul, with all thy 516 
© Christ, who hast 694 
O God, of good, the 914 
O God, what offering 240 
OSaviour, welcome 356 
Oh, might this worth- 320 
Tell me no more 822 
Thou art my portion 1338 
When I survey the 50 
Ye who know your 1254 


PILGRIMAGE, 


As oft with worn and 230 
Cheerful, O Lord, at 648 
Children of the heav-1111 
Come, O thou Son of 213 
Davk is thenight and 748 
Isawa way-worn 1279 
I’m on my way to 783 
Let us go forth 1469 
Lonely and weary,by 1377 
My days are gliding 1188 


My soul, amid this 451 
Pilgrims and stran- 749 
Pilgrims and stran- 743 


Shepherd of the scat-1361 
Silent, like men in 257 
Bing, ye redeemed.of 445 
Strangers and pil- 266 
This is not my place 809 
Thou city of founda- 1281 


13 
376 


Thou great instruct- 
Thou Lord, hast 

’Tis God, the Spirit 613 
Walk in the light 352 


MY SOUL THIRSTETH. 


As pants the hart for 423 
Daniel’s wisdom may 1393 


Eternal source of 396 
Help me, my Lord 1218 
I thirst, thou wound- 85 


Jesus, thine all-vieto- 632 
Nearer, my God, to 1223 
Nearer, O God to 1221 
One thing have I 918 
O draw me, Saviour 275 
Oh, could I find from 651 
Oh, fora closer walk 490 
O Saviour cast a 894 
Oh, that I knew the 966 
Oh, who is like the 1404 
Rise, my soul, and = 986 
Thou Lamb of God = 124 
Thou strong and 121 
We long to move and 776 


TEMPTATION, 
As oft with worn and 230 


Let me but hear my 203 
Meek, patient, Son 278 
What, my soul 919 
With joy we medi- 366 
CHASTENING, 
Consider all my sor- 669 
How tender is thy 538 
Tasked the Lord 1147 
It is thy hand, my 612 
My God, I thank 1427 
The music of my 190 


RETURNING. 
Bells of joy are ring- 937 


Cease, my soul, thy 936 
Far from my heay- 1088 
Hark, my soul, it is 1425 
How oftenhavemy 1031 
Lonely and dejected 938 


My Father see thy 967 

My head is low 405 

Poor weary wandererl192 

When silent steal 7i4 
HUMILITY. 

Let not the wise his 35 

Oh, not to fill the 342 


Quiet Lord, my fro- 1395 


PATIENCE. 
Be patient yeta 332 
Be still, my heart 303 


Be tranquil O m 625 
Rest in the Lord and 1200 
Wait on the Lord, ye 1527 


TRUST. 


Be strong, my soul 447 
Be tranquil, O my 625, 
I know in whom I 665 


I know not what the 1202 
Inspirer and hearer 1049 
Lord, it belongs not 655 
Oh, praise the Lord 127 
Rock of my strength 1470 
Roll thy burden on 1119 
The Lord forsaketh 331 
Thou only Sovereign 161 
Trust ye in the 1077 
We know that all 
When I can trust my 790 
Who trusts in God = 1351 
Yes, for me the Sav- 805 


ASSURANCE OF FAITH. 
Away my unbeliey- 255 


Begone, unbelief, myl464 
Firm and unmoved = 531 


God is love; his 802 
God’s foundation 1066 
Hallelujah! who 1063 


How firm a founda- 1515 


If thou shalt in 963 
Tn all our ways, O 562 
In heayenly love 778 
Jesus, thy blood and 8&7 
Jesus, thou great 247 
Lord; we beheve 181 


My faith looks up to 1181 


My hope is built on 238 
My Saviour can it 243 
My soul doth tri- 1198 


My soul in God shall 640 
My soul triumphant 368 


Oh, fora faith that 671 
Our God, how firm 466 
Praise, everlasting 117 


Saviour, I thy word 984 
Thine oath and prom- 435 
’Tis by the faith of 108 
What, my soul 919 
When I can trust my 790 
When waves of trou- 441 
When power divine 200 
Who shall the Lord’s 27 


XII 


. 4¥It 
HE 1S PRECIOU 
Do not I love thee 
Haste, my dull soul 
How sweet on thy 
How sweet the name 


ga 


How tedious and 1036 
IT envy not the rich 1236 
I love the Lord, he 351 
T’ve found the pearl 679 
Jesus, how much 491 
Jesus, Lamb of God 930 


Jesus my weary soul 1234 
Jesus, our hope, our 494 
Jesus, our kinsman 211 


Jesus the name high 633 
Jesus, the sinner’s 1253 
Jesus, thou joy of — . 295 


Jesus, whose glory’s. 64 


Let us awake our 1176 
Majestic sweetness 355 
My Jesus, I love 1504 


Now I have found a 1178 
Oh, all ye lands 965 
O God, my Saviour, I 169 
O Jesus, my Saviour 1514 
O thou in whose 1439 
O thou mysoulfor- 51 
Sweet meditationon 170 
Sing of Jesus, sing 740 
The musie of my 190 
Thou dear Redeemer 489 
To Jesus the crown 1043 
When strangers 270 
When this passing 1394 
Whom have I, Lord 1091 


BLESSED ARE YE. 
Blessed are the sons 1362 
Blest are the sons of 621 
Blest are the humble 208 
Happy the man that 706 
Oh, happy is the man $29 


REJOICING. 


Awake, my soul,in 307 
Awake, my tongue — 302 
Arise my soul,iny 444 
Be joyful in God 1444 
Let us awake our =: 1176 
Lift up your hearts 455 
My life flows on in 1352 
Rejoice, my soulin 770 
REST. 
Andis there Lord 1085 
Forever here my 394 


My heart hath found 283 
My weary soul arest 505 
O Jesus, source of 908 
Oh, the blessed 1374 
To Him who hears1 686 


GREAT PEACE. ~ 


Calm me, my God 349 
Give mea heart of 401 
Lord, how secure and 34 
Peace, peace I leave 1186 
Peace to thee, O 1370 
Peace, troubled soul 692 
Ye that in his 1065 


CLASSIFIED INDEX. 


AGE AND SICKNESS. Go to thy rest, with 696 Mary to the Saviour’s 728 Lo the day! the day 1311 
At evening time may 1212 Great Shepherd of | 547 Not in dark and 792 No room for mirth 895 
Full of trembling 865 In sadness yet in 157 O Christ, what gra- 609 O God, myinmost 891 
Gently, Lord, O 1313 Itis the Lord,our 219 O Friend, divine 1487 Oh, quickly come 179 
’Mid death's ane g41 Jesus, while our 837 O thou, whosefilmed 400 Oh, the amazing 1015 
My God, my everlast- 675 Lord, when beside 1349 Oh, thought full of 1499 O thou whose mercy 1033 
Othou whose com- 1037 Not in dark and 792 The God of love 407 Righteous God,whose1257 


_ Tarry with me, O my 1331 
Thereisan hour of 367 
When my last hour is 721 


THEM THAT SLEEP. 


Asleep in Jesus, bles- 704 
Asleep in Jesus, wou- 705 
Before us liesa val- 499 
Cheerful we walk Jol 
Death cannot make 
Dearest of names 

Firm in Jordan’s 

Gently, my Saviour 
Hear what the voice 389 
How blest the right- 1426 
Shrinking from the 158 
That solemn hour 378 


Weshallsleep but 791 

When bending o’er 408 

Why should we shrink 699 
BURIAL. 


693 
775 
1318 


Clip from the brow 
Dearest of names 
Fare thee well, 0 


ON THIS ROCK. 
Oh, where are kings 431 
O Zion afflicted, with 1495 
The churchis built 656 
The church is in the 1204 


REVIVAL. 
Arise and shine, ye 883 
Revive thy work,O 542 
The Lord into his 884 
LITTLE CHILDREN. 
Father inheaven,O 138 
I think when I read 1440 
Jesus Christ, our 804 
Jesus, tender Shep- 853 
Myson, knowthou 536 
Saviour, likeashep- 826 
Sing to the Lordthe 518 
Take away the chiJ- 1056 
When his salvation 1160 


ONE IN US. 


All praise to our 515 
Behold how good a 1023 
Blest be the tie that 544 
From whence doth 1045 
Giver of peace and 1156 
God of allconsola- 417 
How blest the sacred 768 
Happy the souls 760 
I pray not, Lord, for 512 
Jesus, from whom 761 
Joined in the bonds 878 
Let party names no 564 
Let thy kingdom 


852 Be still, be still, for 


Oh, sorrow notfor 700 
Our God, our helpin 311 
Rest in peace, thy 931 
Shall man, O God of 221 
Soft be the turf on 195 
Teach me the meas- 337 
The Saviour wept 1213 


Though love may 155 
Though my flesh 927 
Unveilthy bosom = 1428 
We give this body 154 
What though the 314 
Ye souls bereft, be 508 


CONSOLATION, 
Affliction is a stormy 359 
Come O my soul 1485 
Come unto me when 1484 
Comfort, ye minis- 251 
Deem notthatthey 697 
Forsaken, anguish- 565 
God of endless con- 840 
God of mercy and 838 
Heart oppressed with 795 
I heard the voice of 682 


1146 
1216 
941 
1150 
935 
508 
1486 


The morning flow- 
What though a 
Why that look of 
What though with 
Where the mourner 
Ye souls bereft, be 
Yes, it is well 


RESIGNATION. 


Father, whate’er of 395 
Jesus, while our 
My God I thank thee 1427 


Peace troubled soul 692 
Quiet, Lord, my fro- 1395 
JUDGMENT. 

And must | be to 386 
And will the Judge 573 


Behold the day is 
Come to judgment 
Dark brood the 
Day of wrath, O 
Dies Ire, Dies Ila 1432 
Hark from the cross 16 
List ye mortals, hear 978 


530 
1134 
568 
1431 


VII. THE CHURCH OF GOD. 


Lord, who didst for 512 
’Mid scenes of confu-1501 
Now by the mercies 292 
Our friendship sanc- 915 
Saviour, King, in 849 
Though I speak 1115 
Try us, O God, and 374 
We wandernotin 1032 


THE LORD’S DAY. 


Again the day 1456 
Awake ye saints 1014 
Hail to the Sabbath 616 
Safely through 1062 
This is the day of 577 


Welcome, delightful 1018 
With joy we hail 662 


THE ASSEMBLING. 


Apart from every 42 
Assembled here with 23 
Be still, be still, for 47 
Before thy mercy- 336 
Confirm the hope thy 32 
Great King of glory 118 
How sweet. to leave 30 
Jesus, accept the 1007 
Lord Jesus,inthy 143 
O Lord who art with 168 
Once more wecome 631 
Safely throughan- 1062 
Wheretwoorthree 83 
With thankful hearts 150 


WORSHIP. 
47 


Come, join, ye saints 899 
Come, let us sing 3 
Come, let us who in 
God of merey, God 
Great God of truth 
Hark how the ador- 
Hark the notes of 


How pleasant, how 55 
How sweet andaw- 6520 
' How sweet to leave 30 


In the temple of thy 736 


Jesus, where’er thy 165 
-Keep silence all cre- 398 
King of all saints 734 
Let earth and heaven1019 
Lo God is here, let 226 
Lord Jesus, in thy 143 


Lord, thou art with 711 
May J throughout 315 
Not in atemple made 1139 
Oh, worship the 1460 
Open wide the 1076 


Our willing feetshall 589 
Roundthe Lordin 848 
Sing to the Lord 24 


The Lord of glory 

Thou God of power 873 
To thee,O God, in 340 
Wheretwoor three 162 


When as returns 


SUPPLICATION. 
A beggar by the 506 
Again, O Lord, with 1996 
Allnightin prayer 297 
Alone with Jesus 683 


XTIT 


837° 


Surely at the appoint- 722 
That awful day is 892 
That awful day will 3819 
That day of wrath 61 
That fearful day 18 
That great day of 866 
The angel comeshe 6511 
The day approacheth 326 
The last loud trump- 901 
The Lord the Judge 961 


Thou Judge of quick 572 
Wesoon shallhear 9890 
When afew swiftly 36 
Woetothemenon 483 
Yeangelsputthe 910 
MERCY IN THAT DAY. 


By faith we find the 484 
High onaflaming 1172 
I murmur not that 1026 
Lord how secure and 84 
Sinner art thou still 1122 
Soul of mine there 1249 
When wild confusion 432 


Apart from every 42 
Author of salvation 991 
Come, let us pray 787 
Come,O my weary 191 
Come, O thoutray- 232 
Come, thou fount of 850 
Come to the house 546 
Command thy bless- 285 
Far from mortal 803 
Father, inthymys- 1489 
From every stormy 63 
Give thy strength 799 
God bless the men 1350 
I love to steal 369 
Lord, I hear of 851 


Lord, most high and 993 


Lord of mercy and 1372 
Lord, teach thy 523 
My God shall my 450 
My prayer hath 234 


Mysoul,approach o.m, 504 
My soul approach LM1093 
Our Father, God c.m. 259 
Our Father, God, 348 


Our heavenly Father 624 
O Christ, who hast 58 
Oh, disclose thy 1367 
O Lord, who didst 140 
O thou who art by 271 
Prayer is appointed 153 
Rememberme, my 1084 
Saviour, when in 1365 
Set thy windows 939 


Son of God, to thee 1363 
Steal away from 751 
Sweet themoments 831 . 


The praying spirit | 610 
The Saviour bids us 333 
Thou suffering, bleed- 781 


Thou whose eyes 1110 
Thou who didst 1055 
Thou who oursins 719 


We pray forthose 142 
What Father, when 335 


What though my 233 
What various hin- 149 
When the weary 752 
When torn is the 1502 
EXHORTATION,. 
Come, my brethren 921 
Come, O iny soul 178 
So let our lips and 43 
Why sleep ye my 1492 
Work, forthe day 1284 
Ye saints awake 1345 


BE OF GOOD CHEER. 


Be patient yet a 332 
Come on my part- 874 
Faint not, Christian 1106 
Faint not, weary 933 
Fainting soul, lift 1373 
He who goes forth 1472 
Heart oppressed 795 
Let not your hearts 1163 
Listen to the Man 863 
Weary pilgrim, why 1294 


What, my soul 919 
Why that look of 941 
DILIGENCE. 
AchargetokeepI 1401 


Cast thy bread upon 1289 
Ho, reapers of life’s 1412 
How happy gracious 996 
How wide the harvest1398 
I will go in the 1051 
Laborers of Christ 604 
Lord of the harvest L M48 
‘Lord of the harvest sM 553 
My drowsy powers 460 
My soul, itis thy 602 
‘Oh, what is our hope1443 
Saviour, thy dying 1229 
Speed the rescue 857 


The God of glory 254 
The sower goes 1053 
Watched by the 182 


TIME AND ETERNITY. 


Comeletusanew 1413 
My days, ny weeks 998 
My span of life will 784 
No room for mirth or 895 
One sweetly solemn 608 
Teach me the meas- 337 
The time isshortere 156 
The time is short 1455 
When a few swiftly 36 
Work, for the night 1283 


IN THE MORNING, 


Again the Lord of 456 
As the sun doth 1104 
Awake, my soul, and 1529 


CLASSIFIED INDEX. 


We are sowing in 
Work for he da 


1323 How beauteous are 
yis 1284 
Work for the night 1283 


591 Saviour our parting 
I love to tell the 127. Shall we meet be- 
Let Zion’s watchmen 375 We have met in 


627 
1325 
1073 


Lord, speak tome 1138 What though the 210 
THE GOOD FIGHT. Oy vow beautiful 924 When shall we all 1396 
Am Ia soldier of the 473 Q Yord, in weakness 67 While toseveral | 812 
Arise, ye saints O Saviour, isthy § 166 Yesoulsthatsigh 1211 
Awake, my soul, lift 82 Of as the precious se? ¢ 
Fear not, 0 little 898 On the mountain’s 815 GO IN PEACE. 
Forward, Christian 934 gayiour of men, thy 216 Again our ears have 1089 
God's trumpet wakes 439 ghall I for fear of 215 Come, Christian 129 
Hark,how the watch-1271 gow in the morn thy 637 Dismiss us with thy 12 
Hark, listen to the 350 Sound, soundthe ~ 1184 Ere to the world a1 
Hark, ‘tis the war- ‘The sower goes 1053 Father iu heaven 84 
Lift the voice, and "896 YeChristian heralds 208 Like the voice of - 818 
Loaweakand = 1113 Y¢ servants of 1459 Lo the day of rest 1322 
My soul, be on thy 55’ 3 Lord, as weleave 771 
My soul, weigh not 600 COMMUNION, Lord. at this closing 571 
O Israel, forthe 103 According to thy — 1337 Lord’ dismiss us with 829 
O speed thee Chris- 482 ayy praise to Him of 3880 Lord Jesus, in thy 388 
Oh, watch and pray 1397 Around atable, not 194 May the grace of. 807 
Our Captain leads . 1272 Bread of heaven, on 1130 Now as thy le 163 
Silent, likemenin 257 Blestfeastof love 615 Now bid ts go in 306 
Soldiers of Christ 561 Bread of the world 1030 Now may the God of 318 
Soldiers of the cross 1369 Breaking now the 1071 Now may the grace 1164 
Stand up, my soul 186 Coming Saviour 1120 Now may the Lord 139 
Stand up, stand up 1761 For us the Lamb of 39 Now, Lord, on every 204 
Surrounded by a host 262 Prom the table now 833 Now, Saviour, bless 971 
Watched by the 182 In memory of the 390 Now,Sayiour, streng- 485 
We are living, we. 1301 Jesus, at whose 343 © Father, in this 183 
With heaveuly weap- 391 Jesus invites his 614 O God to whom our 397 
Ye soldiers of the c.M. 638 Let us adore the 1339 © King of kings, and 346 
Ye soldiers ofthe cM 959 Lord, in this desert 626 0 Tord teks givest 114 
Ye soldiers of the P M1243 Many centuries 1133 Oh, may I stand 328 
INTO ALL the WORLD. My God, andis thy 1090 6 God,in whom we 1402 


Comfort, ye ministers 251 


From Greenland’s 779 
Lord, send on us a 188 
Oh,spurnnotthe 1520 


Oh, ye who feel for 1240 
Sound, soundthe 1184 
Through midnight 242 
To the far-off regions 942 
Ye Christian heralds 298 


PREACHING. 


Blow ye the trumpet 1000 
Blow ye the trumpet 663 
Comfort, ye ministers 235 
Exalted Saviour who 709 
Father of mereies 1 
Great Husbandman 22 
How beautiful their 1145 


1 O Thou in whom we 


Oft we, alas, forget 
O God, at thy com- 
O Thou who didst 

O Thou whom we 1098 
Prepare us, Lord, to 325 
That doleful night 404 
The day approach- 
ToCalvary, Lord 


*Twas on that dark 72 
With Jesus in our 556 
FAREWELL. 

And let our bodies 581 


Farewell the parting 1210 
My Christian friends 1259 
37 
Once more we press 1261 
Saviour bless usas 932 


IX. TIMES AND SEASONS. 


623 
115 

17 
619 
324 


Behold the morning 
Come to me Lord 
God of the morning 
How sweet the*melt- 
Lord, for the mercies 
Lord, in the morn- 
My God, how end- 
My opening eyes 
Now that the day- 
Now with creation’s 
Once more, my soul 
Sweetly the holy 
We lift our hearts to 


AT EVENTIDE. 


Abide with me, fast 1457 
Abide with us, O 


14 
45 
116 
347 
545 
575 


All praise to thee 1533 
At even ere the sun 1528 
At evening time may1212 
Blessed light of holy 835 
Day is far spent, the 1480 


813 Fromeach day’s care 229 
20 God of the glorious 


579 
I love to steal awhile 369 
Lord in the day thou 470 
My God, how endless 20 


XIV 


J O Saviour, bless us__ 999 


Our Father, God, to 618 
Praise to Him by 1333 
Saviour, again to. 1458 
The grace whichis 105 
Thou who dost with 835 
Thy triumph, Redeem1498 
To Him that loved 448 
To Him who died 1215 
To Him whoin His 402 


TO HIM BE GLORY. 


Now may the God 318 
Now to Him who 800 
Now to the great. 637 


Now unto Him who 4 
Now unto Him who on 290 


We praise and mag- 906 
The day is past 1081 
Thus far the Lord 46 

SONGS IN the NIGHT. 
See on high the myri- 926 
Throughout the 293 


GIVING OF THANKS. 


Be present at our 1531 
Lord, by thy con- 41 


Now the day isover 944 We bless thee, Lord 1530 

Our day of praise 548 We thank thee, Lord 1532 

O holy Father, mid 53 

Saviour breathe an 832 THANKSGIVING. 

Sun of my soul 1526 Boundless merey 923 

Tarry with me, O 1331 For mercies count- 327 
1097 The day is past aud 1086 Give thanks to God 147 


— ee 


God bless our native 1177 


How do thy mercies” 54 Dear Saviour, teach _622 Come, let us anew 
988 God of the swiftly 


Lord, whenT count 3885 
My country, tis of 1175 
Oh come loud anthems 99 
Oh, render thanks 19 
The God of harvest 1187 
*Tis by thy strength 434 
What shalll render 377 


THE BLESSED HOPE. 


And is itso? a little 1191 
Another weary day 496 
As on the sea of life 253 
Awake ye saintsand 487 
Bright flowing foun- 420 
Brief life is here our 1411 
Far beyond these sea- 796 
I can see beyond the 1250 
Jesus ourlife our hope 497 
Like a garment wax- 1064 
Look unto me the Sa- 454 
My life’s a shade my 1002 
Oh, for the peace 1488 
O glorious hope of 869 
O King of kings we 1348 
Oh, sweetly through 265 
Oh, what hath Jesus 421 
On Jordan’s stormy 634 
On the high cliffs of 1507 
Our lifeishid with 418 
Return O God of love 479 
Soon our conflicts will 746 
There remainetha 1438 
There will be nosin 946 
We shall go home in 747 
We speak of the 1047 
What tho’ onstormy 1403 
What tho’ the tears 680 
When we pass thro’ 1074 
Ye whose harps un-. 1099 


DAY APPROACHING. 


Awake awake ye 1189 
Bright shall be the 1248 
Brighter still bright- 1378 
Brothers awake it is 1475 
Christian the morn 1420 
Christians awake 1421 
Lord we see the day 1255 
Now when the dusky 1479 
O wearied watcher 733 
O’er the distant moun-816 

Rejoice all ye believ- 1167 
Sing sing and pray 1477 
Scon o’er the hill- 1481 
Soon shall we see the 1232 


CLASSIFIED INDEX. 


ON THE SEA. 


Lord of the earth 
© Father who rulest 1518 
Rocked in the cradle 1148 


MARRIAGE, 
Joined in heart and 1126 
Thou whe at Cana’s 1153 


NEW YEAR. 
1413 
1142 


Roll on, old year 1474 


DEDICATION. 


Great God of truth 
Not in a temple 
Oh, bow thine ear 


X. AN ANCHOR TO THE SOUL. 


Soon will the heav- 425 
That glorious day is 492 
The clouds at length 1162 
The day of life is 1165 
The night is wearing 1190 
There’s a light that is 750 
Tho’ the night hangs 501 
Tho’ the ages slowly 1247 
Ye servants of God 1465 


THE RESURRECTION. 


Afar from home on an 500 
As Jesus died and 341 
Awake and sing 510 
Awake and singin 1025 
Glory glory toour 1127 
How happy every 442 
How long shall death 392 
How sweetly o’er 783 
Lcall the world’s Re- 223 
If death myfriend 897 
If Lin thy likeness 1435 
If in dust I’m doomed 925 
In expectation sweet 535 
My faith shall tri- 476 
My life’s a shade my 1002 
No, I'll repine at 201 
O God, amid earth’s 905 
Our Saviour shall — 1195 
Refrain thy voice oh 657 
Soon will the sleeping 252 
Think, mighty God 904 
We sing his love who 176 


SIGNS OF THE TIMES. 


Be still, be still, im- 789 
Hark, ’tis the watch- 1225 
How happy arethe 876 
In the sun and moon 1108 
Once more, O Lord 452 
See at last the signs 1430 
The worldis very 1410 
6 Watchman, tellme 808 
W atehman, tell us of 1105 
We are living we are 1301 
When signs and won- 430 
Ye servantsof the 1016 


COME LORD JESUS. 
Come, Desire of 1107 


Day of redemption 1383 
Fain would Ileave 277 
How long, O Lord 1159 
I long to behold 1050 


1500 
1510 
1109 
1282 


Tm weary of stray- 
In the midst of 
Lord of might and 
Oh, for the ‘Tobes of 


Oh, how I long to 642 
O thou whom we 594 
Sun of our souls 735 
The days and years 1166 
We wait for Thee 1201 
Weary with watch- 1482 


When shall I see the 1270 
MY FATHER'S HOUSE. 


Ah this heartis void 928 
Far from my heay- 1088 
“Home at last,’? on 1302 
I can see beyond 1250 
Look up my soul, and1095 
Lights upon the 1245 
My heavenly | home is c. 
My home is o’erthe 475 
My home is over 1422 
Oh, happy land, oh, 3845 

Safe home, safe home1004 
Thereisalandof 1197 
Thy Father’s house 237 
We seek adwelling 1196 
When Icanread my 409 


NEW JERUSALEM. 


Away with our sor- 1040 
Beside yon pearly 952 
City of our God 1059 
It is not for thy 488 
Jerusalem, divine 267 
Jerusalem,my happy 1335 
Jerusalem the glori- 1409 


Jerusalem the golden1408 
Not to the mount 246 
Oh, how I long to 642 
There’s acity that 1442 


Thou city of founda- 1281 


xV 


708 Who hath s0rrow 


STRONG DRINK. 
Bondage and death 81 
Look noton the 7, 1137 
Look noton the 11, 1512 
Look not on the 8, 7, 1290 


Look not upon the 764 

57 Mourn for the thou- 593 
1139 Oh, worn with 197 
956 


To Mount Zion, Lord 739 


With jasper, gold 123 
NEW EARTH. 
A day will dawn 193 


How many years has 309 
Isles of the deep 514 
Jesus, accept the 
Lo what a glorious 464 
O Paradise, thy ban- 658 
Oh, the amazing 1022 
Rejoice, O weary soul 608 
See above time’s 1303 
Star of the promised 646 
Sweet rivers of 403 

The whole creation 1028 
The worldisgrown 1522 
The desert like the 659 
Thereisalandof 1197 
There is a Jand mine 1151 


When Goddescends 167 
When over Beth- 433 
CONQUERORS. ; 
Ascend, beloved, to 645 
Awake, "Jerusalem 264 
Behold the glorious 424 
Daughter of Sion 1450 


Hail the day so long 1310 


Hail to the bright- 1447 
Hear what God, the 810 
Itis done, King of 725 


Like the roll of thun- 990 
Oh, how I long to see 642 
On the north and 1445 
On Zion’s mount the 635 


Soon shall we see 1232 
Soon the great har- 1054 
The glorious day is 492 
The whole creation 361 
Thus saith the 1174 
Triumphant Zion 167 


We shall go home in 747 
Who are these G27 


Who are these in 1070 
Who arethese like 1075 
When swift as ou 199 


Ye saints who here 1168 
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SONGS OF PILGRIMAGE. 


—_—_—.. 


Venite Exultemus Domino. 
DOUBLE CHANT. 


William Boyce, 1710-1799. 


1 2 
1. Oh! come, letussing un- | tothe | Lord;| 1. Bless the Lord, | O my | soul! 


Let us make a joyful noise to the | Rock 
of | our sal— | vation. 

Let us come before his presence | with 
thanks- | giving, 

And make a joyful noise | unto | him 
with | psalms. 

2. For the Lord isa | great— | God, jand 
a great | King a- | bove all | gods. 

In his hand are the deep places | of the | 
earth ; 

The strength of the | hills is | his—| also. 


8. Theseaishis, | and he | madeit;|and 
his hands | formed the dry— | land. 

Oh! come,let us worship | and bow | down; 

Let us kneel be- | fore the | Lord, our | 
Maker, 

4. For he | is our | God; 

And we are the people of his pasture, 
and the | sheep of | his— | hand. 

Oh, worship the Lord in the | beauty | 
of holiness, 

Fear be- | fore him | all the | earth. 


5. Let the heaven rejoice, and let the | 
earth be glad ; 

Let the sea roar | and the | fulness | 
thereof. 

For he cometh, for he cometh | to judge 

| the earth; 
He shall judge the world with righteousness, 
And the | people | with his | truth. 


6. Glory to God | in the | highest, 
And onearth | peace; good | willtoward 


| men. : 
Hosanna to the | Son of | David. 
Blessed is he that cometh in the name of 


the Lord; | Hosanna | inthe | highest. : 
(A 


And all that is within me | bless his | 
holy | name. 

Bless the Lord | O my | soul! 

And for- | get not | all his | benefits: 


2.Who forgiveth all | thinein- | iquities; 

Who | healeth all | thy dis- | eases; 

Who redeemeth thy life | from de- | 
struction ; 

Who crowneth thee with loving | kind- 
ness and | tender | mercies; 


3. Who satisfieth thy mouth with | good 


— | things; 

So that thy youth is re- | new-ed | like 
ee eagle’s. 

The Lord executeth righteous- | ness and 
| judgment 


For | all that | are op- | pressed; 


4, He made known his ways | unto | Moses, 
His acts unto the | children of | Isra- | el. 
The Lord is merci- | ful and | gracious, 
Slow to anger, and | plenteous | in- | mercy. 


5. The Lord hath prepared his | throne 
in the | heavens; 

And his kingdom | ruleth | over | all. 

Bless the Lord, ye his angels, that ex- | 
cel in | strength, 

That do his commandments, hearkening 
upto the | voice of | his— | word! 


6.Bless ye the Lord, all | ye his | hosts! 

Ye ministers of | his, that | do his | 
pleasure! 

Bless the Lord, all his works! in all 
places of | his do- | minion: 

Bless the | Lord,— | O my | soul! 


a 


3-6 


Praise God, from whoen, all blessings flow; Praise h’ 


ye heayenl 


= 


Praise him above, 


Make x Foylul Naise Unto the Ford. 


Old Hundred. L 


| 


Hamburg. 


la 


8 Serve the Lord with gladness. 
Psalm ¢. 2. 

Ye nations round the earth rejoice: 

Before the Lord your Sovereign King; 


Serve him with cheerful heart and voice 
With all your tongues his glory sing. 


The Lord is God: ’Tis he alone 

Doth life, and breath, and being give: 
We are his work, and not our own; 
The sheep that on his pastures live. 


Enter his gates with songs of joy, 
With praises to his courts repair; 
And make it your divine employ 
To pay your thanks and honors there. 


The Lord is good, the Lord is kind; 
Great is his grace, his mercy sure; 
And the whole race of man shall find 
His truth from age to age endure, 

I. Watts, 1719, 


Glory and majesty, dominion and power, 
4 = be*Jude 25. e L. M. 


Now unto Him who by his power 
Can keep us till redemption’s hour, 
And bring us to behold his face, 
Faultless and with exceeding bliss ; 


To Him, the great Omniscient One, 
Who fills the universal throne, — 
Be glory, majesty and power, 


Dominion, now and evermore. 
IL, 1865. 


L. uw.) 5 


page 8 Sessions. 


We are his people. 

Psalm c. 3. 
All people that on earth do dwell, 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice; 
Him serve with mirth, his praise forth tell, 
Come ye before him and rejoice. 


Know that the Lord is God indeed; 
Without our aid he did us make; 
Weare his flock, he doth us feed, 
And for his sheep he doth us take. 


Oh, enter then his gates with praise, 
Approach with joy his courts unto; 
Praise, laud and bless his name always, 
For it is seemly so to do. 


For why? the Lord our God is good, 

His mercy is forever sure; 

His truth at all times firmly stood, 

And shall from age to age endure. 
illiam Kethe, 1561. 


6 Glory to God in the highest. LM 
i. 

Sing we the song to angels given, 

High o’er the plains of Bethlehem; 

Glory to God in highest heaven, 

And peace on earth, good will to men, 


Loud as the thunder’s mighty roar 
Roll back the anthem to the sky; 
And, breaking on the eternal shore, 


May its glad echoes never die. 
HH, 1868 


Came before Bis Presence with Singin, 


Fe 
With one consent let all the earth, 
To God their cheerful voices raise ; 
Glad homage pay, with awful mirth, 
And sing before him songs of praise; 


Bnterinto His gates with thanksgiving. 
Peal o 4 ila L. 


Convinced that he is God alone, 
From whom both we and all proceed ; 
We, whom he chooses for his own, 


The flock which he vouchsafes to feed. . 


Oh, enter, then, his temple gate; 
Thence to his courts devoutly press; 
And still your grateful hymns repeat, 
And still his name with praises bless. 


For he’s the Lord supremely good ; 
His mercy is forever sure ; 
His truth, which always firmly stood, 


To endless ages shall endure. 
Nahum Tate, 1696. 
8 


Our fathers’ God, to thee we raise 
United songs of grateful praise ; 
And at thy throne adoring bend, 
Before our Maker, Saviour, Friend. 


O, sing unto the Lord a new song. 
. Psalm xcyi. 1. e 


From the vain world, O J.ord, we flee, 
To hold communion sweet with Thee; 
To thee our hearts and souls we yield; 
Be thou our refuge, sun and shield. 


Stretch forth thy sceptre, gracious King, 
Accept the thanks and prayers we bring; 


Fit us to dwell and reign with thee, 
And sing thy praise eternally. 
oa yw wre. 
9 Thy kingdom a Mi mG done in earth. 
Let all that wait the Coming King, 
Now to his name sweet praises bring; 
He cometh quickly, sound it high, 
Till echoes meet the vocal sky. 


Earth shall depart, and like a scroll, 
The passing heavens together roll; 
For Jesus’ faithful words shall be 
Enduring as eternity. 


Now let thy kingdom come, O Lord, 

As thou hast promised in thy word— 
Fill earth with glory like a sea — 

Oh, speak the Oe and it shall be. 


mily Clemens Pearson, 1844. 


M. 


L. M. 


L. M. 


Cs 


7-12 


Make a joyful noise unto the Lord, all 
10 streets oo Op Toepotah. M. 


O all ye lands, in God rejoice! 


With gladness serve your Lord and King; 


In strains of rapture raise your voice 
And joyous in his presence sing. 


Know ye Jehovah, he is God. 

He made us by his power alone. 

We are his flock; his staff and rod 
Guide us in peace through paths unknown. 


Enter with thankfulness his gates, 
And tread his courts with sacred praise ; 
His boundless mercy for us waits, 
His truth endures to endless days. 


O all ye lands, in God rejoice; 

For he is good, a gracious friend. 

Exult, ye people of his choice, 

Praise him in strains that know no end. 
H. 1876, 


1100 Pana 
Father of mercies, bow thine ear, 
Attentive to our earnest prayer; 
We plead for those who plead for thee; 
Successful pleaders may they be. 


L. M. 


Clothe Thou their words with power divine, 
And let those words be ever thine; 

To them thy sacred truth reveal ; 
Suppress their fear, inflame their zeal. 


Teach them to sow the precious secd ; 


Teach them thy chosen flock to feed3. 
Teach them thy wandering sheep to gain, 
Nor let them labor, Lord, in vain. 


Let thronging multitudes around 
Hear from their lips the joyful sound; 
In humble strains thy grace adore, 


And feel thy new creating power. 
Benjamin Beddome, a, 1787. 


1 2 The Lord pon facie ree thee. TOME: 
Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord; 
Help us to feed upon thy word; 

All that has been amiss, forgive, 

And let thy truth within us live. 


Though we are guilty, Thou art good; 
Wash all our works in Jesus’ blood ; 
Give every burdened soul release, 


And bid us all depart in peace. 
Joseph Hart, 1762. 


» 
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Thou Great In-struc-tor, lest I stray, 


She Jeord ix Good, Bis Merry is Fuerlasting. 


Welton. 


I BR 2s ae 


Teach me oF way, O Lord. 
Psalm Ixxxvi. U1. 


18 L. M. 
2 How oft my heart’s affections yield, 
And wander o’er the world’s wide field! 
My roving passions, Lord, reclaim ; 
Unite them all to fear thy name. 


3 Then, to my God, my heart and tongue 
With all their powers shall raise the song; 
On earth thy glories Pll declare, 


Till heav’n th’immortal notes shall hear. 
William Goode, 1811. 


My voice shalt thou hear in the morning. 
14 1a Psalm v. 3. L.M 


My opening eyes with rapture see 
The dawn of this returning day ; 
My thoughts, O God, ascend to thee, 
While thus my early vows I pay. 


I yield my heart to thee alone, 

Nor would receive another guest; 
Eternal king, erect thy throne, 

And reign sole monarch in my breast. 


Oh, bid this trifling world retire, 

And drive each carnal thought away, 
Nor let me feel one vain desire, 

One sinful thought, through all the day. 


Thus, to thy courts when I repair, 

My soul shall rise on joyful wing, 

The wonders of thy love declare, 

And join the strains which angels sing, 
James Hutton, d., 1795, 


15 God sent not his Son...to condemn the world. L. M 
John iii. 17. : 


Not to condemn the sons of men 
Did Christ the Son of God appear; 
No weapons in his hands are seen, 
No flaming sword nor thunder there. 


Such was the pity of our God, 

He loved the race of man so well, 

He sent his Son to bear our load 

Of sins, and save our souls from hell. 


Sinners, believe the Saviour’s word; 


*| Trust in his mighty name, and live; 


A thousand joys his lips afford. 
His hands a thousand blessings give. 


Watts, 170% 
18 Peachiheweh Barbies of His cross, L. M 
Hark! from the cross a voice of peace 
Bids Sinai’s awful thunder cease! 
Sinner, that voice of love obey, 

From Christ, the true, the living way. 


How else his presence wilt thou bear, 
When he in judgment shall appear: 
When slighted love to wrath shall turn, 
And all the earth like Sinai burn? 


Now from the cross a voice of peace 

Bids Sinai’s awful thunder cease— 

O sinner, while ’tis called to-day, 

That voice of saving love obey. 
Unknown, 


§Qy Woige shalt thou hear in thy Maruing, 
L. M.| 19 


17 ~~ Thou shat 
God of the morning, at whose voice 
The cheerful sun makes haste to rise, 
And like a giant doth rejoice 

To run his journey through the skies, — 


ide me with counsel. 
Lexiii. OY 


From the fair chambers of the east 

The circuit of his race begins; 

And without weariness or rest 

Round the whole earth he flies and shines. 


Oh, like the sun may I fulfill 

The appointed duties of the day; 
With ready mind and active will 
March on, and keep my heavenly way. 


But I shall rove and lose the race, 

If God, my sun, shall disappear, 

And leave me in the world’s wild maze 
To follow every wandering star. 


Lord, thy commands are clean and pure, 
Enlightening our beclouded eyes; 

Thy threatenings just, thy promise sure ; 
Thy gospel makes the simple wise. 


Give me thy counsel for my guide, 
And then receive me to thy bliss; 
All my desires and hopes beside 


Are faint and cold compared with this. 
L. Watts, 1709. 


He will judge the world in righteousness, 
18 sialyl LM. 


That fearful day, that day of dread, 
When thoushalt judge the quick and dead ; 
O God! I shudder to foresee 

The awful things which then shall be! 


When thou shalt come, thine angels round, 
With legions, and with trumpet sound ; 
O Saviour, grant me, in the air, 

With all thy saints, to meet thee there! 


Weep, O my soul! ere that great day, 
When God shall shine in plain array ; 
Oh! weep thy sin, that thou may’st be 
In that severest judgment free! 


O Christ! forgive, remit, protect, 
And set thy servant with th’ elect ; 
That I may hear the voice, that calls 


The righteous to thy heavenly halls! 
Lat. Theodore. cir. 820, Zr. J. M. Neale, 1862. 


17-21 
O give thanks unto the Lord. 7. 
Psalm ovi. 1. vs 


Oh, render thanks to God above, 
The fountain of eternal love, 

Whose mercy firm through ages past 
Has stood, and shall forever last. 


Who can his mighty deeds express, 
Not only vast, but numberless? 
What mortal eloquence can raise 
His tribute of immortal praise? 


Extend to me that favor, Lord, 

Thou to thy chosen dost afford: 
When thou return’st to set them free, 
Let thy salvation visit me. 


Or may I worthy prove to see 

Thy saints in full prosperity ; 

That I the joyful choir may join, 

And count thy people’s triumph mine. 


Let Israel’s God be ever blessed, 
His name eternally confessed ; 
Let all his saints with full accord 
In solemn hymns exalt their Lord. 
Tate and Brady, 1098, abr. 
20 a Tpamientetiqns tiles 6, 
My God, how endless is thy love! 
Thy gifts are every evening new; 


And morning mercies from above, 
Gently descend like early dew. 


L. M. 


Thou spread’st the curtain of the night, 
Great guardian of my sleeping hours; 
Thy sovereign word restores the light, 
And quickens all my drowsy powers. 


T yield myself to thy command; 
To thee devote my nights and days; 
Perpetual blessings from thy hand, 


Demand perpetual songs of praise. 
I. Watts, 1709. 


Doers of the Word, and not hearers only. 
21 James i, 22. 7 LM, 


Ere to the world again we go, 

Its pleasures, cares, and idle show, 
Thy grace once more, O God, we crave, 
From folly and from sin to.save. 


May the great truths we here have heard ; 
The lessons of thy holy word— 
Dwell in our inmost bosoms deep, 


And all our souls from error keep. 
Unknown. 
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22 


2 On, through the sad and weary years, 
We sow the precious seed with tears; 
And stay our hearts in faith sublime, 
With prospects of the harvest time. 


Bearing precious seed. 
Deca. exxvi. 6. 


3 Not long shall we in sorrow go, 

Not long endure earth’s toil and woe; 
For He who bids us sow and weep, 
Shall call us then in joy to reap. 


4 Then shall each tearful sower come, 
And bear his sheaves in triumph home; 
The voice long choked with grief shall sing 
Till heaven with shouts of triumph ring. 


5 Thick on the hills of light shall stand 
The gathered sheaves from every land, 
While they that sow, and they that reap, 
The Harvest Home in glory keep. 

HL, 1865 


The Holy Ghost sent down f. Hi : 
23 hon ge eg neoee Haaren. 


Assembled here with one accord, 
Calmly we wait the promised grace, — 
The purchase of our dying Lord ;— 
Come, Holy Ghost, and fill the place. 


Behold, to Thee our souls aspire, 
And languish thy descent to meet; 
Kindle in each thy living fire, 
And fix in every heart thy seat. 
C. Wesley, ab, 


1, 94 Know ye that the Lord he is God. 


Shey that Sow in Gears shall Reap in Foy. 


Gregorian. Arr. L. Mason, 1825. 


Psalm c. 3- iL. M. 
Sing to the Lord with joyful voice; — 
Let every land his name adore; 
Let distant isles in him rejoice, 
And sound his praise from shore to shore. 


Nations attend before his throne 
With solemn fear, with sacred joy; 
Know that the Lord is God alone; 
He can create, and he destroy. 


His sovereign power, without our aid, 
Made_us of clay and formed us men; 
And when, like wand’ring sheep we strayed, 
He brought us to his fold again. 


We are his people; we his care; 

Our souls, and all our mortal frame: 
What lasting honors shall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to thy name? 


We'll crowd thy gates with thankful songs, 
High as the heavens our voices raise ; 
And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise, 


Wide as the world is thy command; 

Vast as eternity thy love; 

Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand, 

When rolling years shall cease to move. 
Isaac Watts,1719; H., 1878, 


We wre atorg than Conyuerars, 


; The cares of this world. . choke th rd. 
25 eee Te OL 


Why will ye waste on trifling cares 
‘That life which God’s compassion spares, 
While, in the various range of thought, 
The one thing needful is forgot? 


Shall God invite you from above? 

Shall Jesus urge his dying love? 
Shalltroubled conscience give you pain? 
And all these pleas unite in vain? 


Not so your eyes will always view 
Those objects which you now pursue ; 
Not so will heaven and hell appear 
When the decisive hour is near. 


Almighty God, thy grace impart; 
Fix deep conviction on each heart; 
Nor let us waste on trifling cares 


That life which God's compassion spares. 
Philip Doddridge, ab. 1755. 


26 Le M. 

Just as lam, without one plea, 

But that thy blood was shed for me, 

And that thou bid’st me come to thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come! I come! 


Come unto me, all ye that labor. 
Matt. xi. 28. 


Just as Tam, and waiting not 

To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come! I come! 


Just as I am, though tossed about 

With many a conflict, many a doubt, 

Fightings within, and fears without, 
O Lamb of God, I come! I come! 


Just as [am—poor, wretched, blind; 
Sight. riches, healing of the mind, 
Yea, ali I need, in thee to find, 

O Lamb of God, I come! [ come! 


Just as L am—thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve, 
Because thy promise I believe, 

O Lamb of God, I come! I come! 


Just as T am—thy love unknown 

Hath broken every barrier down: 

Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone, 
O Lamb cf God, I come! I come! 


Charlotte Elliott, 1841. 


25-28, 


Fn Este sila, M: 
Who shall the Lord’s elect condemn? 
Shall God, that justifies their souls, 
Whose mercy, like a mighty stream, 
O’er all their sins divinely rolls? 


Who shall adjudge the saints to hell? 
Shall Christ, that suffered in their stead? 
Their great salvation to fulfil, 

Behold him rising from the dead. 


He lives! he lives! and sits above, 
Forever interceding there: 

Who shall divide us from his love, 
Or who shall tempt us to despair? 


Shall persecution, or distress, 

Famine, or sword, or nakedness? 

He that hath loved us, bears us through, 
And makes us more than conquerors, too. 


Faith hath an overcoming power, 

It triumphs in the dying hour: 
Christ is our life, our joy, our hope, 
Nor can we sink with such a prop. 


Not all that men on earth can do, 
Nor powers on high, nor powers below, 
Shall cause his mercy to remove, 


Or wean our hearts from Christ, our love. 
I, Watts, 1707. 


28 


Kingdoms and thrones to God belong; 
Crown him, ye nations, in your song; 
His wondrous names and powers rehearse, 


L. M. 


‘salm ciii 


His Kingdom zulee over all. 
1. Ld, 


| His honors shall enrich your verse. 


He comes arrayed in burning flames: 
Justice and vengeance are his names: 
Behold his fainting foes expire 

Like melting wax before the fire. 


The widow and the fatherless 

Fly to his aid in sharp distress: 
In him the poor and hopeless find 
A judge that’s just, a father kind. 


Proclaim him king, pronounce him blest, 
He’s your defence, your joy, your rest; 
When terrors rise, and nations faint, 


God is the strength of every saint. 
I. Watts, ab., 1719. 


29-32 
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2 Oh, that we might the burden feel, 
The groanings that we cannot speak ; 
The kindlings of a godly zeal, 

The vile to save, the lost to seek. 


He beheld the city, and wept over it. 
Luke xix. 41. 


8 Saviour divine, to us impart 

The tender love, the tearful eye, 
The fervor of a longing heart 

That would not have the sinner die. 


4 Help us the precious seed to bear, 
And sow in tears while here we roam, 
Till we at last return with joy 


And shout the eternal harvest home. 
Hi. 1885. 


This is the gate of heaven. 
Gen, xxviii.17. 


30 


How sweet to leave the world awhile, 
And seek the presence of our Lord! 
Dear Saviour! on thy people smile, 
And come, according to thy word. 


L. M. 


From busy scenes we now retreat, 
That we may here converse with thee: 
Ah! Lord! behold us at thy feet ;— 
Let this the gate of heaven be. 


Chief of ten thousand! now appear, 
That we by faith may see thy face: 
Oh! speak, that we thy voice may hear, 


And let thy presence fill this place. 
‘Thomas Kelley, 1809. 


L. M.| 81 


Be was Moved with Compussion on Shem. 


Come unto me, all ye that labor. 
Matt. xi. 23. 


Come hither, all ye weary souls; 

Ye heavy-laden sinners, come; 

Pll give you rest from all your toils, 
And raise you to my heavenly home. 


They shall find rest who learn of Me; 
Tm of a meek and lowly mind; 

But passion rages like the sea, 

And pride is restless as the wind. 


Blest is the man whose shoulders take 
My yoke, and bear it with delight: 
My yoke is easy to his neek; 

My grace shall make the burden light. 


Jesus, we come at thy command, 

With faith, and hope, and humble zeal; 
Resign our spirits to thy hand, 

To mould and guide us at thy will. 


T. Watts, 1709, 
32 L. M. 


Confirm the hope thy Word allows: 
Behold us waiting to be fed; 

Bless the provision of thy house, 
And satisfy thy poor with bread. 


Drawn by thy invitation, Lord, 
Hungry and thirsty we are come; 
Now, from the fullness of thy Word, 


Feast us, and send us thankful home. 
John Newton, 1799. 


I will satisfy her poor with bread. 
Psalm exxxii. 15, 


Aut they Sumy as it were t Naw Sor, 


33 


Come, let us sing the song of songs, 

With hearts and voices swell the strain; 
The homage which to Christ belongs ;— 
‘““Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


Worthy is the Lamb. 
oy v.12. 


Slain to redeem us by his blood, 

To cleanse from every sinful stain, 
And make us kings and priests to God 
‘Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


To him who suffered on the tree, 

Our souls, at his soul’s price, to gain, 
Blessing, and praise, and glory be!— 
‘‘ Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


To him, enthroned, by filial right 

All power in heaven and earth pertain, 
Honor, and majesty, and might ;— 
‘Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


we 


Come, Holy Spirit! from on high, 

Our faith, our hope, our love sustain, 

Living to sing, and dying cry,— 

‘* Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 
James Montgomery, 1853. 


34 


Lord, how secure and blest are they 
Who feel the joys of pardoned sin! 
Should storms of wrath shake earth and sea, 
Their minds have heaven and peace within. 


The day glides swiftly o’er their heads, 
Made up of innocence and love; 

And soft and silent as the shades, 
Their nightly minutes gently move. 


A quiet and peacable life. 
el Tim, iL 2. iL. M. 


Quick as their thoughts their joys come on, 
But fly not half so swift away ; 

Their souls are ever bright as noon, 
And calm as summer evenings be. 


How oft they view the heavenly hills, 
Where groves of living pleasure grow, 
And longing hopes and cheerful smiles 
Sit undisturbed upon their brow! 


They scorn to seek earth’s golden toys, 
But spend the day and share the night 
In numbering o’er the richer joys 


That heaven prepares for their delight. 
I. Watts, 1790 


33-37, 


He that glorieth. let him glory in the Lord. 
L. M.| 85 et eayk L, M, 


Let not the wise his wisdom boast; 
The mighty glory in his might; 
The rich in flattering riches trust, 
Which take their everlasting flight. 


The rush of numerous years bears down 
The most gigantic strength of man; 
And where is all his wisdom gone, 
When dust he turns to dust again? 


One only gift can justify 

The boasting soul that knows his God; 
When Jesus doth his blood apply, 

I glory in his sprinkled blood. 


The Lord my righteousness I praise; 
I triumph in the love divine, 
The wisdom, wealth, and strength of grace, 


In Christ to endless ages mine. 
C. Wesley. 


86 ie 
When.a few swiftly fleeting years 

Of mortal life are past away, 

Tat the judgment must appear, 

And face the terrors of that day. 


How shall I stand before that throne? 
How meet the Judge who died for me? 
If here I shrink his name to own, 
Then he will be ashamed of me. 


Boldness in the day of judgment. 
1 John re 7) 


Saviour divine, thy grace impart; 

In me thy mercy rich display ; 

So shall my pardoned, strengthened heart 
Have boldness in the judgment day. 


37 In Him we live and move and have our being. ie - M 
Acts xvii. 28. leniaeee' 


O Thou in whom we live and move, 
Fountain of mercy, God of Love; 
Glory and praise to thee belong, — 
Great God, accept our parting song. 


Guide us by thine almighty hand, 
Bind us by love’s eternal band ; 

Keep us while we shall sojourn here, 
Blameless, till Christ our Lord appear. 


O Thou in whom we move and live, 

To us Thy parting blessing give ;— 

So shall we ever praise the name 

Of God, and Christ the spotless Lamb. 
1865, 


H., 


38-41 


Hebron. 


38 


2 Can I behold that closing eye, 
Still fixed on me, still beaming love; 
And can I see my Saviour die, 

Nor feel one holy passion move? 


8 Let me but hear thy dying voice 
Pronounce forgiveness in my breast; 
My trembling spirit shall rejoice, 
And feel the calm of heavenly rest. 


4 Lord, thine atoning blood apply, 
And life or death is sweet to me; 
In life’s last hour, thy presence, nigh, 


From fear shall set my spirit free. 
Wm. Bengo Collyer, 1812. 


Father, forgive them. 
Luke xxiii. 34, 


Do this in remembrance of me. 


uke xxii, 19, L. M. 


39 


For us the Lamb of God did bleed, — 
For sins and crimes which we have done; 
For us he lives to intercede, 

And pray before his Father’s throne. 


For us he gave the broken bread ; 
For us in love he poured the wine: 
Memorials of the blood he shed; 
Memorials of his grace divine. 


Shall we for whom his blood was poured, 
Unmoved the sacred emblems see? 
Shall we forget our Saviour’s word, 
‘*Do this in memory of me’’? 


H., 1878. 
10 


L. M.| 40 


Christ diqh for our Sins. 


forgiveness in thy prayer; 


The world hateth you. :P 
John xy. 19. 


“| Jesus, we would no longer be 

Loved by the world that hated thee; 
But patient in thy footsteps go, 

Thy sorrow, as thy joy, to know. 


We would, and oh, bestow the power, 
With meekness meet the darkest hours 
The shame despise, however tried, 

For thou wast scorned and crucified. 


Master, to thee we now would cleave, 
Content for thee all else to leave; 
Thy cross to bear, thy steps to trace, 
Strong in thine all-sufficient grace. 


For soon must pass the ‘Tittle while,” 
And joy shall crown thy servant’s toil; 
Our sure reward, to hear thee own 


Our names before the Father’s throne. 
Unknown, 
41 


Lord, by thy constant bounty fed, 

We give thee thanks for daily bread; 
And pray that thou our souls wilt feed 
With food divine in time of need. 


In everything give thanks. , 
T Thess. v. 18. L.:M. 


Not bread alone can make us live, 
But every word that thou dost give; 
So feed us, till thy face we see, 


And at thy table feast with thee. 
H., 1886. 


Fluentiny, wud Morning, and at Doon wif X Peay, 


L. My 45 Be thou in the od of eet Lord all the day. ree Oe 


42 


Apart from every worldly care; 

We bow before thee, Lord, in prayer ; 
And as our one, our only claim, 

We lisp our blessed Jesus’ name. 


May the blest Spirit, Father, now, | 
Each heart in holy reverence bow; 
And may our feeble breathings rise 
To thee like holy sacrifice. 


Our need is known, for thou art nigh, 
And thou canst every need supply; 
Boundless, dear Father, is thy store, 


Remember us! we ask no more. 
Albert Midlane, b. 1925. 


arg ,ogotber pint my name, 


43 Adorn the doctrine. v3 
‘Titus if, 10-14. 


So let our lips and lives express 
The holy gospel we profess, 

So let our works and virtues shine, 
To prove the doctrine all divine. 


° ME. 


Thus shall we best proclaim abroad ~~ 
The honors of our Saviour God, 

When his salvation reigns within, 

And grace subdues the power of sin. 


Our flesh and sense must be denied, 

. Passion and envy, lust and pride; 
While justice, temperance, truth and love. 
Our inward piety approve. © 


Religion bears, our spirits up, 
While we expect that blessed hope, 
The bright appearance of the Lord, 


And faith stands leaning on his word. 
I. Watts. 


44 . sae 
Dear Lord, amid the throng that pressed 
Around thee on the cursed tree, 

Some loyal, loving hearts were there, 
Some pitying eyes that wept for thee. 


By the cross of Jesus. 
John xix. 25. 


Like them may we rejoice to own 

Our dying Lord,though crowned with thorn ; 
Like thee thy blessed self, endure 

The cross with all its joy and scorn. 


Thy cross, thy lonely path below, 
Show what thy brethren all should be: 
Pilgrims on earth, disowned by those 


Who see no beauty, Lord, in thee. 
Edward Denny, b. 1796. 


42-46 


Prov. xxii! 


Now that the daylight fills the sky, 
Lift we our hearts to God on high, 

That he in all we do or say ; 
Would keep us free from harm to-day. 


May he restrain our tongues, lest strife 
Break forth to mar the peace of life; 
And guard with watchful care our eyes 


-| From earth’s absorbing vanities. 


Oh, may our inmost hearts be pure, 
Our thoughts from folly kept secure, _ 
_| The pride of fleshly sense subdued 


| By temperate use of drink and food. 


So. when the daylight leaves the sky, 
And night’s dark hours once more are nigh, 
May we, unsoiled by sinful stain, g 


Sing glory to our God again. 
Latin, Tr. John M. Neale, 1851. 


Thus far the Lord has led me on; 
Thus far his power prolongs my days; 
And every evening shall make known 
Some fresh memorial of his grace. 


I will lay me down in peace and sleep, 
ss Psalm vie » L. M. 


Much of my time has run to waste, 
And I, perhaps, am near my home; 
But he forgives my follies past: 


.| He gives me strength for days to come. 


I lay my body down to sleep; 

Peace is the pillow for my head ; 
While well-appointed angels keep 
Their watchful stations round my bed. 


In vain the sons of earth or hell ? 
Tell me a thousand frightful things; 
My God in safety makes me dwell 
Beneath the shadow of his wings. 


Faith in thy name forbids my fear; 
Oh, may thy presence ne’er depart! 
And in the morning make me hear 

The love and kindness of thy heart. 


‘Thus when the night of death shall come, 


My flesh shall rest beneath the ground, 
And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb, 


With sweet salvation in the sound. 
I. Watts, ab. 1709. 
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47 The —_, = ote Leroy 4 temple. 
2 Thou, tossed upon the waves of care, 
Ready to sink with deep despair, 

Here ask relief, with heart sincere, 
And thou shall find that God is here. 


83 Thou who hast dear ones far away, 
In foreign lands ’mid ocean’s spray, 
Pray for them now, and dry the tear, 
And trust the God who listens here. 


4 Thou who art mourning o’er thy sin, 
Deploring guilt that reigns within, 
The God of peace is ever near; 
The troubled spirit meets him here. 
Unknown. 


therefore the Lord of the Harvest, 
48 sie iat: Luke x, 2. L. M. 


Lord of the harvest, bend thine ear, 

In Zion’s heritage appear ; 

Oh, send forth laborers filled with zeal, 
Swift to obey their Master’s will. 


Our lifted eyes, O Lord, behold 

The ripening harvest tinged with gold; 
Wide fields are opening to our view, 
The work is great, the laborers few. 


Led by thine own almighty hand, 
Let Zion’s sons, in many a band, 
Arise to bless the dying race, 


As heralds of redeeming grace. 
Thomas Hastings, d. 1872. 


L. M.| 49 


God is our refuge von strength. ee 
God is the refuge of his saints, 

When storms of dark distress invade: 
Ere we can offer our complaints, 
Behold him present with his aid, 


Let mountains from their seats be hurled 
Down to the deep, and buried there; 
Convulsions shake the solid world, 

Our faith shall never yield to fear. 


Loud may the troubled ocean roar, 

In sacred peace our souls abide; 

While every nation, every shore, 
Trembles, and dreads the swelling tide. 


There is a stream, whose gentle flow 
Supplies the city of our God; 

Life, love and joy still gliding through, 
And watering our divine abode. 


That sacred stream, thy holy Word, 
That all our raging fear controls: 
Sweet peace thy promises afford, 

And gives new strength to fainting souls, 


Zion enjoys her Monarch’s love, 
Secure against a threatening hour; 
Nor can her firm foundations move, 


Built on his truth, and armed with power. 
I. Watts,1719. 


Ye know the Orage of one Shard Xesus Christ. 
L. M.| §2 


50 


When I survey the wondrous cross, 
On which the Prince of glory died, 
My richest gain I count but loss, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 


Forbid it, Lord! that I should boast, 
Save in the death of Christ, my God; 
All the vain things that charm me most 
I sacrifice them to his blood. 


See from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down; 
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 
Or thorns compose so rich a crown? 


I count all things but loss. 
* Phil. iii. 8. 


His dying crimson, like a robe, 
Spreads o’er his body on the tree; 
Then I am dead to all the globe, 
And all the globe is dead to me. 


Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
That were a present far too small; 
Love so amazing, so divine, 


Demands my soul, my life, my all. 
I Watts, 1700. 


51 


O thou, my soul, forget no more 
The friend who all thy misery bore; 
Let every idol be forgot, 

But, O my soul, forget him not. 


For your sakes he became poor. 
at Opel. 9 L, M. 


Jesus for thee a body takes, 

Thy guilt assumes, thy fetters breaks, 
Discharging all thy dreadful debt; 
And canst thou e’er such love forget? 


Renounce thy works and ways with grief, 
And fly to this most sure relief; 

Nor him forget, who left his throne 
And for thy life gave up his own. 


Infinite truth and mercy shine 

In him, and he himself is thine: 

And canst thou then, with sin beset, 
Such charms, such matchless charms forget? 


Ah, no: when all things else expire, 
And perish in the general fire, 
This name all others shall survive, 


And through eternity shall live, 
Khrisnu Pal, tr. J: Marshman, 1801. 


50-53 


Now is ne heels as time, L. M. 
Say, sinner, hath a voice within, 

Oft whispered to thy secret soul, 

Urged thee to leave the ways of sin, 
And yield thy heart to God’s control? 


Hath something met thee in the path 
Of worldliness and vanity, 

And pointed to the coming wrath, 
And warned thee from that wrath to flee? 


Sinner, it was a heavenly voice, — 

It was the Spirit’s gracious call; _. 

It bade thee make the better choice, 
And haste to seek in Christ thine all. 


Spurn not the call to life and light; 
Regard in timé the warning kind ; 
That call thou mayest not always slight, 
And yet the gate of mercy find: 


God’s Spirit will not always strive 
With hardened, self-destroying man; 
Ye, who persist his love to grieve, 
May never hear his voice again. 


Sinner, perhaps this very day 
Thy last accepted time may be; 
O, shouldst thou grieve him now away, 


Then hope may never beam on thee. 
Abigail Bradley Hyde, 1524. 


The evening oblation. 
Daniel ix. 21. L 


53 


O Holy Father, ’mid the calm 

And stillness of this evening hour, 

We lift to thee our solemn psalm, 

To praise thy goodness and -thy power. ' 


. M. 


For over us, and over all, 

Thy tender mercies still extend, 

Nor vainly shall thy children call 

On thee, their Father and their Friend. 


Kept by thy goodness through the day, 
Thanksgiving to thy name we pour; 
Night o’er us, with its stars,—we pray 
Thy love to guard us evermore. 


In grief console, in gladness bless, 
In darkness guide, in sickness cheer; 
Till, perfected in righteousness, 


Before thy throne our souls appear. 
W. H. Burleigh, d. 1871. 
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54-55 


Uxbridge. 


54 


2 Inured to poverty and pain, 

A suffering life my Master led: 
The Son of God; the Son of Man, 
He had not where to lay his head. 


Under the shadow of the Almighty. 
7 Psalm xci. 1. v 


8 But lo! a place he hath prepared 

For me, whom watchful angels keep: 
Yea, he himself becomes my guard ; 

He smooths my bed, and gives me sleep, 


4 Jesus protects; my fears, be gone! 
What can the Rock of Ages move? 
Safe in thy arms.I lay me down, 
Thy everlasting arms of love. 


5 While thou art intimately nigh, 
Who, who shall violate my rest? 
Sin, earth, and hell I now defy; 
T lean upon my Saviour’s breast. 


6 I rest beneath the Almighty’s shade: 
My griefs expire, my troubles cease: 
Thou, Lord, on whom my soul is stayed, 
Wilt keep me still in perfect peace. 


7 Me for thine own thou lov’st to take, 
In time and in eternity: 
Thou never, never wilt forsake 


A helpless worm that trusts in thee, 
C, Wesley. 


L. 1.1 65 


How amiable are Sey iebernacien, L. Mt 


How pleasant, how divinely fair, 
O Lord of Hosts, thy dwellings are! 
With long desire my spirit faints 
To meet the assemblies of thy saints. 


My flesh would rest in thine abode; 
My panting heart cries out for God; 
My God, my King, why should I be 
So far from all my joys and thee? 


Blest are the saints, who dwell on high, 
Around thy throne of majesty ; 

Thy brightest glories shine above, 
And all their work is praise and love, 


Blest are the souls who find a place 
Within the temple of thy grace;.; 
There they behold thy gentler rays, 
And seek thy face, and learn thy praise. 


Blest are the men whose hearts are set 
To find the way to Zion’s gate; 

God is their strength ; and, through the road, 
They lean upon their helper, God. 


Cheerful they walk, with growing strength, 
Till all shall meet in heaven at length; 
Till all before thy face appear, 


And join in nobler worship there. 
I. Watts, 1719, ab. 


Obey Jia of the Jord is Periert. 


56 


The heavens declare thy glory, Lord; 
In every star thy wisdom shines; 
But when our eyes behold thy word, 
We read thy name in fairer lines. 


The heayens declare the plory of God. re 


The rolling sun, the changing light, 
And nights and days, thy power confess, 
But the blest volume thou hast writ, 
Reveals thy justice and thy grace. 


Sun, moon, and stars, convey thy praise 
Round the whole earth, and never stand: 
So when thy truth began its race, 

It touched and glanced on every land. 


Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest, 
Till through the world thy truth has run; 
Till Christ has all the nations blessed 
That see the light, or feel the sun. 


Great Sun of Righteousness, arise, 
Bless the dark world with heavenly light; 
Thy gospel makes the simple wise, 


Thy laws are’pure, thy judgments right. 
I, Watts, 1719, ab. 


57 I will come unto thee, and I will bless thee. Tt. M 
Exodus xx. 24. 0 


Great God of truth and righteousness, 
Wilt thou on earth thy name record? 
And wilt thou come to us and bless 
The humble followers of the Lord? 


Where in thy name but two or three 
Meet to uplift their prayerful hands, 
Thou in the midst of them wilt be, 
For thus thy sacred promise stands. 


O dwell with us thou King of kings, 
And may we still abide in thee, 
And in the shadow of thy wings, 
May we our trust and refuge see. 


Here be thy saints’ petitions heard ; 
Here be thy praise devoutly sung; 
Here be thy testifying word, 
Declared by many a glowing tongue. 


And when in glory we appear, 
In that eternal, joyful morn, 
May it be found that even here 


Many for endless life were born. 
H., 1865. 


»_M 


56-59 


58 


O Christ, who hast prepared a place 
For us around thy throne of grace, 

We pray thee, lift our hearts above, 
And draw them with the cords of love! 


With bands of love. 
Hosea xi. 4, L, M. 


Source of all good, thou, gracious Lord, 
Art our exceeding great reward ; 

How transient is our present pain, 
How boundless our eternal gain! 


With open face and joyful heart, 
We then shall.see thee as thou art: 


} Our love shall never cease to glow, 


Our praise shall never cease to flow. 


Thy never-failing grace to. prove, - 
A surety of thine endless love, 
Send down thy Holy Ghost, to be 
The raiser of our souls to thee. 


O future Judge, Eternal Lord, 
Thy name be hallowed and adored! 
To God the Father, King of heaven, 


And Holy Ghost, like praise be given. 
Victorinus Santolits, d. 1697. Zr. J. Chandler. 


Joshua xxiv. 


: 59 Choose you this day whom yp) will serve. L. M 


Oh, do not lét the word depart, 

And close thine eyes against the light. 
Poor sinner, harden not thy heart; 
Thou wouldst be saved,—why not to-night? 


To-morrow’s sun may never rise 

To bless thy long-deluded sight. 

This is the time; oh, then, be wise! 
Thou wouldst be saved,—why not to-night? 


Our God in pity lingers still, 

And wilt thou thus his love requite? 
Renounce at once thy stubborn will. 
Thou wouldst be saved,—why not to-night? 


The world has nothing left to give; 

It has no new, no pure delight. 

Oh, try the life which Christians live! 
Thou wouldst be saved,—why not to-night? 


Our blessed Lord refuses none 
Who would to him their souls unite. 
Then be the work of grace begun. 


Thou would’st be saved,— why not to-night? 
Eliza Holmes Read, 1842. 


1% 


60-62, 
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KA Refuge from the Storm, 


K. Oliver, 1832. 


Rockingham. 
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Come unto me, all ye that labor. 
Matt. xi. 28. L. M, 


60 


2 It tells me of a place of rest; 

It tells me where my soul may flee: 

Oh! to the weary, faint, oppressed, 
How sweet the bidding, ‘‘ Come to me!” 


3 Come, for all else must fail and die; 
Earth is no resting-place for thee; 
Heavenward direct thy weeping eye, 

I am thy portion ;—‘‘ Come to me!” 


4 O voice of mercy! voice of love! 
In conflict, grief, and agony, 
Support me, cheer me from above! 


And gently whisper, —‘‘ Come to me!” 
Charlotte Elliott, ab. 1841. 
61 


The great day of his wrath is come, 
Seem Bey. vii, L. M. 


That day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
When heaven and earth shall pass away, 
What power shall be the sinner’s stay? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day? 


When, shrivelling like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll; 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the dead; 


Oh! on that day, that wrathful day, 
When man to judgment wakes from clay, 
Be thou, O Christ! the sinner’s stay, 
Though heaven and earth shall pass away. 
Lat. Thomas of Celano, 1230. Zr. Walter Scott, 1805. 
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62 aim mieierigien 
Jesus, and shall it ever be, 

A mortal man ashamed of thee? 
Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise, 
Whose glories shine through endless days? 


Ashamed of Jesus! sooner far 

Let evening blush to own a star; 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
O’er this benighted soul of mine. 


Ashamed of Jesus! just as soon 

Let midnight be ashamed of noon; 
Tis midnight with my soul, till he, 
Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee. 


Ashamed of Jesus! that dear friend 
On whom my hopes of bliss depend? 
No; when I blush be this my shame, 
That I no more revere his name. 


Ashamed of Jesus! yes, I may, 
When I’ve no guilt to wash away, 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fears to quell, no soul to save. 


Till then—nor is my boasting vain— 

Till then I boast a Saviour slain ; 

And, oh, may this my glory be, 

That Christ is not ashamed of me! 
Joseph Grigg, 1764; alt. by Benj. Francis, 1787. 


Suet us Came Boldly to 
63 


From every stormy wind that blows, 

From every swelling tide of woes, 

There is a calm, a sure retreat ;— 
Tis found beneath the mercy-seat. 


There I will meet with thee. 
Exod. xxy, 22. 


There is a place, where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness on our heads, — 
A place, than all besides, more sweet; 
It is the blood-bought mercy-seat. 


There is a i where spirits blend, 
Where friend holds fellowship with friend, 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet 
Around one common mercy-seat. ~ 


Ah, whither could we flee for aid, 
When tempted, desolate, dismayed, — 
Or how the hosts of hell defeat— 
Had suffering saints no mercy seat? 


There, there, on eagle wings we soar, 
And time and sense seem all no more; 
And heaven comes down our souls to greet, 
And glory crowns the mercy-seat! 


Oh! may my hand forget her skill, 
My tongue be silent, cold, and still, 
This bounding heart forget to beat, 


If I forget the mercy-seat! 
Hugh Stowell, 1826. 


64 


Jesus, whose glory’s streaming rays, 
Though duteous to thy high command, 
Not seraphs view with open face, 

But veiled before thy presence stand! 


Woe is me, for Iam undone. 
Isa. vi. L. M. 


How shall weak eyes of flesh, weighed down 
With sin, and dim with error’s night, 
Dare to behold thy awful throne, 

Or view thy unapproached light? 


Thy golden sceptre from above 

Reach forth; lo! my whole heart I bow; 
Say to my soul, ‘‘ Thou art my love; 
My chosen midst ten thousand, thou.” 


O Jesus, full of grace! the sighs 
Of a sick heart with pity view! 
Hark! how my silence speaks, and cries, 


ke Mercy, thou God of mercy, show!” 
. C. Dessler, 1660-1722. Tr. J. Wesley, ab., 1739. 


L. M.| 66 


the Ohroue of Crary. 63-67. 
God be ane aa me. i uw. 


With broken heart and contrite sigh, 
A trembling sinner, Lord, I cry; 

Thy pardoning grace is rich and free: 
O God! be merciful to me! 


I smite upon my troubled breast, 

‘With deep and conscious guilt oppressed ; 
Christ and his cross my only plea. 

O God! be merciful to me! 


Far off I stand, with tearful eyes, 

Nor dare uplift them to the skies; 
But thou dost all my anguish see: 
O God! be merciful to me! 


Nor alms nor deeds that I have done 
Can for a single sin atone; 

To Calvary alone I flee: 

O God! be merciful to me! 


And when redeemed from sin and hell, 
With all the ransomed throng I dwell, 
My raptured song shall ever be, 


God has been merciful to me! 
Cornelius Elven, 1852. 
66 


And that Rack was Christ. 
1 Cor. x. 4. L. M. 

Eternal Rock !—to thee I flee; 

In thy rent fissure would I hide: 

No rill of mercy flows to me, 

But issues from thy wounded side. 


Earth’s fondest hopes and brightest dreams, 
Are fitful, fugitive, and vain; 

The best of its polluted streams 

I only drink to thirst again. 


Forgiveness, peace, salvation, heaven, 
Jesus I owe alone to thee— 
The Rock whose clefts for me were riven, 


The smitten One of Calvary! 
J.R. Macduff, 1853. 
67 


In weakpen ped in fear. L. M. 
O, Lord, in weakness and in fears, 
With tremblings, yearnings, sighs and tears, 
Tn varied soil thy seed we sow ;— 
Do thou the increase, Lord, bestow. 


Oh may the gospel of thy grace, 
In good and honest hearts find place ; 
And in that day may we behold, 


Fruit, sixty, and an hundred fold. 
H., 1878, 


God forbid that X shout 
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2 O cross of anguish and of shame! 
Thou didst a Saviour’s grace declare: 
Thou dost to all the world proclaim 
The love that did my sorrows bear. 


3 Cross of the Lord! no radiant gem, 
No glistening pearls of lustre rare, 
No monarch’s blazing diadem 

With thy pale splendors can compare. 


4 Cross of the Lord! while others boast 
Of titles, names, and marks of pride, 
My heart shall ever glory most 

In that rough tree where Jesus died. 


5 O cross! thou badge of love divine, 
Rend my hard heart, subdue my soul; 
Oh, crush each lust and slay each sin, 
And all my life by love control. ee 


Everything that hath breath praise the Lord. 
69 a Psalms cl. 6. . L. My 
From all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator’s praise arise ; 

Let the Redeemer’s name be sung, 
Through every land, by every tongue. 


Eternal are thy mercies, Lord; 
Eternal truth attends thy word; 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore, 
Till suns shall rise and set no more. 
I. Watts, 1719. 


Life is the time to serve the Lord, 

The time to insure the great reward; 
And while the lamp. holds out to burn, 
Let sinners to the Saviour turn. 


Life is the hour that God has given, 
To escape from hell, and fly to heaven; 
The day of grace, and mortals may 
Secure the blessings of the day. 


The living know that they must die. 
But all the dead forgotten lie; 
Their memory and their sense is gone 
Alike unknowing and unknown. 


Their hatred and their love is lost, 
Their envy buried in the dust; 

They have no share in all that’s done 
Beneath the circuit of the sun. 


Then what my thoughts design to do 
My hands, with all your hale pursue 
Since no device nor work is found, 
Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the ground. 


There are no acts of pardon passed 

In the cold grave to which we haste: 

But darkness, death, and long despair 

Reign in eternal silence there. 
I. Watts, 1709, 
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ho bare our Sins in Bis own Body. 


yt Lord, remember me when thou comest. 7. M. 73 


Luk 


Thou Man of griefs, remember me, 
Who never canst thyself forget 

Thy last mysterious agony, 

Thy fainting pangs, and bloody sweat: 


When, wrestling in the strength of prayer, 
Thy spirit sunk beneath its load! 
Thy feeble flesh abhorred to bear 
The wrath of an Almighty God! 


Father, if I may call thee so, 
Regard my fearful heart’s desire; 
Remove this load of guilty woe, 
Nor let me in my sins expire! 


To thee my last distress I bring; 
The heightened fear of death I find: 
The tyrant, brandishing his sting, 
Appears, and hell is close behind! 


I deprecate that death alone, 
That endless banishment from thee! 
O save, and give me to thy Son, 


Who trembled, wept, and bled for me! 
C. Wesley, ab. 


79 This do i Femembrance of me. au) 
*Twas on that dark, that doleful night, 
When powers of hell and earth arose 
Against the Son of God’s delight, 

And friends betrayed him to his foes: 


Before the mournful scene began, 

He took the bread, and blessed, and brake: 
What love through all his actions ran! 
What wondrous words of grace he spake! 


‘“‘This is my body, broke for sin; 
Receive and eat the living food: ”’— 
Then took the cup and blessed the wine, 
Tis the new covenant in my blood.” 


“Do this,” he cried, ‘‘tilltime shall end, 
In memory of your dying Friend ; 

Meet at my table, and record 

The love of your departed Lord.” 


Jesus! thy love we celebrate ; 
We show thy death, we sing thy name, 
Till thou return, and we shall eat 


The marriage supper of the Lamb. 
I, Watts, 1709. 
5 


71-75, 


‘Take not thy i from me. TM 


Stay, thou insulted Spirit, stay, 
Though I have done thee such despite; 
Nor cast the sinner quite away, 

Nor take thine everlasting flight. 


Though I have steeled my stubborn heart, 
And shaken off my guilty fears; 
And vexed, and urged thee to depart, 
For many long rebellious years: 


Though I have most unfaithful been, 
Of all who e’er thy grace received; 
Ten thousand times thy goodness seen, 
Ten thousand times thy goodness grieved : 


Yet, O, the chief of sinners spare, 
In honor of my great High Priest ; 
Nor in thy righteous anger swear 


To exclude me from thy people’s rest. 
C. Wesley, ab. 


74 


Lord, I was blind! I could not see 
In thy marred visage any grace; 
But now the beauty of thy face 

In radiant vision dawns on me. 


He maketh the deaf to hear. L. M 
Mark vii, 37. 2 


Lord, I was deaf! I could not hear 
The thrilling music of thy voice; 
Rut now I hear thee and rejoice, 
And all thy uttered words are dear. 


Lord, I was dumb! I could not speak 
The grace and glory of thy name; 

But now, as touched with living flame, 
My lips thine eager praises wake. 


Lord, I was dead! I could not stir 

My lifeless soul to come to thee; 

But now, since thou hast quickened me, 
T rise from sin’s dark sepulchre. 


For Thou hast made the blind to see, 
The deaf to hear, the dumb to speak, 
The dead to live, and lo, I break 
The chains of my captivity. 

Win. ‘Tidd Matson, 1868. 


75 To Him be slory.. pea and forever. Be ae 
Glory and thanks to God in heaven! 
Praise to his blessed Son be given :— 
Thee, Holy Spirit, we implore, 


Be with us now and evermore. 
9 


76-79. 


Duke Street. 


ders ro 


‘The seventh angel sounded. 
Rev. xi. 15. L. M. 


76 
2 From heaven angelic voices sound; 
See the Almighty Jesus crowned! 
Girt with omnipotence and grace, — 
And glory decks the Saviour’s face. 


3 Descending on his radiant throne, 
He claims the kingdom for his own; 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And hail him their triumphant Lord. 


4 Shout, all the people of the sky! 
And all the saints of the Most High: 
Our Lord, who now his right obtains, 
Forever and forever reigns, 


77 


Soon may the last glad song arise 

Through all the millions of the skies, 
That song of triumph which records 
That all the earth is now the Lord’s, 


Let thrones, and powers, and kingdoms be 
Obedient, mighty God, to thee; 

And over land, and stream, and main 
Wave thou the sceptre of thy reign. 


C. Wesley. 


And they sing a new song. 
Rev. vy. 9. 


Oh, that the anthem now might swell, 
And host to host the triumph tell, 
That not one rebel heart remains, 
But over all the Saviour reigns, 


= 
He comes! he comes! the Judge severe! 


L. M, 


Voke, 1816. 
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78 lL. Me 


Lord, when thou didst ascend on high, 
Ten thousand angels filled the sky, 
Those heavenly guards around thee wait, 
Like chariots that attend thy state. 


Not Sinai’s mountain could appear 
More glorious when the Lord was there! 
While he pronounced his dreadful law, 
And struck the chosen tribes with awe, 


How bright the triumph none can tell, 
When the rebellious powers of hell, 
That thousand souls had captive made, 
Were all in chains like captives led 


Raised by his Father to the throne, 
He sent the promised Spirit down, 
With gifts and grace for rebel men, 


That God might dwell on earth again. 
Isaac Watts, 1819. 
79 


He shall wine foment and ever, ls Mi 
Ascend thy throne, Almighty King, 
And spread thy glories all abroad ; 
Let thine own arm salvation bring, 
And be thou known the gracious Gad. 


Oh, let the kingdoms of the world 
Become the kingdom of the Lord; 
Let saints and angels praise thy name, 


Be thou through heaven and earth adored, 
Benjamin Beddome, 1818. ab, 


Thou hast ascended on high. 
Psalm Lxviii, 18. 


Awake, Shon that Skggpest! 


80 


Our Lord is risen from the dead; 
Our Jesus is gone up on high! 
The powers of hell are captive led, 
Dragged to the portals of the sky; 


There his triumphant chariot waits, 
And angels chant the solemn lay; 

Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates; 
Ye everlasting doors, give way! 


He led captivity captive. 
Ephviv. 8 


Loose all your bars of massy light, 
And wide unfold the ethereal scene; 
He claims these mansions as his right; 
Receive the King of glory in! 


Who is the King of glory? Who? 
The Lord that all our foes o’ercame; 
The world, sin, death, and hell o’erthrew; 
And Jesus is the Conqueror’s name. 


Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 

And angels chant the solemn lay: 

Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates; 
Ye everlasting doors, give way! 


Who is the King of glory? Who? 
The Lord, of glorious power possessed ; 
The King of saints, and angels too, 


God over all, forever blessed! 
C. Wesley. 


L. M. 


81 


Bondage and death the cup contains ; 
Dash to the earth the poisoned bowl? 
Softer than silk are iron chains, 
Compared with those that chafe the soul. 


Strong drink is raging. 
eo xx. 1. 


Hosannas, Lord, to thee we sing, 
Whose power the giant fiend obeys; 
What countless thousands tribute bring, 
For happier homes and brighter days! 


Thou wilt not break the bruised reed, 
Nor leave the broken heart unbound ; 
The wife regains a husband freed! 
The orphan clasps a father found! 


Spare, Lord, the thoughtless, guide the blind, 
Till man no more shall deem it just 

To live by forging chains to bind 

His weaker brother in the dust. 


Lucius M. Sargent, eae 


L. M.| 82 


It is high —_ a sori na of sleep. L. M, 
Awake, my soul, lift up thine eyes: 
See where thy foes against thee rise 

Tn long array, a numerous host: 
Awake, my soul, or thou art lost. 


See where rebellious passions rage, 
And fierce desires and lusts engage; 
The meanest foe of all the train 

Has thousands and ten thousands slain. 


Thou tread’st upon enchanted ground, 
Perils and snares beset thee round; 
Beware of all, guard every part, 

But most, the traitor in thy heart. 


Come, then, my soul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal shield ; 
Put on the armor from above 

Of heavenly truth and heavenly love. 


The terror and the charm repel, 
The powers of earth, and powers of hell; 
The Man of Calvary triumphed here: 


Why should his faithful followers fear? 
Mrs. Anna Laetitia Barbauld, 1778, ab. 


83 


‘‘Where two or three, with sweet accord, 
Obedient to their Sovereign Lord, 
Meet to recount his acts of grace, 

And offer solemn prayer and praise: 


“There,” says the Saviour, ‘‘will I be, 
Amid this little company ;— 

To them unveil my smiling face, 

And shed my glories round the place.” 


We meet at thy command, dear Lord, 
Relying on thy faithful word: 
Now send thy Spirit from above, 


Now fill our hearts with heavenly love. 
Samuel Stennett, 1778. 


Gathered together in my name. 
att, xviii. 20. L. M. 


God giveth the increase. 
1 Cor. iii 7. L. M. 


84 


Father in heaven, upon Thy word, 
Which thine assembled flock have heard; 
Cause thou thy spirit’s dew to fall, — 
In bounteous blessing on us all. 


May the good seed now sown take root, 
And grow, and bear abundant fruit ; 
And may the souls assembled here, 


before thy th ar. 
In peace before thy throne appe 2 We: 
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nl thirsteth for God. Ye shall find rest fi souls. 
85 ese ate L. M.| 86 e cra eae L. M 


2 Take my poor heart, and let it be 
Forever closed to all but Thee! 

Seal thou my breast, and let me wear 
That pledge of love forever there! 


3 How blest are they who still abide 
Close sheltered in thy bleeding side! 
Who life and strength from thence derive, 
And by thee move, and in thee live. 


4 What are our works but sin and death, 
Till thou thy quickening Spirit breathe? 
Thou givest the power thy grace to move: 
O wondrous grace! O boundless love! 


5 How can it be, thou heavenly King, 
That thou should'’st us to glory bring? 
Make slaves the partners of thy throne, 
Decked with a never-fading crown? 


6 Hence our hearts melt! our eyes o’erflow; 
Our words are lost; nor will we know, 
Nor will we think of aught beside, 
‘*My Lord, my Love is crucified.” 


7 Ah, Lord! enlarge our scanty thought, 
To know the wonders thou hast wrought ; 
Unloose our stammering tongues, to tell 
Thy love immense, unsearchable. 


8 First-born of many brethren Thou! 

To thee, lo! all our souls we bow: 

To thee our hearts and hands we give: 

Thine may we die: thine may we live! 
W. C. Dessler, d. 1722. Tr. J. Wesley. 1740. 


M. Daniel Read, 1785, from Martin Luther, 


O that my load of sin were gone! 
O that I could at last submit 
At Jesus’ feet to lay it down, 
To lay my soul at Jesus’ feet! 


When shall mine eyes behold the Lamb? 
The God of my salvation see? 

Weary, O Lord, thou knowest I am; 
Oh, that I now might come to thee. 


Rest for my soul I long to find: 
Saviour of all, if mine thou art, 

Give me thy meek and lowly mind, 
And stamp thine image on my heart. 


Break off the yoke of inbred sin, 
And fully set my spirit free: 
I cannot rest till pure within, 
Till IT am wholly lost in thee. 


Fain would I learn of thee, my God; 
Thy light and easy burden prove, 

The cross, all stained with hallowed blood, 
The labor of thy dying love. 


I would, but thou must give the power, 
My heart from every sin release; 

Bring near, bring near the joyful hour, 
And fill me with thy perfect peace. 


Come, Lord, the drooping sinner cheer, 
Nor let thy chariot-wheels delay; 
Appear, in my poor heart appear! 
My God, my Saviour, come away! 

C. Wesley. ab. 1742, 


id 


God bs Mervilnt to We x Sinrer, 


87 


Jesus, thy blood and righteousness 

My beauty are, my glorious dress: 
*Midst flaming worlds, in these arrayed, 
With joy shall I lift up my head. 

Bold shall I stand in thy great day; 
For who aught to my-charge shall lay? 
Fully through these absolved I am, 
From sin and fear, from guilt and shame. 
Naked from Satan did I flee 

To thee, my Iserd, and put on thee; 
And thus adorned, I wait the word, 
‘*He comes; arise, and meet thy Lord.” 


Christi dlut und Gerechtigkeit. 
Phil. iii. 19. 


This spotless robe the same appears 

When ruined nature sinks in years; 

No age can change its constant hue; 
The robe of Christ is ever new. 


When from the dust of death I rise, 
To claim my mansion in the skies, 
-H’en then,—shall this be all my plea, 
Jesus hath lived, hath died for me. 


Oh, let the dead now hear thy voice! 
Now bid thy banished ones rejoice! 
Their beauty this, their glorious dress, 
‘¢ Jesus, thy blood and righteousness.” 


88 SECOND PART. L. M. 


Jesus be endless praise to thee, 

Whose boundless mercy hath for me— 
For me and all thy hands have made, 
An everlasting ransom paid. 

The holy, meek unspotted Lamb, 
Who from the Father’s bosom came, 
Who died for me, even me to atone, 
Now for my Lord and God I own. 


Lord, I believe the precious blood 
Which at the mercy seat of God 
Forever doth for sinners plead, 

For me, even for my soul was shed. 


Ah, give me now, all-gracious Lord, 
With power to speak thy quickening word ; 
That all who to thy words will flee 
May find eternal life in thee. 


Then shall heaven’s hosts with loud acclaim} 


Give praise and glory to the Lamb 
Who bore our sins, and by his blood 


L. M.| 89 


87--91, 


Have ray aT Ty O God. Loom 
'salm Li. lL. a athe 


Show pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive; 
Let & repenting rebel live: 

Are not thy mercies large and free? 
May not a sinner trust in thee? 


My crimes are great, but don’t surpass 
The power and glory of thy grace; 
Great God, thy nature hath no bound, 
So let thy pardoning love be found. 


Oh, wash my soul from every sin, 
And make my guilty conscience clean; 
Here on my heart the burden lies, 
And past offences pain my eyes. 
My lips with shame my sins confess 
Against thy law, against thy grace; 
Lord, should thy judgment grow severe, 
Tam condemned, but thou art clear. 
Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord, 
Whose hope, still hovering round thy word, 
Would light on some sweet promise there, 
Some sure support against despair. 

I. Watts, 1719, ab. 
90 eae ae 1 Me 
Broad is the road that leads to death, 
And thousands walk together there ; 
But wisdom shows a narrow path, 
With here and there a traveller. 
“Deny thyself, and take thy cross,” 
Ts the Redeemer’s great command! 
Nature must count her gold but dross, 
If she would gain this heavenly land. 
The fearful soul that tires and faints, 
And walks the ways of God no more, 
Is but esteemed almost a saint, 
And makes his own destruction sure. 


Lord, let not all my hopes be vain, 
Create my heart entirely new; 
Which hypocrites could ne’er attain, 


Which false apostates never knew. 
I. Watts, 1709. 
Worthy is the Lamb that was slain. 
91 eee Rev. ¥. 12. : LL. M. 


Worthy the Lamb of boundless sway, 
In earth and heaven the Lord of all: 
Let all the powers of earth obey, 
And low before his footstool fall. 
Higher, still higher, swell the strain; 
Creation’s voice the note prolong! 
Jesus, the Lamb, shall ever reign: 


Hath made us kings and priests to God. ! Tet hallelujahs crown the song! 


N.L. Zinzendorf, ab. 1789. Tr. J. Wesley, 1740, ab. 


Walter Shirley, d. 1867. 


92-93, 
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2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest, 

No mortal cares shall seize my breast; 
O may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David’s harp of solemn sound. 


It is a good thing to give thanks. 
d Feaien eat) 1. 


3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord, 
And bless his works, and bless his word: 
Thy works of grace, how bright they shine! 
How deep thy counsels, how divine! 


4 Fools never raise their thoughts so high; 
Like brutes they live, like brutes they die; 
Like grass they flourish, till thy breath 
Blasts them in everlasting death. 


5 But I shall share a glorious part, 
When grace has well refined my heart; 
And fresh supplies of joy are shed, 
Like holy oil to cheer my head. 


6 Sin, my worst enemy before, 

Shall vex my eyes and ears no more, 
My inward foes shall all be slain, 
Nor Satan break my peace again! 


7 Then shall I see, and hear, and know 
All I desired or wished below; 
And every power find sweet employ 


In that eternal world of se 
atts, ab. 1718. 


2 


L. M.| 93 


talk 


amas Sos $i Li M 
Come, sinners, to the gospel feast; 

Let every soul be Jesus’ guest; 

Ye need not one be left behind, 

For God hath bidden all mankind. 


Sent by my Lord, on you I call; 

The invitation is to all: 

Come, all the world ; come, sinner, thou; 
All things in Christ are ready now. 


Come, all ye souls by sin opprest, 

Ye restless wanderers after rest, 

Ye poor, and maimed, and halt, and blind, 
In Christ a hearty welcome find. 


My thessage as from God receive; 

Ye all may come to Christ, and live; 
O let his love your hearts constrain, 
Nor suffer him to die in vain! 


See him set forth before your eyes, 
That precious, bleeding Sacrifice! 
His offered benefits embrace, 

And freely now be saved by grace. 


His love is mighty to cempel; 
His conquering love consent to feel; 
Yield to his love’s resistless power, 


And fight against your God no more, 
Charies Wesley, ab. 1747. 
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Come and partake the gospel feast ; 
Be saved from sin; in Jesus rest; 
All, all in Christ is freely given, 
Pardon and holiness and heaven. 


Compe} them to come in. 
Luke xiv. 23, 


Do not begin to make excuse ; 

Ah, do not you his grace refuse! 

Your worldly cares and pleasures leave, 
And take what Jesus hath to give. 


Yet must I, Lord, to thee complain, 
The world hath made thy offers vain. 
Too busy or too happy they, 

They will not, Lord, thy call obey. 


“Go then,” my Lord indignant said, 
‘Since these on all my mercies tread, 
Invite the rich and great no more, 
But preach my gospel to the poor. 


“Confer not thou with flesh and blood. 
Go quickly forth, invite the crowd, 
Search every lane and every street, 
And bring in all the souls you meet.” 


*Tis done. My all-redeeming Lord, 

I have gone forth and preached thy Word. 
The sinners to thy feast are come, 

And yet, O Saviour, there is room. 


95 SECOND PART. L. M. 


“‘Go then again,” my Lord enjoined, 
‘‘And other wandering sinners find. 
Go to the hedges and highways, 
And offer all my pardoning grace.”’ 


Ye wandering souls, on you I call. 

Oh, that my voice might reach you all! 
Ye all are freely justified ; 

Ye all may live, for Christ hath died. 


Sinners my gracious Lord receives, 
Harlots, and publicans, and thieves; 
Monsters of daring wickedness, 

The worst into this feast may press. 


Ye who believe this record true 
Shall sup with him and he with you. 
Come to the feast, be saved from sin, 
For Jesus waits to take you in. 


This is the time; no more delay; 
This is the acceptable day ; 
Come in, this moment, at his call, 


And live for him who died for all. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1747. 


L. M. 96 Psalm |xxxiv. 11. 


94-97, 


The Lord God isa sun and ashield. L. M. 
Great God, attend while Zion sings 
The joy that from thy presence springs. 
To spend one day with Thee on earth 
Exceeds a thousand days of mirth. 


Might I enjoy the meanest place 
Within thine house, O God of grace; 
Not tents of ease, nor thrones of power, 
Should tempt my feet to leave thy door. 


God is our sun, he makes our day; 
God is our shield, he guards our way 
From all th’ assaults of hell and sin;. 
From foes without and foes within. 


All needful grace will God bestow, 
And crown that grace with glory, too; 
He gives us all things; and withholds 
No real good from upright souls. 


O God our King, whose sovereign sway 
The glorious hosts of heaven obey ; 
And devils at thy presence flee ; 


Blest is the man that trusts in thee. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


97 


My God, in whom are all the springs 
Of boundless love and grace unknown, 
Hide me beneath thy spreading wings 
Till the dark cloud is over-blown. 


All my springs are in thee. 
Pealm ee 7. L. M. 


Up to the heavens I send my ery; 

The Lord will my desires perform ; 

He sends his angels from the sky, 

And saves me from the threatening storm. 


My heart is fixed: my song shall raise 
Immortal honors to thy name; 

Awake, my tongue, to sound his praise— 
My tongue, the glory of my frame. 


High o’er the earth his mercy reigns, 
And reaches to the utmost sky ; 

His truth to endless years remains, 
When lower worlds dissolve and die. 


Be thou exalted, O my God, 
Above the heavens where angels dwell, 
Thy power on earth be known abroad, 


And land to land thy wonders tell. 
: Isaac Watts, 1719. 
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98 Watney tot ee wer ene oa rr. Mm 99 Let ps reskin snd Pew (ars. Tn it 
A hymn of glory let us sing; Oh, come, loud anthems let us sing, 
ew songs eeonzions the world shall ring ;| Loud thanks to our almighty King! 
By a new way none ever trod, For we our voices high should raise, 


Christ mounteth to the throne of God. | When our salyation’s Rock we praise. 


The apostles on the mountain stand,— | Into his presence let us haste, : 
Tho mystic mount, in Holy Landy | Fo thank him for his favors past 
They, with the Virgin TaRieheT, .AO8 The praise that to i antng belon 
Jesus ascend in majesty. Pp 88. 
Oh, let us to his courts repair, 
ie ist And bow with adoration there! 

Why stand ye gazing into heaven? Down on our knees, devoutly, all 
This is the Saviour, —this is He! Before the Lord, our Maker, fall. 
Jesus hath triumphed gloriously |” t Tate and Brady, ab. 1696. 

100) seeing ayainten Teh, 

My soul, with humble fervor raise 
To God the voice of grateful praise, 
And all my ransomed powers combine, 
To bless his attributes divine. 


May our affections thither tend, Deep on my heart let memory trace 
And thither constantly ascend, His acts of mercy and of grace, 
Where, seated on the Father’s throne, | Who, with a Father's tender care, 


Thee reigning in the heavens we own! | Saved me when sinking in despair; 


The angels say to the eleven: 


They said the Lord should come again, 
As these beheld Him rising then, 

Calm soaring through the radiant sky, 
Mounting its dazzling summits high. 


Be thou our present joy, O Lord! Gave my repentant soul to prove 
Who wilt be ever our reward; The joy of his forgiving love; 

And, as the countless ages flee, Poured balm into my bleeding breast, 
May all our glory be in thee. And led my weary feet to rest. 


Venerable Bede, cir. 672-735. Zr. Mrs. E. Charles, 1865. 26 John H. Livingstene, 1789. 


Gha Tudgq Standyeth belorg the Door, 101-105, 
101 : He cometh | os judge the earth. uM.) 1 0 3 Puton the’ Ebola srmay of God. “LM. 


Lo, He, on whom all power is laid, 
Who sits at God’s right hand on high, - 
To judge the living and the dead, 

In fire and tempest draweth nigh, 


Awake, thou careless world, awake; 
Sinners, behold his countenance 

In beauty terrible, and quake 
Condemned beneath his piercing glance. 


But ye, O faithful souls, shall see 

That morning rise in love and joy; 
Your Saviour comes to set you free, 
Your Judge shall all your bonds destroy. 


His people, with a mighty hand, 

He, from earth’s conflict, then shall bring 
Into their promised fatherland, 

Where songs of victory they shall sing. 


Arise, and let us haste to meet 
The Bridegroom standing at the door, 
That we may worship at his feet 


With holy angels evermore. 
) German of John Rist, 1607-1667. 
10 3 All nations shall serve him. el. 8 
Psalm Ixxii. 11. de . 


Jesus shall reign where’er the sun 
Does his successive journeys run; 
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 


For him shall endless prayer be made, 
And endless praises crown his head ; 
His name like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 


People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on his love with sweetest song; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 


Blessings abound where’er he reigns; 
The joyful prisoner bursts his chains; 
The weary find eternal rest, 

And all the sons of want are blest. 


Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King; 
Angels descend with songs again, 


And earth repeat the loud Amen. 
Isaac Watts. ab. 1718. 


Oh, Israel, for the strife prepare: 
Why thus secure on hostile ground? 
Thy King commands thee to beware, 
For many foes thy camp surround. 


The trumpet gives a martial strain: 
Oh, Israel, gird thee for the fight! 
Arise, the combat to maintain, 
And put thine enemies to flight. 


Thou shouldst not sleep, as others do; 
Awake; be vigilant; be brave! 

The coward, and the sluggard too, 
Must wear the fetters of the slave. 


A nobler lot is cast for thee; 

A crown awaits thee in the skies: 
With such a hope, shall Israel flee, 

Or yield, through weariness, the prize? 


No; let a careless world repose, 
And slumber on through life’s short day, 
While Israel to the conflict goes, 
And bears the glorious prize away! 

x Thomas Kelly, 1806. 
104 


O restless as the troubled wave, 

O weary soul with burdens pressed, 
Turn thou to Him who waits to save; 
He gives the heavy laden rest. 


L. 


Return unto thy Rest, - my soul. M. 


Psalm exvi. 7. 


Around his golden mercy seat, 

The lights of love perpetual burn, 
To guide the weary wandering feet ; 
To bid the wayward soul return. 


Return unto thy Rest, my soul, 
The Lord deals bounteously with thee, 
On him thy woes and burdens roll 
And he shall set the captive free. 
H 
1 0 5 So Ho ang peace eee 
The grace which is in Christ revealed, 
The peace which only God imparts, 


The Spirit by which saints are sealed, 
Direct, console, and keep our hearts. 


O holy, holy, holy One, 

O Father, Son, and Comforter! 
Pour an abiding blessing down 
On every soul assembled here. 


. 1879. 


H., 1865. 
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106-108. 


Ambrose. 


106 Breyzetingeeont 
2 With feeble light and half obscure, 
Poor mortals Thy arrangements view ; 


Not knowing that the least are sure, 
And the mysterious just and true. 


8 Thy flock, thine own peculiar care, 
Though now they seem to roam uneyed, 
Are led or driven only where 

They best and safest may abide. 


4 They neither know nor trace the way 
But, trusting to thy piercing eye, 

None of their feet to ruin stray, 

Nor shall the weakest fail or die. 


5 My favored soul shall meekly learn 
To lay her reason at thy throne; 
Too weak thy secrets to discern, 


Tl trust Thee for my guide alone. 
Ambrose Serle, 1781. 
107 


The scenery ite of the Holy Ghost. T. 3G 
‘or, xiii, 14, +] 
O Thou who camest from above, 
The pure celestial fire to impart, 
Kindle a flame of sacred love 
On the mean altar of my heart. 


There let it for thy glory burn, 
With inextinguishable blaze; 

And trembling to its source return, 
In humble prayer and fervent praise. 


L. M.| Jesus, confirm my heart’s desire, 


To work, and speak, and think for thee ; 
Still let me guard the holy fire, 
And still stir up thy gift in me. 
Ready for all thy perfect will, 

My acts of faith and love repeat, 
Till death thy endless mercies seal, 
And make the sacrifice woumphetay i? 


10 8 The vabsiones of og hoped for. a: 


’Tis by the faith of joys to come 

We walk through deserts dark as night; 
Till we shall gain our heavenly home, 
Faith is our guide, and faith our light. 


The want of sight she well supplies, 
She makes the pearly gates appear; 
Far into distant worlds she pries, 
And brings eternal glories near. 


Cheerful we tread the desert through, 
While faith inspires a heavenly ray, 
Though lions roar, and tempests blow, 
And rocks and dangers fill the way. 


So Abraham by divine command, 
Left his own house to walk with God; 
His faith beheld the promised land, 


And fired his zeal along the road. 
L. Watts, 1709. 
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Behold the lilies of the field 

That bloom around the Master’s feet; 
‘Their drooping leaves new fragrance yield, 
By Hermon’s dew and grateful heat. 


Consider the lilies, how the; Ww. 
Luke xii. 27. ii 


Behold the sparrows as they fly; 

They come at his command and call; 
They seem but specks upon the sky; 
And yet he notes them when they fall. 


Our very hairs he counts with care; 
He knows our daily hopes and fears; 
When griefs assail and tempests scare, 
He notes the mourner’s secret tears. 


Oh, look upon the Lord so near! 

Repose beneath the sheltered rock; 

The cross he lightens by his cheer, 

The wind he tempers to his flock. 
Unknown. 

1 10 An a on bad <i follow. L. 

My dear Redeemer and my Lord, 

I read my duty in thy Word; 

But in thy life the law appears 

Drawn out in living characters. 


Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal, 
Such deference to thy Father’s will, 
Such love, and meekness so divine, 
I would transcribe and make them mine. 


Cold mountains and the midnight air 
Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer; 
The desert thy temptations knew, 
Thy conflict, and thy victory too. 


Be thou my pattern; may I bear 
More of thy gracious image here; 
Then God, the Judge, shall own my name 


Among the followers of the Lamb. 
I. Watts, 1709. 


1 ] 1 Thou hast Setvered my peal, from death. 7 > ay 


My soul, through my Redeemer’s care, 
Saved from the second death I feel, 
My eyes from tears of dark despair, 
My feet from falling into hell. 


Wherefore to him my feet shall run; 
My eyes on his perfections gaze ; 
My soul shall live for God alone; 


And all within me shout his praise. 
C. Wesley, 1762. 


M. 


109-114, 


L. M. 


The billows swell, the winds are high, 
Clouds overcast my wintry sky ; 

Out of the depths to Thee I call, 

My fears are great, my strength is small. 


The winds and the sea obey Him. 
Matt. viii. 27. 


O Lord, the pilot’s part perform, 

And guide and guard me through thestorm; 
Defend me from each threatening ill, 
Control the waves, say, ‘‘Peace, be still!” 


Amidst the roaring of the sea 

My soul still hangs her hopes on Thee; 
Thy constant love, Thy faithful care 
Is all that saves me from despair. 


Dangers of every shape and name 
Attend the followers of the Lamb, 
Who leave the world’s deceitful shore 
And leave it to return no more. 


Though tempest-tost and half a wreck, 
My Saviour through the floods I seek: 
Let neither winds nor stormy main 


Force back my shattered bark again! 
‘Wm. Cowper. 1779. 
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Fountain of grace, rich, full, and free, 
What need J, that is not in thee? 

Full pardon, strength to meet the day, 
And peace which none can take away. 


Doth sickness fill my heart with fear? 
Tis sweet to know that thou art near; 
Am I with dread of justice tried? 

Tis sweet to know that Christ hath died. 


In life, thy promises of aid 

Forbid my heart to be afraid ; 

In death, peace gently veils the eyes; 
Christ rose, and I shall surely rise. 


Ye are complete in Him. 
Col. i. 10. L. M. 


O, all-sufficient Saviour, be 
This all-sufficiency to me; 
Nor pain, nor sin, nor death can harm 


The weakest, shielded by thine arm. 
: James Edmeston, 1844, 
114 


O Lord, who givest all increase, 
Bid thy disciples Go in peace. 
May blessing through thy Word abound, 


And fruit an hundred fold be found. 
H., 1879. 


God that giveth the increase. 
PY Coxe lik L. M, 
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2 Come to me in the sultry noon; 

Let earth’s low cares for thee make room, 
Lest their dull shades eclipse Thy light, } 
And change my fairest day to night. 


Evening, and morning, and at noon. XM 


3 Come to me in the evening shade, 
And if my heart from Thee has strayed, 
Oh, bring it back, and from afar 
Smile on me like the evening star. 


4 Come to me in the midnight hour, 
When sleep withholds her balmy power; 
Let my lone spirit find its rest, 

Like John, upon my Saviour’s breast. 


5 Come to me through life's varied way, 
And when its pulses cease to play 
Then, Saviour, come and call for me, 
That where thou art, thy child may be! 

HV T—. 
116 Thy loving Pecos oe morning. | 
Now with creation’s morning song 
Let us, as children of the day, 
With wakened heart and purpose strong, 
The works of darkness cast away. 


- Mt 


Oh, may the morn so pure, so clear, 
Its own sweet calm in us instill! 

A guileless mind, a heart sincere, 
Simplicity of word and will. 


Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1880, 
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. M. 


Seek Ghee. 


And ever, as the day glides by, 
May we the busy senses rein; 

Keep guard upon the hand and eye, 
Nor let the conscience suffer stain. 


Grant us, O God, in love to thee, 

Clear eyes to measure things below; 

Faith, the invisible to see; 

And wisdom, Thee in all to know. 
Roman Breviary. Zr. Edward Caswell, 1848. 


117 ye ee Re 
Praise, everlasting praise, be paid 
To him that earth’s foundations laid: 
Praise to the goodness of the Lord, 
Who rules his people by his word. 


Firm are the words his prophets give, 
Sweet words, on which his children live; 
Each of them is the voice of God, 

Who spoke, and spread the skies abroad. 


O for’a strong, a lasting faith, 

To credit what the Almighty saith, 
To embrace the message of his Son, 
And call the joys of heaven our own. 


Then should the earth’s old pillars shake, 
And all the wheels of nature break ; 
Our steady souls should fear no more 


Than solid rocks when billows roar. 
I. Watts, ab, 1709. 


L. M. 


30 


Oiug Story unto the Thord, 
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'To him be glory, both now and forever. 
1 18 9 Peter iii. 18. L. M: 120 My Goal why ed thes tomeke® me? yo. 


Great King of glory, hear the prayer 
e. offer now before thy throne ; 

For worship every heart prepare, 

And on us shed thy blessing down. 


Great God, thy glorious light reveal, 
Fulfill to us each promise given; 

May we thy gracious presence feel; 

Oh make this place the gate of heaven! 


Here let the savor of thy love 

Attract each wandering heart to thee; 
And let thy mercies from above 

The mourners cheer, the captives free. 


Spirit Divine, through thee we raise 
To God our Father and our Friend, 
And Jesus, full of truth and grace, 


Glory and praise, world without end. 
H., 1865. 


119 In fees ae ok Me. it 
Or. X1. Zo. 

Oft we, alas, forget the love 

Of Him who bought us with his blood; 

Who now, as our High Priest above, 

E’er intercedes for us with God. 


2M. 


Oft we forget the woe, the pain, 
The bloody sweat, th’ accursed tree, 
The wrath his soul did once sustain, 
From sin and death to set us free. 


Oft we forget that, strangers here, 

This world is not our rest or home; 
That, waiting till our Lord appear, 

Our hearts should cry,“Come,Saviour come.” 


Oft we forget that we are one 

With every saint that loves his name; 
United to Him on the throne; 

Our life, our hope, our Lord, the same. 


O, then, what love is here displayed, 
That Jesus did this feast provide 
The very night he was betrayed, 

The very night before he died! 


Here, in the broken bread and wine, 
We hear him say, ‘‘Remember me! 
I gave my life to ransom thine, 


I bore thy curse to set thee free.” 
James George Deck, b. 1802. 


From Calvary a cry was heard, 

A bitter and heart-rending ery; 

My Saviour! every mournful word 
Bespeaks thy soul’s deep agony. 

A horror of great darkness fell 

On thee, thou spotless, holy one! 
And all the swarming hosts of hell ° 
Conspired to tempt God’s only Son. 


The scourge, the thorns, the deep disgrace, 
These thou couldst bear, nor once repine; 
But when thy Father veiled his face, 
Unutterable pangs were thine: 


Let the dumb world its silence break ; 
Let pealing anthems rend the sky; 
Awake, my sluggish soul, awake! 
He died, that we might never die. 


Lord! on thy cross I fix mine eye; 

If it should lose its strong control, 

Oh let that dying, piercing cry, 

Melt and reclaim my wandering soul. 
John W. Cunningham, 1820. 
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Thou strong and loving Son of Man, 
Redeemer from the bonds of sin, 
Tis thou the living spark dost fan, 
That sets my heart on fire within. 
In thee I find a nobler birth, 

A glory o’er the world I see, 

And Paradise returns to earth, 

And blooms again for us in thee. 


Behold, all things are become new. 
1e 9 Cor. ¥. 17 L. M. 


Thou openest heaven once more to men. 
The soul’s true home, thy kingdom, Lord, 
And I can trust and hope again, 


And feel myself akin to God. 
German of Fred. von Hardenberg-Novalis, 1752-1801, 


1 99 To whom be glory ae ont and ever. L. M 


The God of peace who from the dead 
Brought the Great Shepherd of the sheep ; 
Through His own blood on Calvary shed 
Us in perpetual covenant keep: 


Perfect our souls to do his will, 
Working in us his holy ways; 

That we his pleasure may fulfil 
Through Christ, to whom be endless ane 
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Jasper. 


With jasper, gold,and gems aflame, The Holy 


She Haty Ferusalgm Desqending. 


!Behold God’s dwellings with men. 


123 
With jasper, gold, and gems aflame, 
The Holy City shall descend ; 

And mighty voices shall proclaim, 
Behold God’s dwelling is with men! 


A jasper stone, clear as crystal. 
oa Rev. xxi. 11. 


Wide swing the everlasting gates, 
Those pearly portals bright and fair; 
At every one an angel waits, 

To welcome weary wanderers there. 


No griefs nor anguish, pains nor sighs. 
No sin, no death, no curse, no tears, 
Invade that city from the skies, 
Through all the glad eternal years. 


There pleasures wait, and joys unknown, 
For saints who earth in tears have trod; 
And crystal waters from the throne 
Make glad the City of our God! 


There countless forms immortal, fair, 
Reflect the image of their Lord, 

And songs of praise on all the air 
Exalt the King by all adored. 


O blest are they whose raiment bright 
Is washed from every stain of sin; 
They shall to life’s fair tree have right, 
And through the gates shall enter in. 


“Popyright, H. L, Hastings, 1880, 
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H., 1878. 
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Stilles Lamm und Friedefurste. 


L, M. 


Thou Lamb of God, thou Prince of Peace, 
For thee my thirsty soul doth pine; 
My longing heart implores thy grace; 
O make me in thy likeness shine! 


With fraudless, even, humble mind, 
Thy will in all things may I see; 

In love be every wish resigned, 

And hallowed my whole heart to Thee. 


When pain o’er my weak flesh prevails, 
With Lamb-like patience arm my breast ; 
When grief my wounded soul assails, 
In lowly meekness may I rest. 


Close by thy side still may I keep, 
Howe’er life’s various currents flow; 
With steadfast eye mark every step, 
And follow thee where’er thou go. 


Thou, Lord, the dreadful fight hast won, 
Alone thou hast the winepress trod: 

In me thy strengthening grace be shown; 
Oh, may I conquer through thy blood! 


So, when on Sion thou shalt stand, 
And all heaven’s host adore their King, 
Shall T be found at thy right hand, 
And free from pain thy glories sing. 


3; John Wesley, 1739, from C. F. Richter, 1676-1701. 
od 
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O, grace divine! the Saviour shed 
His life-blood on the cursed tree; 
Bowed on the cross his blessed head, 
And died to make his brethren free. 


Through suffering there, beneath his feet 
~ He trod the fierce avenger down: 
There poweritself and weakness meet— 
Emblem of each, yon thorny crown. 


Fruit of the curse, the tangled thorn 
Showed that he bore its deadly sting; 
The crown, ’mid Israel’s cruel scorn, 
Marked him as earth’s anointed King. 


O blessed hour, when all the earth 

Its rightful Heir shall yet receive; 
When every tongue shall own his worth, 
And all creation cease to grieve. 


Thou dearest Saviour, thou alone, 
Canst give thy weary people rest ; 
And, Lord, till thou art on the throne, 


This groaning earth can ne’er be blest. 
Unknown. 


1 96 Into an sis > ne apart. 
ark 1X. 2. 

High on the mount the Saviour stands: 

His altered face resplendent shines; 

And while he elevates his hands, 

Lo! glory marks its gentle lines! 


L. M. 


Two heavenly forms descend to wait 
Upon their suffering Prince below; 
.But while they worship at his feet, 
They talk of fast approaching woe. 


Amid the lustre of the scene, 

To Calvary he turns his eyes; 
And with submission all serene, 
He marks the future tempest rise. 


Then let us climb the mount of prayer. 
Where all his beaming glories shine; 
And, gazing on his brightness there, 
Our woes forget in joys divine. 


Oh, that on yonder heavenly hills 
Where now the risen Saviour stands, 
And peace like softest dew distills, 


I, too, may elevate my hands, 
* William Bengo Collyer, 1812. 
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O praise the Lord, ’tis sweet to raise 
The grateful heart to God in praise: 
When fallen raised, when lost restored, 
Oh! it is sweet to praise the Lord! 


Great is his power, divine his skill, 

His love diviner, greater still; 

The sinner’s friend, the mourner’s stay, 
He sends no suppliant sad away. 


The lions roar to him for bread, 

The ravens by his hand are fed; 

And shall his chosen flock despair? 
Shall they mistrust their Shepherd’s care? 


Ilis church is precious in his sight; 
He makes her glory his delight ; 
His treasures on her head are poured; 


O Zion’s children, praise the Lord. 
Henry Francis Lyte, 1830. 


128 The pied see; moons walk, 
uke vil. 22. 

Behold, the blind their sight receive; 

Behold, the dead awake and live: 

The dumb speak wonders; and the lame 

Leap like the hart, and bless His name. 


Thus doth the eternal Spirit own 

And seal the mission of the Son; 

The Father vindicates his cause 

While He hangs bleeding on the cross. 


He dies! the heavens in mourning stood ; 
He rises, and appears our God! 

Behold the Lord ascending high, 

No more to bleed, no more to die. 


Hence then forever from my heart 
I bid my doubts and fears depart ; 
And to those hands my soul resign, 


Which bear credentials so divine. 
I. Watts, 1709. 


L. M. 


And when they had sung an hymn. 
Matt xxvi- 30. L. M, 
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Come, Christians, brethren, ere we part, 
Join every voice and every heart: 

One solemn hymn to God we raise, 
One final song of grateful praise. 


Christians! we here may meet no more, 
But there is yet a happier shore; 4 
And there, released from toil and pain, 


Soon, brethren, we may meet again. 
Henry Kirke White, 1806. 
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ay Misericordia. 


Ghe Holy Spirit to Ghent that Ak. 
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Have mercy on me, O my God, 
According to thy tender love: 

Oh, wash me in my Saviour’s blood, 
Let me thy pardoning mercy prove. 


Have mercy upon me, O God. 
ealtn li. 1. L.M 


Against my God my faults I own; 
My sins before me ever rise; 

Let not the crimes that I have done 
Shut up thine ears against my cries. 


Lord, make me pure and true within, 
Thy hidden wisdom may I know; 

So shall I, purged from guilt and sin, 
Be whiter than the driven snow. 


Restore to me salvation’s joys, 

By thy free spirit me uphold; 
Transgressors then I'll teach thy ways, 
And gather sinners to thy fold. 


131 
Eternal Spirit, heavenly Dove, 

On these baptismal waters move, 

That we, through energy divitie, 

May have the substance with the sign, 


Hi, 1880, 
shear Fe like a dove, T. 0 
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All ye that love Immanuel’s name, 

And long to feel the increasing flame, 

Tis you, ye children of the light, 

The Spirit and the Bride invite. 
Benjamin Beddome, 1717—1795. 

Copyright H, L. Hastings, 1880, 
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” ‘He shall testify of me. 
rey & L, 


Come, Holy Spirit, calm my mind, 
And fit me to approach my God; 
Remove each vain, each worldly thought, 
And lead me to thy blest abode. 


Hast thou imparted to my soul 

A living spark of holy fire? 

Oh, kindle now the sacred flame, 
And make me burn with pure desire. 


A brighter faith and hope impart, 
And let me now my Saviour see; 
Oh, soothe and cheermy burdened heart, 
And bid my spirit rest in thee, 

John Stewart, 1808, 
183 


Come, thou eternal Spirit, come 
From heaven, thy glorious dwelling-place; 
Oh, make my sinful heart thy home, 


His spirit that dwelleth in you. : 
PiRom. vi. We L. M. 


.| And consecrate it by thy grace. 


There fix, O Lord, thy blest abode, 
And drive thy foes forever thence; 
There shed a Saviour’s love abroad, 
And light and life and joy dispense. 


My wants supply; my fears suppress; 

Direct my way, and hold me up; 

Teach me in times of deep distress, 

To pray in faith and wait in hope. 
Benjamin Beddome, 1717—1795. 
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Lord Jesus, when we stand afar 
And gaze upon thy holy cross, 

In love of thee and scorn of self, 
Oh, may we count the world as loss. 


When we behold thy bleeding wounds, 
And the rough way that thou hast trod, 
Make us to hate the load of sin 

That lay so heavy on our God. 


O holy Lord! uplifted high 

With outstretched arms, in mortal woe, 
Embracing in thy wondrous love 

The sinful world that lies below! 


Give us an ever-living faith 
To gaze beyond the things we see; 
And in the mystery of thy death 


Draw us and all men after thee! 
Wm, Walsham How, 1823, 


Looking on afar off. 
Mark xv. 40, L. M. 


While it is called to-day, 
Hes L. M. 
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Oh, why wilt thou so long delay, 
And spurn the mercy of the Lord? 
Sinner, while it is called to-day, 
Obey the reconciling word. 


Alas! thy day of grief draws nigh, 
When, haply, on a dying bed, 

Thou may’st for peace and pardon cry, 
When the last ray of hope is fled. 


When through the clouds of wrath and gloom 
Shall shine the awful judgment throne, 
Ob, wilt thou burst the silent tomb 

To be eternally undone? 


‘Oh, weary wanderer, far from bliss, 
Wretched and burdened and forlorn; 
Return, and Christ shall give you peace, 


His light shall be your endless morn. 
H,, 1366, 


Buried with him by baptism, 
aa Rom, bed 4, 4 L. M. 
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Come, saints, adore your Saviour, God, 
Who led your willing footsteps here; 
Walk in the blessed paths he trod, 

Nor duty dread, nor danger fear. 


Come, sacred Dove, in peace descend, 
As once thou didst on Jordan’s wave; 
Now with this scene thine influence blend, 


And hover o’er this solemn grave. 
8. P, Hill, cir, 1840, 
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Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With light and comfort from above; 
Be thou our guardian, thou our guide; 
O’er every thought and step reside. 


To us the light of truth display, 

And make us know and choose the way; 
Plant holy fear in every heart, 

That we from God may ne’er depart. 


Led by the Spirit of God. 
ma. Tid 14. L. M. 


Lead us to holiness—the road 
Which we must take to dwell with God; 
Lead us to Christ—the living way; 


Nor let us from his pastures stray. 
Simon Browne, 1720. 


L. M. 


Who his own self bare our sins, 
1 Peter ii. 24. 
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Saviour, the sorrows thou hast known 
And borne for one so vile as me, 
Would melt to tenderness a stone, 
And bind my heart by love to thee. 


But oh, the crimes that I have done 
Have sharpened all thine agony; 

My sins thy bleeding hands have torn; 
How can I from this guilt be free? 


Thy voice can all my fears control; 
Thy glance can make my sadness flee: 
Oh, chase the midnight from my soul, 
Thou crucified of Calvary ! 


O. weeper in the garden’s gloom ! 
O sufferer on the shameful tree ! 
Great conqueror of the vanquished tomb, 


Thou Lamb of God, remember me ! 
H., 1865. 


He leadeth mo beside the still waters. 
Psalm xxiii. 2. 


1389 


Now may the Lord our Shepherd lead 
To living streams his little flock; 
May he in flowery pastures feed, 
Shade us at noon beneath the rock! 


Now we may hear our Shepherd’s voice, 
And gladly answer to his call; 

Now may our hearts for him rejoice, 
Who knows, and names, and loves us all. 


When the Chief Shepherd shall appear, 
And small and great before him stand, 
Oh, be the flock assembling here 


Found with the sheep on his right hand! 
James Montgomery, 1771—1854. 


L. M. 
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Who did’st my cross and burden bear, Ac-cept my song and hear my prayer 
a ‘nme. 


page 26. 


1 40 In all points tempted. yet é,| 
@D. 1V. Lo. 

2 Grant, Lord, in hours of pain, to me 

Thy deep and tender sympathy ; 

Beside my bed in mercy stand, 


And on me lay thy healing hand. 


3 In sorrow and in grief draw nigh, 
Thou who for me didst weep and die, 
Oh, heal my inward wound and smart, 
And gently bind my broken heart. 


4 Though men forsake, betray, despise, 
Still turn on me Thy pitying eyes,— 
Thou who didst stoop from heavenly bliss, 
To bear a traitor’s venomed kiss. 


5 In life’s last hour, oh, be Thou nigh, 
Thou who for me didst deign to die, 
And when thou sittest on thy throne, 
O Lord, receive me for thine own. 


H., 1879. 
141 


I will approach Thee—I will force 

My way through obstacles to Thee; 

To Thee for strength will have recourse, 
To thee for consolation flee. 


Therefore come boldly. 
Wee tie L. M. 


Oh, cast me, cast me not away, 
From Thy dear presence, gracious Lord. 
My burden at Thy feet I lay; 
My soul reposes on Thy word. 

Charlotte Elliott, 1834, 
Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1880. 
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142 
We pray for those who do not pray! 
Who waste, O Lord, salvation’s day: 
For those we love who love not thee ;— 
Our grief, their danger, pitying see. 


page 2. 


iL. M. 


First of all, supplications. 
1 Tim. 1. 1. 


Those for whom many tears are shed, 
And blessings breathed upon their head ; 
The children of thy people save, 

From godless life and hopeless grave. 


Hear fathers, mothers, as they pray 
For sons, for daughters, far away — 
Brother for brother, friend for friend— 
Hear all our prayers that upward blend. 


We pray for those who long have heard, 
But still neglect thy gracious word ; 
Soften the hearts obdurate made 

By calls unheeded, vows delayed. 


Release the drunkard from his chain, 
Save those beguiled by pleasure vain, 
Set free the slaves of lust, and bring 
Back to their home the wandering. 


The hopeless cheer; guide those who doubt ; 
Restore the lost; cast no one out; 
For all that are far off we pray, 


Since we were once far off as they, 
Christopher Newman Hall, b. 19),¢ 
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Lord Jesus, in thy name alone 

Assembling, we thy promise plead ; 

Thy presence with us now make known; 
Our prayer and praise thy Spirit lead. 


Emmanuel, God with us, thou art, 
This is thy dear, thy chosen name; 
Its savor fills the loving heart, 
To-day, forevermore the same. 


Thou art the light, our feet to guide, 
Our sun, to cheer the desert way ; 

The rock, beneath whose shade we hide, 
Whose waters flow and never stay. 


Blest in thy fellowship divine, 
The heart has found a perfect rest; 
In joy or tears, we still recline 
For safety on thy sheltering breast. 


Here let our hearts forever dwell, 
Live on thy fullness, Lord, and be 
Thy living witnesses, to tell 


The glories that are found in thee. 
Unknown, 


For your sakes He became poor. 
144 * YOU" ¢ Cor. viii 9. z L. M. 


We know the grace of Him who died, 
Once rich, but for our sakes made poor; 
He heavenly glory laid aside, 

To make us rich forevermore. 


Who glory had ere earth was made, 
Stooped low a ruined race to save; 
Was in a wayside manger laid ;— 
Was buried in a stranger’s grave. 


The manger bed, the stranger’s tomb, 
Begin and end His earthly stay ;— 

He came to bring the wanderers home, 
And wipe the mourner’s tears away. 


Lord, in the way that thou hast trod, 
May we, thy followers, humbly go;— 
That like the suffering Son of God, 
We to the lost thy love may show. 


So when he sitteth on the throne, 
And all creation sings His name, 
May we, remembered then, be known, 


Among the followers of the Lamb. 
H. , 1880. 
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Tf any man thirst. 
John vii. 37. 


I thirst, but not as once I did, 

The vain delights of earth to share; 
Thy wounds, Emmanuel, all forbid 
That I should seek my pleasures there. 


L. M. 


It was the sight of thy dear cross 

First weaned my soul from earthly things; 
And taught me to esteem as dross 

The mirth of fools and pomp of kings. 


T want that grace that springs from thee, 
That quickens all things where it flows, 
And makes a wretched thorn like me, 
Bloom as the myrtle, or the rose. 


Dear fountain of delight unknown 
No longer sink below the brim: 
But overflow, and pour me down 
A living, and life-giving stream! 
Wim. Cowper, ab., 1779. 


zB therefore the Lord of the harvest. 
146 ray ye there: one the. Lore e este 7. ae 


Saviour divine, Thy heart of love 
Which led Thee from thy home on high, 
Still for the sons of men doth move, 
And yearning cries, Why will ye die? 


Do thou our hearts with love control, 
Till filled with deep, divine desire, 
We seek to save each dying soul, 

And pluck them quickly from the fire. 


Filled with the spirit of our Head, 
May we with Him co-workers be; 
And may His tears o’er sinners shed, 
Be ours as we their ruin see. 


Lord, send forth laborers day by day, 
Strong in the power of love divine; 
And may they toil, and weep and pray, 


Till like the stars at last they shine. 
H.. 1879. 


147 


Give thanks to God, He reigns above; 
Kind are His thoughts, His name is love; 
His mercy ages past have known, 

And ages long to come shall own. 


Let the redeemed of the Lord 
The wonders of His grace record ; 
How great His works! how kind His ways! 


Let every tongue pronounce His praise. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 


Give thanks unto the Lord. r 
Psalm cvii. 1. L. M. 
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Pathos. 


Come,saints,anddrop a tear or two, For him who 


‘He dies! the Friend of sin-ners dies! I 
bene bier veils the skies! A sudden trembling shakesthe ground ! 


He shed a thou-sanddrops for you, A thousand drops of rich-er blood! 
z 


Bo that Triveth aud was Yewd. 
L. M 


Lo, Salem’s daughters weep meter 


oaned beneath your load ; 


Federal Street. page 16. 


Jesus died and rose again. 


148 1 Thess. iv. 14. 


He dies! the Friend of sinners dies! 
Lo, Salem’s daughters weep around ; 

A solemn darkness veils the skies! 
’ A sudden trembling shakes the ground! 
Come, saints, and drop a tear or two, 
For him who groaned beneath your load ; 
He shed a thousand drops for you, 
A thousand drops of richer blood! 


Here’s love and grief beyond degree, 
The Lord of glory dies for men! 

But lo! what sudden joys we see! 
Jesus the dead revives again! 

The rising Lord forsakes the tomb! 
Up to his Father’s courts he flies ; 
Cherubic legions guard him home; 
And shout him welcome to the skies! 


Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell 
How high our great Deliverer reigns; 
Sing how he spoiled the hosts of hell, 
And led the monster, Death, in chains. 
Say, ‘‘Live forever, wondrous king, 
Born to redeem, and strong to save!” 
Then ask the monster, ‘‘ Where’s thy sting? 


And Where's thy victory, boasting graye?” 
Isaac Watts, 1706. v. 1 alt. by J. Wesley, 1739. 


Dopyright, H. L, Hastings, 1880, 
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Let us therefore come boldly. 

Heb. iv, 16. 
What various hind’rances we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat! 
Yet who that knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there? 
Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw, 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 
Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessing from above, 


Restraining prayer, we cease to fight; 
Prayer makes the Christian’s armor bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 

The weakest saint upon his knees. 
While Moses stood with arms spread wide, 
Success was found on Israel’s side; 

But when through weariness they failed, 
That moment Amalek prevailed. 


Have you no words? Ah! think again, 
Words flow apace when you complain, 
And fill your fellow-creature’s ear 

With the sad tale of all your care. 
Were half the breath thus vainly spent 
To heav’n in supplications sent, 

Your cheerful song would oftener be, 


‘* Hear what the Lord has done for me.” 
William Cowper, 1779. 


Gherg sm J in the widest of Shem, 


1 50. bare be gaa pamy name. Tae 


With thankful hearts we meet, O Lord, 
To sing thy praise and hear thy word, 
To seek thy face in earnest prayer, 

To cast on thee each earthly-care. 


Dear Shepherd of thy chosen flock, 
Thy people’s shield, their shadowing rock, 
Once more we meet to hear thy voice, 
Once more before Thee to rejoice. 


Oh, may thy servants, by thy word, 
Refresh each wearied heart, dear Lord, 
Wearied of earth’s vain strife and woe, 
Wearied of sin and all below. © 


Thy presence, Saviour, now we seek, 
Confirm the strong, sustain the weak, 
Way-worn and tried, we hither come, 


' Give us a foretaste of our home. 
Unknown. 


Even so, come, Lord Jesus. 
Rey. xxii. 20. L. M. 


151 
When shall thy lovely face be seen? 
When shall our eyes behold our God? 
What lengths of distance lie between, 
And hills of guilt! a heavy load! 


Our months are ages of delay, 

And slowly every minute wears; 

Fly, winged time, and roll away 

These tedious rounds of sluggish years. 


Ye heavenly gates, loose all your chains, 
Let the eternal pillars bow ; 

Blest Saviour, cleave the starry plains, 
And make the crystal mountains flow. 


Hark, how thy saints unite their cries, 
And pray and wait the general doom; 
Come thou, the soul of all our joys, 
Thou, the Desire of nations, come. 


Our spirits shake their eager wings, 
And burn to meet thy flying throne ; 
We rise away from mortal things 

To attend thy shining chariot down. 


Our heart-strings groan with deep complaint, 
Our flesh lies panting, Lord, for thee; 
And every limb, and every joint, 


Stretches for immortality. 
Tsaae Watts, ab. 1709. 


150-158 


Iwill i 
1 §2 will come nto him and way with him. EM. 


Far from my thoughts, vain world, be gone » 
Let my religious hours alone; 

Fain would my eyes my Savioar see; 

I wait a visit, Lord, from thee. 


My heart grows warm with holy fire, 
And kindles with a pure desire; 
Come, gracious Saviour, from above, 
And feed my soul with heavenly love. 


Blest Jesus, what delicious fare! 
How sweet thy entertainments are! 
Never did angels taste above 
Redeeming grace and dying love. 


Hail, great Immanuel, all divine, 

In thee thy Father’s glories shine, 
Thou brightest, sweetest, fairest one 
That eyes have seen or angels known. 


When I can say my God is mine 
When I can feel thy glories shine, 

I tread the world beneath my feet 
And all the world calls good or great. 


While such a scene of sacred joys, = 
Our raptured eyes and soul employs 
Here we could sit and gaze away 


A long, an everlasting day. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 


163, seeped erie! Oo, a 
Prayer is appointed to convey 

The blessings God designs to give; 
Long as they live should Christians pray ; 
They learn to pray when first they live. 


If pain afflict, or wrongs oppress; 
If cares distract, or fears dismay ; 
If guilt deject; if sin distress; 

In every case, still watch and pray. 


Tis prayer supports the soul that’s weak : 
Though thought be broken, language lame, 
Pray, if thou canst or canst not speak ; 
But pray with faith in Jesus’ name. 


Depend on him; thou canst not fail ; 
Make all thy wants and wishes known; 
Fear not; his merits must prevail; 


Ask but in faith, it shall be done. 
Joseph Hart, 1762. 
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154 
2 Wedrea 


We trust i 
Thro’ him 


Burial Hymn, L. M. HL, 1876. 


Ghy Dewd men shall Ting. 


Unto dust shalt thou retarn. = The time is short. 
Gen. iii. 19. L. m| 156 1 Cor. vii. 29. L. M. 


d thee not, pale Terror’s king! | The time is short ere all that live 
Our Leader plucked thy venomed sting ;} Shall hence be called their God to meet, 


n His immortal powers; And each a strict account must give, 
both life and death are ours! | At Jesus’ awful judgment seat. 


3 Soon, soon the trumpet of our King | The time is short: sinner, beware! 
Shall call his saints to wake and sing; | Nor squander these brief hours away; 
Then may we, through His power divine, | Oh, flee to Christ by faith and prayer, 


In resurrection splendor shine! Ere yet shall close this fleeting day. 
4 In certain hope, in holy trust, The time is short; ye saints, rejoice 
We lay the weary pilgrim down; Your Saviour-Judge will quickly come; 
The resurrection of the-just Soon shall you hear the Bridegroom’s voice 


Shall bring life’s fair immortal crown! | Invite you to His heavenly home. 
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Though love may weep with breaking heart, 


H. 1876. ° - . 
"” |The time is short, ere time shall cease, 


Mag auch die Liebe weinen. Re Eternity be ushered in, 
Fei. t,1) * “*!| And death shall die, and joy and peace 
O’er the new earth benignant reign. 


There comes, O Christ, a day of thine! Joseph Hoskins, ab., 1789. 

There is a Morning Star must shine, 

And all these shadows shall depart. 157 Ttis sown in weakness, L.M 
Or, XV. 43. *, =< 


Though faith may droop and tremble here! Tn sadness yet in faith we go, 


That day 


of light shall surely come; Our precious seed in dust to sow; 


The shadowy path leads safely home; |'To wait the glorious harvest da 
When twilight breaks, the dawn is near. When death's cold shades shall Ang away. 


Though h 
And deat!) 
There yet 


ope seem now to hope in vain, | Thro’ all earth’s gloom, hope sheds its smile, 
h seem king of all below, And whispers, ‘‘ Yet a little while; ”— 
shall come the morning glow, | Soon shall the just in glory rise, 


Fred. Adolphus Krummacher, 1805. Zi, C. Winkworth, 1858. 


And wake our slumberers once again. | And tears be wiped from all our eyes. 
+» 1880 


Oopyrigh wie € 


L, Hastings, 1876, 


rr 


Ohq Hterual God is thy Refige. 
u. M.| 161 


I will fear no evil. 


158 Psalm xxiii. 4. 
Shrinking from the cold hand of death, 
T soon may gather up my feet; 

May soon resign my fleeting breath, 
And die, my father’s God to meet. 


‘Numbered among thy people, I 
- Expect with joy thy face to see: 
Because thou didst for sinners die, 
Jesus, in death remember me! 


Walk with me through the dreadful shade, 
_ And, certified that thou art mine, 

My spirit, calm and undismayed, 

I shall into thy hands resign. 


No anxious doubt, no guilty gloom, 
Shall damp whom Jesus’ presence cheers : 
My Light, my Life, my God is come, 


And gl in his face appears. 
pea ene e fool Wesley, 1762, 172. 


1 59 Touched with oA eri, our infirmities. iM. 


The Lord who once on Calvary bled, 
And rose triumphant from the dead, 
Pursues in heaven his plan of grace, 
The Friend of man’s apostate race. 


. There as our Advocate he reigns, 
Touched with the feeling of our pains; 
And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, and groans, and agonies. 


In every pang that rends the heart 
This Man of Sorrows bears a part; 

In all our grief, our grief he shares, 
And rescues us from Satan’s snares. 


O, let us, then, before his throne, 
With boldness make our sorrows known! 
And seek, from fears distrustful freed, 


His grace to help in time of need. 
Unknown. 


I will both lay me down in peace and sleep. 
160 Y "Pealm iv. 8. L. M. 


Gently, my Saviour, let me down, 
To slumber in the arms of death; 
I rest my soul on thee alone, 

E’en till my last, expiring breath. 


Soon will the storm of life be o’er, 
And I shall enter endless rest ; 
There [ shall live to sin no more, 


And bless thy name, forever blest. 
Rowland fill, ab. 1832. 
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Sk on L. M. 
Thou only Sovereign of my heart, 

My refuge, my almighty friend, 

And can my soul from thee depart, 

On whom alone my hopes depend? 


Whither, ah, whither shall I go, 

A wretched wanderer from my Lord ? 
Could this dark world of sin and woe, 
One glimpse of happiness afford ? 


Eternal life thy words impart; 

On these my fainting spirit lives: 
Here sweeter comforts cheer my heart, 
Than all the round of nature gives. 


Let earth’s alluring joys combine, 
While thou art near, in vain they call; 
One smile, one blissful smile of thine, 
My gracious Lord, outweighs them all. 


Low at thy feet my soul would lie, 
Here safety dwells, and peace divine; 
Still let me live beneath thine eye, 


For life, eternal life is thine. 
Anne Steele, ab. 1760. 


1 6 9 Where Bre Popes ss pensio$: L. M 
att. xX a . ‘i: e 

Where two or three with faithful heart 

Unite to plead the promise given, 

As truly in the midst thou art, 

As with the countless hosts of heaven. 


Can we believe this precious word, 
And not assemble in thy name ? 
Sure if we meet to meet our Lord, 


And catch thy whisper, ‘‘Here I am’? 
Charies Wesley, 1762. 


1 6 3 Grace pean yon bs 
Now as thy people hence depart 
May grace and peace fill every heart; 
And may thy word abide within 

To keep us free frem every sin. 


L. M. 


Help us amid the world’s rude strife 
To walk in peace the path of life, 
Serving the Lord while pilgrims here, 
With reverence and with godly fear. 


Be thou our Sun, our Shield, our guard, 
Our portion and our great reward. 
Till Christ, our everlasting king, 


Our glory and our crown shall bring. 
H. 1879. 
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pFestiva lL 


164 


And x there is room. 
uke xiv. 


L. M.| 166 


In power and in the Holy Ghost. - 
pet hohe Po i. 


2 Yet there isroom! the home of peace| O Saviour, is thy promise fled? 


Throws open wide each crystal door; 
And voices full of love and bliss 
Bid us come in! and rove no more. 


3 Yet there is room! the eternal song 
Waits till our voices join the strain; 
Room, room amid the choral throng, 
Who praise the Lamb for sinners slain! 


4 Yet there is room! the arms of love 
Stretch wide to welcome sinners home. 
Oh, haste, no more in sorrow rove, 
‘‘The Spirit and the Bride say, Come!” 


H., 1875. 
165 


Jesus, where’er thy people meet, 

There they behold thy mercy-seat ; 
Where’er they seek thee, thou art found, 
And every place is hallowed ground. 


I will that men pray everywhere. 
itm, is. L. M. 


For thou, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the humble mind; 

Such ever bring thee where they come, 
And going, take thee to their home. 


Great Shepherd of thy chosen few! 

Thy former mercies here renew; 

Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 

The sweetness of thy saving name. 
Thomas Kelley, 1809 


Copyright, H, L, Hastings, 1876. 


Nor longer might thy grace endure, 
To heal the sick and raise the dead, 
And preach thy gospel to the poor? 


Come, Jesus, come! return again; 
With brighter beam thy servants bless, 
Who long to feel thy perfect reign, 
And share thy kingdom’s happiness. 


A feeble race, by passion driven, 

In darkness and in doubt we roam; 
And lift our anxious eyes to heaven, 
Our hope, our harbor, and our home. 


Yet, mid the wild and wintry gale, 

When death rides darkly o’er the sea, 
And strength and earthly daring fail, 
Our prayers, Redeemer, rest on thee! 


Come, Jesus, come! and as, of yore, 
The prophet went to clear thy way, 
A harbinger thy feet before, 

A dawning to thy brighter day, — 


So now may grace with heavenly shower, 
Our stony hearts for truth prepare ; 
Sow in our souls the seed of power, 


Then come and reap thy harvest there. 
Reginald Heber, 1783—1826. 


ee 


Oke Thord shall Reign Horever. 


Lt. M.| 169 
When God descends with men to dwell, 


And He will dwell with them. 
Rev. xxi. 8. 


167 


And all creation wakes anew, 


What tongue can half the wonders tell? 


What eye the dazzling glory view? 


Zion, the desolate, again 
Shall see her lands with roses bloom; 


And Carmel’s mount, and Sharon’s plain, 


Shall yield their spices and perfume. 


Celestial streams shall gently flow; 
The wilderness shall joyful be, 

Lilies on parched ground shall grow; 
And gladness spring on every tree. 


The lame shall walk, the blind behold, 
The deaf shall hear, the dumb shall sing, 


The weak be strong, the fearful bold, 


And joy through all the earth shall ring, 


Monarchs and slaves shall meet in love; 
Old pride shall die, and meekness reign, 
When God descends from worlds above, 


To dwell with men on earth again. 
H. Ballou, 1771—1852. 


1 68 Matt. xviii. 20. 


O Lord, who art with two or three, 
Met in thy name to worship thee; 


Grant thou that we may know Thee near, 


And thy sweet Spirit’s whisper hear. 


Thou art, O God, a God afar,— 
The guide of every rolling star; 
But still thou art a God at hand. 
Our inmost thoughts to understand. 


Touched with the feeling of our woe, 
Thou dost our need and nature know ; 
Oh, may we now, to seek Thy face, 
Come boldly to a throne of grace. 


Thou art our helper, ever near, 

Thou knowest all we feel or fear; 
Bless us in whom thy grace hath wrought, 
Above our prayer, above our thought. 


We know not how to ask aright, 
Unless thy Spirit gives us light, 
Oh, in its deep, unspoken cries, 


Make all our wants and needs to rise. 
H., 1880. 


There am Lin the midst. L. M 


167-170 


O Deus! ego amo Te. 
1 Jont iv. 19. L. M. 


O God, my Saviour, I love Thee, 


Rut not because thou savest me; 


Nor that thou dost my love require, 
On pain of everlasting fire. 


Thou, thou, my Jesus, in thy grace 
Upon the cross didst me embrace, 
For me, a sinner, thou didst bear, . 
The nails, the anguish, and the spear. 


Innumerable griefs were shed 
Upon thy bleeding thorn-crowned head,— 


In sweat and anguish thou didst die 


For me, and sinners such as I, 


Why therefore should I not love Thee 
O Jesus, who hast first loved me? 
Not for the hope of heavenly gain, 
Not for the fear of endless pain :— 


Not for rewards laid up above, 
But to return thy matchless love, 
To Thee loye’s tribute will I bring, 


Solely because Thou art my King. 
Francis Xavier? 1505—1552 Jr. H., 1879. 


170 conten seas aes. Ee 
Sweet meditation on the Lord 

Brings purest joy and boundless bliss; 
This world no comfort can afford 
Compared with Jesus’ love and peace. 


No sweeter name my tongue shall sing, 
No other sound so sweet shall be, 

My heart shall know no dearer thing 
Than Christ who bled and died for me. 


O Christ, my peace, my joy, my bliss, 
The wellspring ofmy life, my sun; 
Earth hath no blessedness like this, 
That I my Saviour’s love have known. 


O Christ, within my deepest soul 
Thy sacred flame of love I hide, 
There streams of endless comfort roll, 
There thousand thousand joys abide. 


On Thee my heart delights to rest, 
Thy faithfulness to me is known, 
I glory in Thee, and am blessed, 


For Thou, O Christ, art Lord alone. 
Old German Hymn, 71. H. 1879. 
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171-172. 


Exhortation. 


He wis Bruised foy our Tuiyuities. 


Eliakim Doolittle, 1806. Arr. H., 1880. 
b iiiwy ped 


a - tor God. Behold themonthscome hastening on, When youshall say my 


es 


171 oman bet ee BT rt. M,| Nailed naked to the accursed wood, 


2 When nature’s pulses feebly play, 
And life’s faint current ebbs away; 
Say, will you sorrow at the last, 
O’er life misspent, o’er harvest past? 


3 Thou great Creator, let thy truth 
Inspire our hearts in hours of youth, 
That thus the young may choose thy way 


And dwell with Thee in endless day. 
v.1, Isaac Watts, 1709. v. 2, 8, H., 1850. 


172 aes TS TT ie L, 
See how the patient Jesus stands, 
Insulted in his lowest case! 

Sinners have bound the almighty hands, 
And spit in their Creator’s face. 


M. 


With thorns his temples gored and gashed 
Send streams of blood from every part: 
His back’s with knotted scourges lashed, 
But sharper scourges tear his heart. 


Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1830. 4 
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Exposed to earth and heaven above, 
A spectacle of wounds and blood, 

A prodigy of injured love! 

Hark! how his doleful cries affright 
Affected angels, while they view; 
His friends forsook him in the night, 
And now His God forsakes him, too! 


Behold that pale, that languid face, 
That drooping head, those languid.eyes! 
Behold in sorrow and disgrace 

Our conquering Hero hangs, and dies! 


Ye that assume His sacred name, 

Now tell me, what can all this mean? 
What was it bruised God’s harmless Lamb, 
What was,it pierced his soul but sin? 


Blush, Christian, blush; let shame abound 
If sin affects thee not with woe, 
Whatever life is in thee found, 

The life of Christ thou dost not know. 
Joseph Hart, 1759, 
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Sinners, ‘obey the gospel word, 


ly 


Shis Mortal Shalt gut on Xmmortality, 


‘i 


‘ Come, for all things are now ready. 
' Luke a 17. 7 


Haste to the Supper of my Lord; 
Be wise to know your gracious day; 


_ All things are ready, come away! 


Ready the Father is to own 


And kiss his late-returning son. 
Ready your loving Saviour stands, 
And spreads for you his bleeding hands. 


- Ready the Spirit of his Love, 


The stony heart to melt and move; 
To’ apply and witness with the blood, 
And wash and seal the sons of God. 


Ready for you the angels wait, 

To triumph in your blest estate: 
Tuning their harps, they long to praise 
The wonders of redeeming grace. 


The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Are ready, with their shming host: 
All heaven is ready to resound, 

‘The dead’s alive! the lost is found!” 


LoM. 


174 


Come, O ye sinners, to your Lord, 
In Christ to paradise restored: 
His proffered benefits embrace, 
The plenitude of gospel grace: 


SECOND PART. 


A pardon written with his blood; 
The favor and the peace of God; 

The seeing eye, the feeling sense, 
The mystic joys of penitence: 


The godly grief, the pleasing smart, 
The meltings of a broken heart; 

The tears that tell your sins forgiven, 
The sighs that waft your souls to heaven: 


The guiltless shame, the sweet distress; 
Th’ unutterable tenderness ; 

The genuine, meek humility; 

The wonder, ‘‘Why such love to me?” 


Th’ o’erwhelming power of saving grace, 
The sight that veils the seraph’s face ; 
The speechless awe that dares not move, 


And all the silent heaven of love. 
Charles Wesley, 1749. 


u. w.{ 175 


173-176 


Tomenee Seats 5 3 
Prisoners of hope, lift up your heads! 
The day of liberty draws near; 
Jesus, who on the Serpent treads, 
Shall soon in your behalf appear: 
The Lord will to his temple come; 
Prepare your hearts to make him room, 


Ye all shall find, whom in his word 
Himself hath caused to put your trust, 
The Father of our dying Lord 
Is ever to his promise just; 
Faithful, if we our sins confess, 
To cleanse from all unrighteousness. 


O ye of fearful hearts, be strong! 
Your downcast cyes and hands lift up! 
Ye shall not be forgotten long; 
Hope to the end, in Jesus hope! 
Tell Him ye wait his grace to prove, 
And cannot fail, since God is love! 
Charles Wesley, 1741. 


L. 


The trumpet shall sound. 
4 Cor. xy. 52. M. 


176 
We sing His love who once was slain, 
Who soon o’er death revived again, 
That all His saints through Him might have 
Eternal conquests o’er the grave. 


Soon shall the trumpet sound, and we 
Shall rise to immortality. 


The saints who now in Jesus sleep, 
His own almighty power shall keep, 
Till dawns the bright illustrious day, 
When death itself shall die away. 


How loud shall our glad voices sing, 
When Christ his risen saints shall bring 
From beds of dust, and silent clay, 

To realms of everlasting day! 


When Jesus we in glory meet, 

Our utmost joys shall be complete: 
When landed on that heavenly shore, 
Death and the curse will be no more! 


Hasten, dear Lord, the glorious day, 
And this delightful scene display: . 
When all thy saints from death shall rise, 


Raptured in bliss beyond the skies, 
Rowland Hill, 1796. 


177-178 


Pilgrim’s Hymn. 


earth a-bide, 


177 Sree et + cima 
2 I seek not fame, I shun renown; 
I know I never can be great; 
But I shall wear a conqueror’s crown 
If only faithfully I wait. 
The marshalled hosts of God shall see 
Him make a priest and king of me. 


3 What though my robes wax poor and old, 
And hunger often sups with me? 

T soon shall walk the streets of gold, 
Reflecting back divinity ; 

And, clad in robes washed white in blood, 

Feast with the mighty sons of God. 


4 The world despises me, I know, 

And I am left to walk alone, 
But when to be with Him I go, 

Then he shall share with me his throne: 
And God shall take away my shame, 
And seal me with a glorious name. 


5 What though I be compelled to live 
A life of want and poverty? 

I yet have more than earth can give 
The witness that Christ died for me ;— 

That in our Pather’s land of light 

He will my sufferings all requite. 

Copyright, H, L. Hastings, 1880. 
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Ghey Desire a Betteg Conntyy. 


M. 6 lines. H., 1879. 
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All pomp, all show, 


Swe o- epeaeS —— 


L. M. 6 1.| 6 Now knowing this, I am content ;— 


When I shall rise to be with him, 
On tower and wall and battlement, 
Shall stand the flaming seraphim; 
And they my triumph-song shall sing, 
With shouting and with trumpeting. 
Joseph Parker Camp, 1879. 
178 RAR ees Sore steps. yo ow. 61. 


Come, O my soul, the call obey, 
Take up the burden of thy Lord; 
His practice is the living way, 
Thy guide his pure unerring word: 
The lovely, perfect pattern read, 
And haste in all his steps to tread. 


What did my Lord from sinners bear? 

His patience is the rule for me: 
Walking in him I cannot err, 

And lo! the Man of Griefs I see, 
Whose life one scene of suffering was, 
Quite from the manger to the cross. 
Here then my calling I discern: 

Tis written in affliction’s book; 

My first and latest lesson learn, 

For nothing here but sufferings look ; 

I bow me to the will Divine;— 


To suffer with my Lord be mine! 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 


46 


Surely J Come Quigkty. 170-183 


F Even so, Lord Ji 5 i 
179 “Reve xxi. 3 . |CUL. M. OL 81 al Es er ne OI: 


Lord, we believe, and wait the hour 
Which all thy great salvation brings; 
The Spirit of love, and health,and power, 
Shall come,and make us priests and kings : 
Thou wilt perform thy faithful word, 
‘‘The servant shall be as his Lord.” ° 


The promise stands forever sure, 
And we shall in thine image shine, 
Partakers of a nature pure, 
Holy, angelical, divine; 
In Spirit joined to thee, the Son, 
As thou art with thy Father one. 


Faithful and true, we now receive 
The promise ratified by thee: 

To Thee the when and how we leave, 
In time and in eternity; 

We only hang upon thy word, 


“The servant shall be as his Lord.” 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1741. 


0 quickly come, dread J udge of all; 
~ For awful though thine advent be, 
All shadows from the truth will fall, 
__ And falsehood die, in sight of thee: 
~O quickly come: for doubt and fear, 
Like clouds dissolve when thou art near. 


O quickly come, great King of all; 
« — Reign all around us, and within; 
~ Let sin no more our souls enthrall, 
Let pain and sorrow die with sin: 
O quickly come: for thou alone 
Canst make thy scattered people one. 


O quickly come, true Life of all; 
.__ For death is mighty all around; 
- On every home his shadows fall, 
On every heart his mark is found: 
O quickly come; for grief and pain 
Can never cloud thy glorious reign. 
182 Walk ae fear of gue God. Es-aeze8 |. 


-O quickly come, sure Light of all, ehomihWs 
For gloomy night broods o’er our way ; 
And fainting souls begin to fall 
With weary watching for the day: 
O quickly come: for round thy throne 


No eye is blind, no night is known. 
Laurence Tuttiett, 1875. 


Watched by the world’s malignant eye, 
Who load us with reproach and shame; 
As servants of the Lord Most High, 
As zealous for his glorious name, 
We ought in all his paths to move, 
With holy fear and humble love. 


Workmen and soldiers of the Lord, 
Weapons and tools at once we bear, 

We hold the trowel and the sword; 
The foe repel, the wall repair; 

Till Jesus in himself brings down 

The laborer’s hire, the victor’s crown. 


Thy wisdom, Lord, on us bestow, 
From every evil to depart; 
To stop the mouth of every foe, 
While, upright both in life and heart, 
The proofs of godly fear we give, 


And show them how the Christians live. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 


EG i Mere a pons S94 oar'an:! 6/1 


Jesus, to thee our hearts we lift,— 
Our hearts with love to thee o’erflow,— 

With thanks for thy continued gift, 
That still thy gracious name we know, 

Retain our sense of sin forgiven, 

And wait for all our inward heaven. 


What mighty troubles hast thou shown 
Thy feeble, tempted followers here]! 
We have through fire and water gone, 
But saw thee on the floods appear, 
And felt thee present in the flame, 


And shouted our Deliverer’s name. 1G Tostve mey, be found of Him in peace. yyy 
e ) . 


ter iii. 14. 


O Father, in this peaceful hour 

_ Reveal in us thy saving power ; 

And may each waiting spirit be 
Chastened,subdued, and cleansed by Thee. 

So may our trusting souls be found 


In peace, when Thy last trump shall sound. 
HL., 1880. 


Thou who hast kept us to this hour, 
Oh, keep us faithful to the end, 
When, robed in majesty and power, 
Our Jesus shall from heaven descend, 
His friends and witnesses to own, 


And seat us on his glorious throne! 
Charles Wesley, 1746. 


AR 


184-185 
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the Lord from the heavens. 
Psalm exlviii. 


1 84 Praise ye 


2 High on a throne his glories dwell 
An angel throne of shining bliss; 

Fly through the world, O Sun, and tell 
How dark thy beams compared with His, 


38 Awake, ye tempests, and his fame 
In sounds of dreadful praise declare ; 
Let the sweet whisper of his name 
Fill every gentler breeze of air. 


4 Let clouds and winds and waves agree 
To join their praise with blazing fire ; 
Let the firm earth and rolling sea 

In this eternal song conspire. 


5 Mortals, can you refrain your tongues, 
When nature all around you sings? 

Oh, for a shout from old and young, 
Princes and peasants, lords and kings, 


6 Wide as his vast dominion lies 
Make the Creator's glories known; 
Loud as his thunder shout your praise, 
And sound it lofty as his throne. 


L. M.| 7 Sing of the wonders of that love 


His Glory is Ahoug the Barth ant Beaven. 


L. M. 


H. Symonds, d. 1730? 


Which angels play on every chord. 
Let all below and all above 


Sing hallelujahs to the Lord. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1718. 
185 


Bless tig tone, Ms ay soul. LM. 
Bless, O my soul! the living God; 
Call home thy thoughts that rove abroad: 
Let all the powers within me join 
In work and worship so divine. 
Bless, O my soul! the God of grace: 
His favors claim thy highest praise ; 
Why should the wonders he hath wrought 
Be lost in silence, and forgot? 


‘Tis he, my soul, that sent his Son 

To die for crimes which thou hast done; 
He owns the ransom, and forgives 

The hourly follies of our lives. 


Let every land his power confess; 
Let all the earth adore his grace: 
My heart and tongue with rapture join, 


In work and worship so divine. 
Jsaac Watts, ab. 1719. 


48 


| 


: 


Rejoice in the Joord, yoy Rinhtgos. 


186 


Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears, 
And gird the gospel armor on; 

March to the gates of endless joy, 
Where thy great Captain Saviour’s gone. 


Put on the whole armor of God. 
Eph. vi. 2. L. M. 


Hell and thy sins resist thy course, 
But hell and sin are vanquished foes; 
Thy Jesus nailed them to the cross, 
And sung the triumph when he rose. 


What though thine inward lusts rebel; 
Tis but a struggling gasp for life; 
The weapons of victorious grace 

Shall slay thy sins, and end the strife. 


Then let my soul march boldly on, 
Press forward to the heavenly gate; 
There peace and joy eternal reign, 

And glittering robes for conquerors wait. 


There shall I wear a starry crown, 
And triumph in Almighty grace ; 
While all the armies of the skies 


Join in my glorious Leader’s praise. 
Tsaac Watts, ab. 1709. 


187 Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord? L. M 
Psalm xxiv. 3. oD . 


The earth and all her fulness owns 
Jehovah for her’sovereign Lord ; 
The countless myriads of her sons 
Rose into being at his word. 


His word did out of darkness call 
The world, and founded all that is; 
Launched on the floods this solid ball, 
And fixed it in the floating seas. 


But who shall quit this low abode, 
Who shall ascend the heavenly place, 
And stand upon the mount of God, 
And see his Maker face to face? 


The man whose hands and heart are clean, 
That blessed portion shall receive ; 
Whoe’er by grace is saved from sin, 
Hereafter shall in glory live. 


He shall obtain the starry crown; 
And, numbered with the saints above, 
The God of his salvation own, 


y is salvation love. 
The God of h ‘ Wesley. ab. 1743- 
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7 idst s iful rai 
188 hou, O Gat re ends plea eal rain. 7 Me. 
Lord, send on us a plenteous rain, 

Thy weary heritage confirm, 

Within thy church triumphant reign, 
And sinners from their wanderings turn. 


Lord, give the word, and let thy host 
Of servants and of handmaids speak, 
Anointed by the Holy Ghost, 

May they the far off wanderers. seek. 


To every nation speed thy word, — 
Let every tribe and people hear; 
The gospel of Thy kingdom, Lord, 
May we in all the world declare: 


From Egypt and from heathen lands 
Shall princes come to kiss Thy rod. 
And Ethiopia her hands 

Shall suddenly stretch forth to God. 


Sing unto God, ye kingdoms wide, 
Oh, sing ye praises of the Lord, 
Let Him that on the heavens doth ride 


Be honored, glorified, adored. 
H., 1880. 


189 


Glory to God our heavenly King; 
Worship and thanks to thee we bring! 
And with the angels join to raise 
Anthems of gladness, rapture, praise. 


Worthy is the Lamb that was slain. L.M 
Rev. v. 12. nee 


O Holy Comforter divine, 

Who in our lowly hearts doth shine; 
Help us with souls sincere to sing, 
Glory and praise to Christ our King, 


Thou, Lord, who art our Life and Light, 
Dost give us songs in sorrow’s night, 


| To cheer us on our weary way 
| With joyful hopes of endless day, 


Weeping endureth for a night, 

For sin hath cast o’er earth its blight ; 
But when the endless day shall spring, 
Then shall the dead awake and sing. 


Then shall our night of tears be o’er; 
Then songs shall swell like thunders roar 
Loud as the billows of the main, 


‘¢Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain.” 
H., 1886, 
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Rockingham. page 8. 


190 Surely he se: oe our griefs. Re: 191 


The music of my heart is gone; 
It cannot sing as once it sung; 
For grief hath marred its every tone, 
And all its sweetest chords unstrung. 


But ah! too long it thus hath lain, 
Like some deserted, broken shell: 
Come, heavenly wind, and breathe again 
Through each forlorn and silent cell. 


And if but one responsive sigh, 
Obedient to the call, awake, 
Dearer to Jesus that reply, 
Than melody that angels make. 


For only He whose skillful hand 

To nicest touch attuned the strings, 
How slight the touch, can understand ; 
Which every chord with anguish wrings 


Whate’er the bruised spirit grieves, 
No fight distress will Jesus deem ; 
There’s not a throb my bosom heaves, 
But stirs a kindred pulse in him, 


Thrice welcome then shall sorrow be, 
Though nature faint beneath the smart, 
Since every pang supplies a key 
To open the Redeemer’s heart. 

Unknown. 


Ry Permission. 


Draw Newy with « Grug Heart. 


Enter into closet. 
+ byl 6. 


L. M. 


Come, O my weary wandering soul, 
Withdraw thyself from mortal care; 
And while life’s fleeting moments roll, 
Ob, seek thy Saviour’s love to share. 


In calm retreats from earthly fear, 

By prayer thou shalt to God draw nigh; 
And he shall bow his gracious ear, 

And listen to thy earnest ery. 


In humble, trustful, fervent prayer, 
Make all thy wants and wishes known: 
With boldness at his feet appear, 

On wings of faith approach his throne. 


So shalt thou soar from scenes of earth, 
Its pain, its turmoil, and its fears, 

And, glorying in thy heavenly birth, 
Rejoice with Christ thro’ endless Yeats. 


192 

My soul, till God his spirit pours, 
Gasps as a thirsty land for showers; 
Jesus, thy fainting follower see, 
And send the gift received for me. 


My soul thirsteth after thee. 
7 Psalm. exliil. 6. lL. M. 


The promised Comforter bestow ; 
Let holy love my heart o’erflow ; 
Till, watered by thyself, I rise 
Fair as thy garden in the skies. 
; Charles Wesley, 1762. 


Ohis da in Remembraney of Me. 193-196 


195 Itis —_ in — Ti Ms, 


Or. XV. 


193 Behold, amarante tinge new. 1). AE. 


A day will dawn when from on high, 
Heaven shall come down to dwell on earth; 
And then shall through creation fly 
Once more the word that gave it birth. 


Soft be the turf on thy dear breast. 
And heavenly calm thy lone retreat ; 
How longed the weary frame for rest! 
That rest is come, and, oh, how sweet! 


Why should we ever shrink from death? 
Tis but to cast our robes away, 

And sleep at night without a breath 

To break repose, till dawn of day. 


Full many a noble germ now hid 
Deep in our breasts as in a tomb, 
Waits the new LET THERE BB, to bid 
It wake to life, and bud, and bloom. 


Yes,—even the elements that day, 
When freedom’s shout rings through the air, 
Shall shake the dust of earth away, 
And as at first grow young and fair. 


As through the crystal, warm and bright, 
Pierees the sun’s meridian beam, 
So through all creatures whom his might 


Has made, the breath of God shall stream. 
A. Tholuck, 1839. 7. R. Menzies. 


Tis not a night without a morn, 
Though glooms impregnable surround; 
Nor lies the buried saint forlorn, 

A hopeless prisoner in the ground. 


The darkest night to day gives birth, 
And sunshine comes when storms are fled; _ 
The seed, though buried in the earth, 

Springs from its grave as from its bed. 


So shall the bodies of the just, 
In weakness sown, be raised in power, 
The precious seed shall leave the dust, 


A glorious and immortal flower. 
Unknown. 


a oo eee 
Around a table, not a tomb, 
He willed our gathering-place to be, 


When, going to prepare our home, 


Our Saviour said, ‘‘ Remember me.” 196 id notourhearts burn within us? yp, 


Luke xxiv. 32. 


O thou who didst with mourners walk 
Along their sad and tearful way ; 

Who with the doubting two didst talk, 
And turn their darkness into day; 


We kneel around no sculptured stone, 
Marking the place where Jesus lay: 
Empty the tomb, the angels gone, 
The stone forever rolled away. 


Now walk with us, so slow of heart 
Thy words of promise to receive; 
Wisdom and faith and hope impart, 
And help the faithless to believe. 


No, sculptured stones are for the dead; 
Thy three dark days in death are o’er; 
Thou art the Life, the living Head, 

Our living Light for evermore. 


Oh, speak! to us expound thy word; 
Let us a blest assurance feel; 

Draw near, O gracious, risen Lord, 
To us thy blessed self reveal. 


Of no fond relics, sadly dear, 

O Master, are thine own possessed— 
The crown of thorns, the cross, the spear, 
The purple robe, the seamless vest— 


Come near and bless the bread we break ; 
Be known to us, a living guide; 

Give us the cup our thirst to slake; 
Speak peace, and show thy hands and side. 


No, relics are for those who mourn 
‘The memory of an absent friend: 

Not absent thou, nor we forlorn; 

Art thou not with us to the end? 


Thus shall ourelonging hearts aspire 
To know thy love, to see thy face; 
So shall love’s bright and holy fire 


1 


Thus round thy table, not thy tomb, 
We keep thy sacred feast with thee, 
Until within the Father’s home 


Our endless gathering place shall be. 
Lydia Huntley Sigourney, 1791-1865. 


197-199 So Shall we Buey be with the Tord. 


Compassion AL. M. s+ 


Black with the guilt of squandered years ; ‘To Christ,the sinner’s refuge come. 
oN 


Rockingham. page 8. 


Welton. 


197 ahi Aimy tl int eh tL. m.| Yes, and I must and will esteem 
oes All things but loss for Jesus’ sake: — 

Oh, may my soul be found in him,» _ 

And of his righteousness partake! 


2 His power divine can make thee whole, 
Lift up to him thy tearful eyes; 
His grace can save the sinful soul, 


No contrite heart will he despise. The best obedience of my hands 
3. O Christ, whose mercies never fail, Dares not appear aig oe an 
Pity the lost who wait for thee; But faith can answer thy demands, 


Hear thou their deep, unuttered wail, | By pleading what my Lord bag done, 
Oh, break their chains, and set them free. 


4 Ten thousand hands, ten thousand eyes,| 199 Caught up together with them. yyy, 
Are lifted to thy gracious throne; . hpi te sige res 
Ten thousand voices raise their cries, | When swift as on the lightning’s wing, 


Ten thousand hearts in anguish groan, | We soar aloft to scenes sublime 

ones And in the clouds of glory sing’ 
5 Conquerer of sin and death and hell, | Songs all unknown mid scenes of time, 
Set thou the captive sinner free; : 
Then we to endless years will tell Then bearing palms before thy throne, 
The story of thy victory. And clad in robes of dazzling white, 

H., 1877. | We shall thy saving mercy own 
‘ With holy rapture and delight. 

198 Tecount cite i. i 


No more, my God, I boast no more 
Of all the duties I have done; 
I quit the hopes T held before, 


Thou once for guilty man wast slain, 
And in thy blood our hopes have birth; 
Thou didst revive and rise again, 


To trust the merits of Thy Son: ” And we shall reign with thee on earth. 
gare ; Lord, that we may these glories share 
Now for the love I bear his name, iB y & 
. # And in that lofty song unite 
What was niy gain Tcount my toss ; Now by thy mis! oe hearts prepare 
Se he greet Call myehanié; To dwell with all thy saints in light 
And nail my glory to his cross, pine ‘FL, 1985. 


Copyright, H. 11, Hastings, 1876, 52 


a 


You Redemption Oraweth Digh. 


200 


When Power divine, in mortal form, 
Hushed with a word the raging storm, 
In soothing accents Jesus said, 

“Lo! itis I; be not afraid.” 


It is I; be not afraid. 
Matt. xiv. 27. 


So when in silence nature sleeps, 
And lonely watch the mourner keeps, 
One thought shall every pang remove,— 
Trust, feeble man, thy Maker’s love. 


Blest be the voice that breathes from heaven 
To every heart in sunder riven, 

When love, and joy, and hope are fled, 
“Lol! it is I; be not afraid.” 


God calms the tumult and the storm; 
He rules the seraph and the worm: 

No creature is by him forgot 

Of those who know, or know him not. 


And when the last dread hour is come, 
And shuddering nature waits her doom, 
This voice shall wake the pious dead, 


“To! it is 1; be not afraid.” 
Sir James Edward Smith, ab. 1826. 


901 The preergection ot the just. L. M. 
No, I'll repine at death no more, 

But with a cheerful grasp resign 

To the cold case of the grave 
These dying, withering limbs of mine. 


Let worms devour my wasting flesh, 
And crumble all my bones to dust; 
My God shall raise my frame anew 
At the revival of the just. 


Break, sacred morning, through the skies, 
Bring that delightful, dreadful day ; 

Cut short the hours, dear Lord, and come; 
Thy lingering wheels, how long they stay! 


Our weary spirits faint to see 

The light of thy returning face, 

And hear the language of those lips, 
Where God has shed his richest grace. 


Haste, then, upon the wings of love, 
Rouse all the pious sleeping clay ; 
That we may join in heavenly joys. 
And sing the triumph of the day. 


Isaac oe 1709. 


200-240 


b.-M,| BOY Ts Lord reigneth 5 let the earth rejoice. 7 yr, 


’Psalin xovii. 1 


He reigns; the Lord, the Saviour reigns, 
Praise him in eyangelic strains; , 

Let the whole earth in songs rejoice, 
And distant islands join their voice. 


Deep are his counsels and unknown; 
But grace and truth support his throne; 
Though gloomy clouds his way surround, 
Justice is their eternal ground. 


In robes of judgment, lo! he comes; 
Shakes the wide earth and cleaves the tombs; 
Before him burns devouring fire ;— 
The mountains melt, the seas retire. 


His enemies, with sore dismay, 
Fly from the sight and shun the day; 
Then lift your heads, ye saints! on high, 


And sing, for your redemption’s nigh. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


As thy days, so shall thy strength be. 
203 a stirs xxxiii. 25. ee L. M. 


Let me but hear my Saviour say, 
‘Strength shall be equal to thy day,”— 
Then I rejoice in deep distress, 

Upheld by all-sufficient grace. 


I can do all things, or can bear 

All suffering, if my Lord be there; 
Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains, 
While he my sinking head sustains. 


I glory in infirmity, 
That Christ’s own power may rest on me; 
When I am weak, then am I strong; 


Grace is my shield, and Christ my song. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 


The Lord bless thee and tee thee. L 
Numbers vi. 24. C 


204 


Now, Lord, on every waiting heart 
Command hy blessing as we part; 
Bid doubt, and sin, and sorrow cease, 
Bid contrite souls depart in peace, 


Guide us, Great Shepherd of the sheep; 
Our souls from sin and danger keep; 
Bring us, when mortal scenes are o’er, 
Where pains and partings come no more. 


M. 


Grant that we may, through Jesus’ blood, 
Enter the paradise of God; 
There may we praise our heavenly King, 


And Holy, holy, holy, sing. i926 


53 


205-207 


Sing ye ras with ee pag 2 


205 salm xlvii. L. M. 


2 Sing of the manger where he lay, 
Sing of the tears he wiped away; 
Sing of the battles he hath fought, 
Sing of the mercies he hath brought. 


3 Sing of the cross on which he died. 
Sing of his bleeding hands and side; 
Sing of the blood for sinners spilt, 
Sing of the blood that cancels guilt. 


4 Sing of the tomb where Jesus lay, 
Sing of the stone they rolled away ; 

Sing of the morn when Christ arose, 
Sing how he triumphed o’er his foes, 


206 SECOND PART. L. M. 


5 Sing of the grace Christ waits to give, 
Sing how he bids us come and live; 
Sing of our pardon bought with blood, 
Sing of our peace he made with God. 


6 Sing how he lives to intercede, 
Sing how he waits our cause to plead ; 
Sing how the sad in him are blest, 
Sing how the weary here may rest. 


7 Sing of the day when he shall come, 
Sing of the trump that shakes the tomb; 
Sing of the heavenly mansions fair, 
Sing of the crowns that we shall wear. 


By permission. 


8 Sing to the starving, poor, and blind, 
Sing of the blessings they may find; 
Sing to the Lord in joyful hymn, 

Sing till we join the seraphim. 


9 Sing,O ye heavens, let earth rejoice, 
Sing like the mighty thunder’s yoice; 
Sing like the rolling ocean’s roar, 
Sing to the Lord forevermore. 

HL, 1868. 


907 Redemption bate a cied blood. La 


Saviour of sinners, Lamb of God, 

Thou hast redeemed us by thy blood; 
Now to the dying we proclaim : 
Life and salvation through thy name. 


Captives in Satan’s fetters bound, 
Hear ye the gospel’s joyful sound ; 
Jesus on Calvary’s rugged tree, 

Suffered and died to set you free. 


Ransom for all, O Lamb of God, 

We have redemption through thy blood; 
Now to the lost we gladly call 

Come sinners come, Christ died for all. 


Ye who are saved, come, swell the strain, 
Worthy the Lamb for sinners siain ; 
Till with the blest your -song shall rise, 


‘‘Worthy the Lamb!” in Paradise. 
HL 
t 


. 
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Blessing aud Bowoy and Glory and Power, 
Lt. Ma. 210 


90 8 Blessed ate the Boor in spirit. 
Blest are the humble souls that see 
Their emptiness and poverty ; 
Treasures of grace to them are given, 
And crowns of joy laid up in heaven. 


Blest are the men of broken heart, 
Who mourn for sin with inward smart; 
The blood of Christ divinely flows, 

A healing balm for all their woes. 


Blest are the meek, who.stand afar 
Froth tage and passion, noise and war; 
God will secure their happy state, 

And plead their cause against the great. 


Blest are the souls that thirst for grace, 
Hunger and long for. righteousness ; 
They shall be well supplied and fed 
With living streams, and living bread. 


Blest are the merciful, who prove 

By acts their sympathy and love; 

From Christ, the Lord, shall they obtain 
Like sympathy and love again. 


Blest are the pure, whose hearts are clean 
From the defiling powers of sin; 
With endless pleasure they shall see 
A God of spotless purity. 


Blest are the men of peaceful life, 
Who quench the coals of growing strife ; 
They shall be called the heirs of bliss, 
The sons of God, the God of peace. 


Blest are the sufferers, who partake 
Of pain and shame for Jesns’ sake | 
Their souls shall triumph in the Lord, 


Glory and joy are their reward. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 
209 


Glory and praise to God our King, 
We with angels join to sing; 

Lifting our strains of praise on high, 
Holy, thrice holy, Lord, we ery! 


Comforter, holy and divine, 

Ever within us dwell and shine; 
Witnessing there with Jesus’ blood, 
That we are sons and heirs of God. 


Saviour of men, for sinners slain, 
When Thou shalt come in power to reign 
Grant that we may thy glory see, 
And sing thy praise eternally. 


To Him be glory both now and forever. : 
ee § Peter, iii. 18. L. M. 


HL, 1830. 
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Behold, I go bound in the spirit. 
a Xx. 2. an? L. M 


What though the bonds of love divine 
Tenderly round our hearts entwine; 
Yet at our heavenly Master’s call, 
Calmly we bid farewell to all. 


Cho.—Parting upon time’s stormy shore, 
Soon may we meet to part no more 
Now thongh our eyes with tears are dim 
Joyful we sing our parting hymn, 


Pure are the joys that Christians taste 
Hearing the gospel of Gcd’s grace; 
Meeting around the sacred board, 
Eating the supper of the Lord. 


Bright is the home to which we go, 

There shall our hearts no sorrow know; 
Clouds never shadow that shining shore, 
There shall the ransomed part no more. 


Hands must unclasp, but hearts shall twine 
Members of Christ, the living Vine: 
Oh, when the storms of time are past 


Safe may we rest with Him at last. 
HL, 1865. 


Christ, who is our Life. 
” “Col. iii. 4. L. M. 


211 


Jesus, our Kinsman and our God, 
Arrayed in majesty and blood, 
Thou art our life; our soulsin Thee 
Possess a full felicity. 


All our immortal hopes are laid 

On Thee, our Surety and our Head; 
Thy cross, thy cradle, and thy throne, 
Are big with glories yet unknown. 


Oh, let my soul forever lie 
Beneath the blessings of Thine eye; 
Tis heaven on earth, ’tis heaven above, 


To see Thy face, and taste Thy love. 
Isaae Watts, 1734. 


An habitati f God th: th irit. 
912 n habitation phe, hqugh e Spirii iting 


Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly guest, 
And make thy mansion in my breast; 
Dispel my doubts, my fears control, 
And heal the anguish of my soul. 


Thou God of love and peace divine, 
Oh, make thy light within me shine! 
Forgive my sins, my guilt remove, 
And send the tokens of thy love. 


Unknown. 
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Be Muketh Wars to Sense. 


Daniel Read, 1757—1836. Arr. H., 1880. 
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Come, O thou Son of God, to me, 

May Ia child of Abraham be; 

Be thou my portion, shield, and guard, 
And my exceeding great reward. 


With Abraham’s God to be my guide, 
With tent and altar side by side, 

O may I tread the pilgrim’s road, 
And like the fathers walk with God. 


The world my pilgrim tent may mock, 
And hew their dwellings from the rock ; 
But when their trust and hope shall flee, 
My mansion shall remain for me. 


He also is a. son of Abraham. 
Luke xi 


Earth’s palaces can never lure 

My heart from its conviction sure; 
While I with faith’s anointed eyes 
Behold my City in the skies. 


So I pursue my pilgrim path, 

Nor dread earth’s scorn, nor fear its wrath ; 
As stranger on the earth confessed, 

Till I shall reach my heavenly rest. 


Soon shall that City fair descend: 
My eyes shall gaze upon my Friend; 
And He who hath my place prepared, 


Shall be my portion and reward, 
OE ee H., 1890. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880, 


xix. 9. L. M. 214 


Come,O thou Son of God to me, May I achildof Abraham be :Be thou my portion, 


We shall reign on the earth. 
Rev. ¥. 10: 


L. M. 


Peace! earth’s last battle has been won, 
Earth’s days of conflict now are o’er; 

The Prince of peace ascends the throne, 
And war has ceased from shore to shore. 


Rest! the world’s night of toil is past, 
Each storm is hushed above, below; 
Creation’s joy has come at last, 

After six thousand years of woe. 


Messiah reigns! earth’s King has come, 
Its diadems are on his brow; 

Its rebel kingdoms have become 

His everlasting kingdom now, 


The earth again is paradise, 

The desert blossoms as the rose; 
Clothed in its robes of bridal bliss 
Creation has forgot its woes. 


O! long-expected, absent long, 

Star of creation’s troubled gloom; 

Let heaven and earth break forth in song, 
Messiah! Saviour! art thou come? 


For thou hast bought us with thy blood, 
And thou wast slain to set us free; 
Thou madest us kings and priests to God 


And we shall reign on earth with thee. 
Horatius Bonar, b. 1808 
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Sevag “Yu from Gan. 


lit ich At Menschenkindern. 
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Shall I, for fear of feeble man, 

The Spirit’s course in me restrain?— 
Or, undismayed in deed and word, 
Be a true witness for my Lord? 


Awed by a mortal’s frown, shall I 
Conceal the word of God most high? 
How then before Thee shall I dare 
To stand, or how thine anger bear? 


Shall I, to soothe the’ unholy throng, 
Soften thy truths, and smooth my tongue 
To gain earth’s gilded toys, or flee 

The cross, endured, my Lord, by thee? 


What then is man whose scorn I dread, 
Whose wrath or hate makes me afraid? 
An heir of death! to sin a slave! 

An empty bubble on the wave! 


Yea, let men rage, since thou wilt spread 
Thy shadowing wings around my head; 
Since in all pain thy tender love 

Will still my sweet refreshment prove. 


216 


Saviour of men, thy searching eye 
Does all my inmost thoughts descry! 
Doth aught on earth my wishes raise, 
Or the world’s favor or its praise? 


SECOND PART. L. M. 


The love of Christ does me constrain 
To seek the wandering souls of men; 
With cries, entreaties, tears, to save, 
To snatch them from the gaping grave. 


For this let men revile my name; 

No cross I shun, I fear no shame: 

All hail, reproach! and welcome, pain! 
Only thy terrors, Lord, restrain. 


My life, my blood, I here present, 
If for thy truth they may be spent; 
Fulfil thy sovereign counsel, Lord! 
Thy will be done, thy name adored! 


Give me thy strength, O God of power; 
Then let winds blow, or thunders roar, 
Thy faithful witness will [ be; 


Tis fixed; I can do all through thee! 
J.J. Winkler, 1670-1722, Tr. J. Wesley, 1739. 
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217 L. M, 


Now to the Lord that makes us know 
The wonders of his dying love, 

Be humble honors paid below, 

And strains of nobler praise above. 


Behold, he cometh with clouds. 
Rev. i. 7. 


’Twas he that cleansed our foulest sins, 
And washed us in his richest blood; — | 
Tis he that makes us priests and kings, 
And brings us rebels near to God. . 


To Jesus, our atoning priest, 

To Jesus, our superior king, 

Be everlasting power confessed, 
And every.tongue his glory sing. 


Behold, on flying clouds he comes, 
And every eye shall see him move; 
Though with our sins we pierced him once 
Now he displays his pardoning love. 


The unbelieving world shall wail, 
While we rejoice to see the day: 
Come, Lord; nor let thy promise fail, 


Nor let thy chariots long delay. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 


218 


O Lord, my strength and righteousnes, 
Walk with me through life’s wilderness, ~ 
Be Thou my helper, Saviour, friend, 
And guide me to my journey’s end. 


Righteousness and strength. } 
z Isa. xlv. 5 L. M. 


Help me to watch and strive and pray, 
And trust thy mercy day by day; 

That I may ever faithful be, 

And win through Christ the victory. 


When dangers, foes and snares surround, 
Oh, may I watching still be found; 

No foe nor evil shall I fear, 

When Thou, my sun and shield, art near. 


When on my shoulder lies thy cross, 
And all things earthly seem like dross, 
Help me to honor still thy name, 

And glory in thy sacred shame. 


And when my warfare shall be passed, 
And Christ shall come for me at last. 
May I a crown of life receive, 


And with my Lord in glory live. 
H., 1879. 


210-220 


*’ Complaint. 
45” 


219 is ag om oa a strength. y yr, 330 


2 Spare us, O Lord, aloud we pray, 
Nor let our sun go down at noon; 
Thy years are one eternal day; 
And must thy children die so soon? 


8 Yet, in the midst of death and grief, 
This thought our sorrow should assuage : 
Our Father and our Saviour lives, 
Christ is the same through every age. 


4°T was he this earth’s foundation laid; 
Heaven is the building of his hand; 
This earth grows old,these heav’ns shall fade, 
And all be changed at his command. 


5 The starry curtains of the sky 

Like garments, shall be laid aside, 

But still thy throne stands firm and high, 
Thy church forever must abide. 


6 Before thy face thy saints shall live, 
And on thy throne thy children reign ; 
The fading world they shall survive, 


And the dead saints be raised again. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


L. M., 6 lines. 


Pad Fuory Bye Shalt Seq Hin. 


Parmenter, 1788. Arr. H., 1880. 


The Lord himself shall descend. 
1 Thess. iv. 16, 


The Lord will come; the earth shall quake; 
The hills their fixed seats forsake: 

And, withering, from the vault of night 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 


i. M. 


The Lord will come; but not the same 
As once in lowly form he came,— 

A silent Lamb to slaughter led, — 

The bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 


The Lord will come; a dreadful form, 
With wreath of flame, and robe of storm, 
On cherub wings, and wings of wind, 
Anointed Judge of human kind. 


Can this be he who wont to stray 

A pilgrim on the world’s highway, 

By power oppressed, and mocked by pride? 
O God, is this the Crucified? 


Go, tyrants, to the rocks complain; 
Go seek the mountain’s cleft in vain; 
But faith, victorious o’er the tomb, 


Shall sing for joy, ‘“The Lord is come.” 
Reginald Heber, 1811. 


Xn my Hlesk shall XY Seq Gad. 


~ Shall the dead arise an. 
221 Psalm Ixxxviii. L. M. 


Fhall man, O God of light and life, 
Forever moulder in the grave? 

Canst thou forget thy glorious work, 
Thy promise, and thy power to save? 


panies thee?! 


In those dark, silent realms of night 
Shall peace and hope no more arise? 
No future morning light the tomb, 
Nor day-star gild the darksome skies! 


Shall spring the faded world restore, 
Shall buried seed rich harvests bring? 
And, O, shall man awake no more, 
To see Thy face, Thy name to sing? 


Cease, cease, ye vain desponding fears: 


When Christ, our Lord, from darkness sprang, 


Death, the last foe, was captive led, 
And heayen with praise and wonder rang. 


Faith sees the.bright, eternal doors 
Unfold to make his children way ; 
They shall be clothed with endless life, 
And shine in everlasting day. 


The trump shall sound ; the dead shall wake! 
From the cold tomb the slumberers spring ! 
Through heaven with joy their myriads rise, 


And hail their Saviour, and their King. 
Timothy Dwight, ab. 1800. 


Th le...have seen a great light. 
222 Sn ee Ory 


The people that in darkness lay, 

The confines of eternal night :— 
We, we have seen a gospel day, 

The glorious beams of heavenly light; 
His Spirit in our hearts hath shone, 
And showed the FatherintheSon. - 


Father of everlasting grace, 
“Thou hast in us thy arm revealed, 
Hast multiplied the faithful race, 
‘Who, conscious of their pardon seal’d, 
Of joy unspeakable possessed, 
Anticipate their heavenly rest. 


In tears who sowed in joy we reap, 
And praise thy goodness all day long; 
Him in our eye of faith we keep, 
Who gives us our triumphal song, 
And doth his spoils to ail divide, 


A lot among the sanctified. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1762. 


221-224 


223 


I call the world’s Redeemer mine} 
He lives who died for me, I know; 
Who bought my soul with blood divine, 
Jesus, shall re-appear below, 
Stand in that dreadful day unknown, © 
And fix on earth his heavenly throne. 


I know that my Red . 
OF is a eG I 


| Then the last judgment-day shall come; 


And though the worms this skin devour 
The Judge shall call me from the tomb, 
Shall bid the greedy grave restore, 

And raise this individual me, 
God in the flesh, my God, to see. 


In this identic body I, 

With eyes of flesh refined, restored, 
Shall see that self-same Saviour nigh, 
See for myself my smiling Lord, 

See with ineffable delight ; 
Nor faint to bear the glorious sight. 


Then let the worms demand their prey, 
The greedy grave my reins consume; 

With joy I drop my mouldering clay, 
And rest till my Redeemer come; 

On Christ, my life, in death rely, 


Secure that I can never die. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 


994 There shall ee peter ot oi seceP Lu. 61: 
O come, thou radiant Morning Star, 
Again in human darkness shine! 
Arise resplendent from afar! 
Assert thy royalty divine! 
Thy sway o’er all the earth maintain, 
And now begin thy glorious reign. 


Thy kingdom, Lord, we long to see: 
Thy sceptre o’er the nations shake! 
Erect that final monarchy, 
The world for thy possession take ; 
Take, for thou didst their ransom find, 
The purchased souls of all mankind. 


Now let thy chosen ones appear, 
And valiantly the truth maintain ! 
Proclaim thy gracious kingdom here; 
To all the rebel sons of men! 
Seize them with faith divinely bold, 


And bring the wanderers to thy fold! 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1742 


59 


225 He Cometh to Rudge the Barth. 


Hosanna. L, M.6 or 8 lines. H., 1879... 
opine ? fe 


1 Flo-san-na! hark the mel-o -d 


Till all’ ‘the wide expansion rings With“Live for-ev-er, King of kings!” 
ma a 


225 He doth judge and make war, 7, yr,|5 The graves are cleaved! the saints arise! 
penn Me The resurrection of the just! 

And now, unto their kindred skies, 

Up leap the tenants of the dust! 

They rise to meet their Lord in air, 
And tune their hallelujahs there. 


2 He comes! he comes! the heavens rend! 
Floods; clap your hands! ye mountains, joy! 
Forests, in glad obeisance bend! 

arth, raise your hallelujahs high! 

Let Zion wake the lofty strain— 


“Live, King of kings! forever reign!” 6 Wake, Zion, wake! put on thy strength! 
3 Ripe is the vintage of the earth; Don thy bright robes, Jerusalem ; 
Its clustering grapes are round and full;| Rise! shine! Thy light is come at length, 
And vengeance, vengeance, bursts to birth,| And thou shalt all thy foes condemn: 
Sudden and irresistible! And David’s son on Dayid’s throne 
Messiah comes, to tread amain Shall rule, and hush creation’s groan. 
The wine-press of the battle-plain | 

: . 7 Great King of Zion, in that hour 
3 erhieh 4 ap; ae eae : begun, When earth like heaven thy realm shall be; 
The d oe final strif gary ’ When thou shalt come in pomp and power, 

1e day of final strife comes on, O Lord, I pray, remember me! 


The carnival of Slaughter’s sons; . 
War lifts his helmet to his brow: ye grant to Thaseidag ee eh Pleod, 


O God! protect thy people now! y. 1-6 Unknown, cir. 1845; Arr. & V. 7, H., 187% 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880. 60 


Surely the Tord is in Ghix Phare. 226-229 


= God Geass tity Te MON) RRB NY Deh PO aeae. 6 1. 
Lo! God is here! let us adore My heart is fixed, O God h 

And own how dreadful is this place! Is fixed to triumph “s ef etes 
Let all within us feel his power, Awake, my lute, and bear a part: 

__ And silent bow before his face ; My glory is to sing thy praise, 


~ Who know his power, his grace who prove,} Till all th 
L : >t ’ hy nature I partak 
Serve him with awe, with reverence, love. | And bright in all thitfe indape wake. 


See , 
B01 Sag bate Pn ay go night —_| Thee will I praise among thine own; 
To hin enith a a6 se St Thee will Ito the world extol é 
“ica he wba iogali all height, | And make thy truth and goodness known: 
ane s host their noblest praises bring ; Thy goodness, Lord, is over all; ¥ 
Wh ain not, Lord, our meaner song, Thy truth and grace the heavens transcend ; 
o praise thee with a stammering tongue.| Thy faithful mercies never end i 
Gladly the toys of earth we leave, 
: Be thou exalted, Lord, ab 
W , above 
ealth, pleasure, fame, for Thee alone: The highest name in earth or heaven; 


ipa a 4 = ~ ieee on ore: ,| Let angels sing thy glorious love 

= ; 5 

‘Thou here the Goa, fan: eo fataa.| Ea bless the name’ to sinners given; 

Be thou By at thy works adored, {Ulett end henvn. thts Hing proslims 
‘ 4 - Wesley’ a! 

Being of beings! may ‘our praise ey eee 
Thy courts with grateful fragrance fill; |. 


Still may we stand before thy face At evening time it shall be light. 7, 

Still hear and do thy she Fas will: mee pages ee 
To thee may all our thoughts arise, From each day’s care we gladly flee 
Ceaseless, accepted sacrifice. To find, O Lord, our rest in thee; 

Gerhard Terstecgen,1731. Tr. J. Wesley, ab. 1739. Our burden to thy feet we bring, 


on sins to Mercy’s healing spring. 
Ga ; e know that at thy gracious voice 
227 Oe ree ons He LM. 6 1.1 The evening’s sete rejoice ; 
My Saviour, thou thy love to me To us, assembled in thy sight, 
In shame, in want, in pain, hast show’d;| At evening-time may there be light. 
For me, on the accursed tree, 
Thou pouredst forth thy guiltless blood. | In Christ accepted, Lord, may we 
Thy wounds upon my heart impress, The light of thy salvation see ; 
For naught shall the loved stamp efface. Transformed by thy free spirit’s grace, 
Walk in the brightness of thy face 
Still let thy love point out my way! Thy favor crown each peaceful day, 
What wondrous things thy love hath wrought! Thy presence cheer each pleasant way ; 
Still lead me, lest I go astray ; And when we walk in sorrow’s night, 
Direct my word, inspire my thought ;| At eyening-time may there be light. 
And if I fall, soon may I hear 
Thy voice, and know that love is near. By every joy or grief we find, 
Our hearts to thee more closely bind; 
In suffering be thy love my peace, Trial and blessing, peace and pain 
Tn weakness be thy love my power; | All links in Mercy’s golden chain. 
And when the storms of life shall cease, | And when life’s closing shadows come, 
Jesus, in that important hour, Oh, may they find us nearer home! 
In death as life be thou my guide, Then in our souls with heaven in sight, 
And save me, who for me hast died. At evening-time may there be light. 
Paul Gerhardt, 1606—1676. Tr. J. Wesley, ab. 1739. Unknown. 


230-231 


Temptation. 


¢ 


Greutey is Be that is in You. 


L.M. 6 lines. 


930 In all pends iempiet Ske ss we are. y wr, 6] 231 When, Cs, gitest in Gina bane, L. uM. 6 & 


As oft with worn and weary feet, 
We tread earth’s rugged pathway o’er, 
The thought how comforting and sweet, 
Christ trod this very path before ; 
Our wants and weaknesses he knows, 
From life’s first dawning to its close. 


If we, beneath temptation’s stress, 

Do fight against dark powers within, 
So in Judea’s wilderness 

Christ wrestled with the thought of sin, 
When in a lonely, weary hour 
The tempter came with all his power. 


So tried as I, this earth he trod, 
Knew every human ill but sin, 
And though the holiest Son of God, 

As Iam now so he hath been; 
Jesus, my Saviour, look on me; 
With pity, love and sympathy, 


Still nigh me, O my Saviour, stand, 
And guard in fierce temptation’s hour ; 
Support by thy almighty hand; 
Show forth in me thy saving power; 
Thy name blest Saviour is my plea— 
Dearest and sweetest name to me. 


James Edmeston, 1847. 
By Permission. 


When quiet in my house I sit, 
Thy book be my companion still; 
My joy thy sayings to repeat, 
Talk o’er the records of thy will, 
And search the oracles divine, 
Till every heartfelt word be mine. 


e.n 


Oh, may the gracious words divine 
Subject of all my converse be: 
So will the Lord his follower join, 
And walk and talk himself with me; 
So shall my heart his presence prove, 
And burn with everlasting love. 


Oft as I lay me down to rest, 
Oh, may the reconciling word 
Sweetly compose my weary breast } 
While on the bosom of my Lord, 
I sink in blissful dreams away, 
And visions of eternal day. 


Rising to sing my Saviour's praise, 
Thee may I publish all day long; 
And let thy precious word of grace 
Flow from my heart, and fill my tongue; 
Fill all my life wich purest love, 
And join me to the chureh above. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 


Be Woept and Made Suppticatinn, 


232 wlanaent ot Wye Seon Beh L. M6 . 234 Gen. xxxii. 29. 


ff Jome, O thou traveller unknown, 
~ Whom still T hold, but cannot see! 
My company before is gone, 
And Lam left alone with thee: 
With thee all night I mean to stay, 
_And wrestle till the break of day. 


I need not tell Thee who I am; 
-_ My misery and sin declare; 
Thyself hast called me by my name, 
Look on thy hands, and read it there; 
But who, I ask thee, who art Thou? 
Tell me thy name, and tell me now, 


In yain Thou strugglest to get free, 
I never will unloose my hold! 
Art thou the Man that died for me? 
The secret of thy love unfold; 
Wrestling, I will not let thee go 
Till I thy Name and nature know. 


Wilt thou not yet to me reveal 
Thy new, unutterable Name? 
Tell me, I still beseech thee, tell: 
To know it now, resolved I am: 
Wrestling, I will not let thee go, 


Till I thy Name and nature know. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1742. 


He had power over the angel. 
Hosea xii, 4. 


L. vw. 6 1. 


233 


What though my shrinking flesh complain, 
_ And murmur to contend so long? 
-T rise superior to my pain: 
When I am weak, then Iam strong! 
And when my all of strength shall fail, 
I shall with the God—Man prevail. 


Yield to me now, for I am weak; 
But confident in self-despair: 
Speak to my heart, in blessings speak: 
Be conquered by my instant prayer: 
Speak, or thou never hence shalt move, 
And tell me if thy Name is Love. 


Tis Love! ’tis Love! thou dicdst for me: 
I hear thy whisper in my heart! 

The morning breaks, the shadows flee, 
Pure, universal love thou art: 

To me, to all, thy bowels move, 


Thy nature and thy Name is Love. 
Charles Wesley, 1742. 


232-235 


And he blessed him there, mom. 6 1. 


My prayer hath power with God: the grace 
Unspeakable I now receive; 

Through faith I see Thee face to face: 
I see Thee face to face, and live! 

In vain I have not wept and strove; 

Thy nature and thy Name is Love. 


I know thee, Saviour, who thou art, 
Jesus, the feeble sinner’s friend: 
Nor wilt thou with the night depart 
But stay and love me to the end. 

Thy mercies never shall remove: 
Thy nature and thy Name is Love. 


The Sun of Righteousness on me 
Hath rose, with healing in his wings; 
Withered my nature’s strength, from thee 
My soul its life and succour brings; 
My help is all laid up above; 
Thy nature and thy Name is Love. 


Contented now, upon my thigh 

T halt, till life’s short journey end; 
All helplessness, all weakness, I 

On thee alone for strength depend ; 
Nor have I power from thee to move; 
Thy nature and thy Name is Love. 


Lame as I am, I take the prey; 

Hell, earth, and sin, with ease o’ercome; 
I leap for joy, pursue my way 

And, as a bounding hart, fly home; 
Through all eternity to prove 


Thy nature and thy Name is Love. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1742. 


93 5 Comfort ye, comfort ve my people. 7 > yr 6 I, 


Comfort, ye ministers of grace, 
Comfort my people, saith your God! 
Ye soon shall see his smiling face, 
His golden sceptre, not his rod; 
And own, when now the cloud’s removed, 
He only chastened whom he loved. 


Who sow in tears, in joy shall reap; 
The Lord shall comfort all that mourn ; 

Who now go on their way and weep, 
With joy they doubtless shall return 

And bring their sheaves with vast increase 


And have their fruit to holiness. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1742 
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236-237 


‘Guidance, 


eleads his own! enough 


He leadeth me. 
Psalm xxiii. 2. 


236 


2 He leads his own! not mine the choice, 
Content I listen for his voice; 

Gladly I hasten to obey, 

And journey where he leads the way. 


Chorus; My comfort this, in paths unknown, 
He leads his own, He leads his own. 


3 He leads his own! I would not say 
That mine should be a pleasant way; 
Only to know He leads me on 

To perfect rest, and joy unknown. 


4 He leads his own! though deep the wave, 
Mighty the Arm reached forth to save. 
My heart shall know no doubt or fear, 
For Christ the Lord is very near. 


5 He leads his own! when bade to go 
Through pastures green where streamlets flow; 
And when the gloomy vale they tread, 
And clouds hang darkly overhead. 


6 He leads his own! though oft they find 
The joy and sunshine left behind ;— 
Just as of old he led his flock, 


And gave them water from the rock. 
- : — Mary A. Ingalls, 1875. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880. 


to know He marks the path and bi 


fein 


My com-fort this, in paths unknown, 
i Ys ; 


Lu. 61/2 


Shou shult Cuitg Me by Ghy Coursef. 


L. M, 6 lines, 


He leads his own! Ha 


In my Father's house are many mansions. 
7 isa Selon retes ae: L. M 


Thy Father’s house! thine own bright home! 

And hast thou there a place for me! 

Though yet an exile here I roam, 

That distant home by faith I see. 

Chorus: O home of joy! O dwelling fair! 
Soon may I rest in glory there, 


I see its domes resplendent glow, 
Where beams of God’s own glory fall; 
And trees of life immortal grow, 
Whose fruit o’erhang the jasper wall. 


I know that thou, who on the tree 
Didst deign our mortal guilt to bear, 
Wilt bring thine own to dwell with thee 
And waitest to receive me there. 


Thy love will there array my soul 
In thine own robe of spotless hue 
And I shall gaze, while ages roll, 
On Thee, with raptures ever new. 


Oh, welcome day! when thou my feet 
Shalt bring the shining threshold o’er. 
A Father’s warm embrace to meet, 


And dwell at home forevermore. 
Ray Palmer, b. 1908, 


Shon art Harvey than 


238 And Pat Bok ec! Christ. Lh o.6 1 


My hope is built on nothing less 
‘Than Jesus’ blood and righteousness ; 
[ dare not trust the sweetest frame; 
But wholly lean on Jesus’ name: 


On Christ the solid rock I stand, 
All other ground is sinking sand. 


When darkness veils His lovely face, 
l rest on His unchanging grace; 

In every high and stormy gale, 

My anchor holds within the veil: 


His oath, His covenant, and His blood, 
Support me in the sinking flood; 
When all around my soul gives way, 
He then is all my hope and stay: 


When he shall come with trumpet’s sound, 
Oh, may I then in Him be found, 
Dressed in His righteousness alone, 


Faultless to stand before the throne. 
Edward Mote, ab. 1825. 


239 SES SS She the Lord. y ar 6 J, 
Captain of our salvation, take 
The souls we here present to thee, 
And fit for thy great service make 
These heirs of immortality ; 
And let them in thine image rise, 
And then transplant to Paradise. 


Unspotted from the world and pure, 
Preserve them for thy glorious cause, 
Accustomed daily to endure 
The welcome burden of thy cross; 
Inured to toil. and patient pain, 
Till all thy perfect mind they gain. 


Our sons henceforth be wholly thine, 
And serve and love thee all their days; 
Infuse the principle divine 
Tn all who here expect thy grace; 
Let each improve the grace bestowed; 
Rise every child a man of God! 


Train up thy hardy soldiers, Lord, 
In all their Captain’s steps to tread! 
Or send them to proclaim thy word, 
Thy gospel through the world to spread, 
Freely as they receive to give, 


And preach the death by which we live! 
Charles Wesley, 1763. 


the Sons of (en. 238-24) 
240 MY heap ln Wicto ein Zn ae 6. 


My heart is fixed, O God, my heart 
Is fixed to triumph in thy grace: 

Awake, my lute, and bear a part: 
My glory is to sing thy praise, 

Till all thy nature I partake, 

And bright in all thine image wake. 


Thee will I praise among thine own; 
Thee will I to the world extol, 

And make thy truth and goodness known: 
Thy goodness, Lord, is over all; 

Thy truth and grace the heavens transcend ; 

Thy faithful mercies never end. 


Be thou exalted, Lord, above 

The highest name in earth or heaven; 
Let angels-sing thy glorious love, 

And bless the Name to sinners given; 
All earth and heaven their King proclaim; 


Bow every knee to Jesus’ name! 
Wesley’s Psalms and Hymns, 1743. 


941 My heart is indiiag a ened matter. EM..6 l 


My heart is full of Christ, and longs 
Its glorious matter to declare! 
Of him I make my loftier songs, 
I cannot from his praise forbear; 
My ready tongue makes haste to sing 
The glories of my heavenly King. 


Fairer than all the earth-born race, 
Perfect in comeliness thou art; 
Replenish’d are thy lips with grace, 

And full of love thy tender heart: 
God ever blest! we bow the knee, 
And own all fulness dwells in Thee. 


Gird on thy thigh the Spirit’s sword, 
And take to thee thy power divine 

Stir up thy strength, almighty Lord, 
All power and majesty are thine: 

Assert thy worship and renown; 

O all-redeeming God, come down! 


Come, and maintain thy righteous cause 
And let thy glorious toil succeed ; 
Dispread the victory of thy cross, 
Ride on, and prosper in thy deed; 
Through earth triumphantly ride on, 


And reign in every heart alone. 
Wesley’s Psalms and Hymns, 1743, 
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242-243 Gx We into alf the World. 


Macedon. L. M. 6 lines. H., 187% 
90” 


The soul’s ex-ceed-ing bit-ter cry,“Comeo’er and helpus, or we die.” 
A\ : 


Q4Q Come over into Macedonia and helpus. y+ w./5 Jesus, for men of Man the Son, 
Yea, Thine the cry from Maceden; 
Oh, by the kingdom and the power 
And glory of thine advent hour, 


These brethren to their brethren call, Vale oe E ’ 
And by the Love which loved them all, ica aah ie Mb teesierat 


And by the whole world’s Life they cry, Samuel J. Stone, 1875. 
i } ”) 
“O ye that live, behold we die! QAG Teow whom There detiered. 1 ae G 1, 


My Saviour! can it ever be, 

And wilt thou deign to smile on me? 
Yes! thou wilt own me on that day, — 
Thou wilt not cast my soul away; 

I know in whom I have believed; 

I know by whom I am received. 


2 How mournfully it echoes on! 
For half the earth is Macedon; 


3 By other sounds the world is won 
Than that which wails from Macedon; 
The roar of gain is round it rolled, 

Or men unto themselves are sold, 

And cannot list the alien cry, 

‘‘O hear and help us, lest we die!” 


4 Yet with that cry from Macedon Tis even so, my dying Lord! 

The very car of Christ rolls on; Cleansed by thine all atoning blood, 

‘‘T come; who would abide my day I venture to believe, that day, 

In yonder wilds prepare my way ; When heaven and earth shall pass away, 
My voice is crying in their cry; Will bring me bliss without alloy, 

Help ye the dying, lest ye die.” And consummate and crown my joy. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880, Sabbath Hymn Book. 1859. 
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Dhe Jkoug of Christ Constraineth 


244, Notwiting tober segaverh ot, 6 1.] 246 


Would Jesus have the sinner die? 

_ Why hangs he thus on yonder tree? 
What means that strange expiring cry? 
Sinners, he prays for you and me: 

“Forgive them, Father, O forgive: 
‘They know not that by me they live!” 


Thou loving, all-atoning Lamb, 

_ Thee—by thy painful agony, 

Thy bloody sweat, thy grief and shame, 
~ Thy cross, and passion on the tree, 
Thy precious death and life—I pray, 
Take all, take all my sins away! 


Oh, let me kiss thy bleeding feet, 

~ And bathe and wash them with my tears ; 
The story of thy love repeat 

__ In every drooping sinner’s ears; 

‘That all may hear the quickening sound, 
Since I, even I, have mercy found. 


Oh, let thy love my heart constrain, 
| Thy love for every sinner free; 
That every fallen soul of man 
May taste the grace that found out me; 
That all mankind with me may prove 


‘Thy sovereign, everlasting love. 
- Charles Wesley, ab. 1741. 


¢ I will arise and go to my Father. 
245 toe o LM. 61 


‘Weary of wandering from my God, 
And now made willing to return, 
I hear, and bow beneath the rod; 
For thee, not without hope, I mourn: 
I have an Advocate above, 
A Friend before the throne of love. 


O Jesus, full of truth and grace! 
More full of grace than I of sin; 
Yet once again I seek thy face, 
Open thine arms and take me in; 
And freely my backslidings heal, 
And love the faithless sinner still. 


Thou knowest the way to bring me back, 
My fallen spirit to restore; 

-Oh, for thy truth and mercy’s sake, 
Forgive, and bid me sin no more! 

The ruins of my soul repair, 


And make my heart a house of prayer. 
Charles Wesley, ab., 1749. 


244-247 


L. M. 


Notto the mount that burned with flame 
To darkness, tempest, and the sound 
Of trumpet’s tone that startling came, 
Nor voice of words that rent the ground, 
While Israel heard with trembling awe 
Jehovah thunder forth his law,— 


Ye are come unto Mount Sion. 
Heb. xii. 22, 


But to mount Sion we are come, 

The city of the living God, 
Jerusalem our heavenly home, 

The courts by angel-legions trod ; 
Where meet in everlasting love 
The Church of the first-born above ;— 


To God, the Judge of quick and dead, 
The perfect spirits of the just, 

Jesus, our great new-covenant Head, 
The blood of sprinkling,—from the dust, 

That better things than Abel’s cries, 

And pleads a Saviour’s sacrifice. 


Oh, hearken to the healing voice, 
That speaks from heaven, in tones so mild! 
To-day, are life and death our choice; 
To-day, through mercy reconciled, 
Our all to God we yet may give; 


Now let us hear his voice and live. 
James Montgomery, 1825. 


Of His ful: h an ived. 
947 ness Fler a received L. M. 6 lL 


Jesus, thou great redeeming Lord, 

The kingdom of thy peace restored 
Let all thy followers perceive, 

And happy in thy Spirit live; 
Retain the grace through Thee bestowed, 
The favor and the peace of God. 


Give all thy saints to find in thee 

The fulness of the Deity; 
His nature, life, and mind to prove, 

In perfect holiness and love: 
Fountain of grace, thyself make known 
With God and man forever one. 


Still with and in thy people dwell; 
Thy gracious plenitude reveal; 
Till coming with thy heavenly train, 
We eye to eye ‘‘behold the Man,” 
And share thy majesty divine, 


And mount our thrones oxnling thine, 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 


248 Shey shalk (ount nj on Wings sx Bentes. 


Huntington. L.M.D. Justin Morgan, 1747—1798. Arr. H../1 


dfrom pole 


{ 
And loud the mighty trump shall roll, And shake the worl 
rd ets 


248 Gps Gon shall comp. L. M.D. ies’ them se ere of glory waits; 

a the pearly gates 
2 They who on God rely, at length, orton: oy pe ates, , 
Triumphant shall renew ‘their strength, Shall welcome them to their Sons ae 
On eagle’s wings mount up on high, Oh, may we share that glory, Lord! 
While southandere sae prt Pca afail,| 4 Christ’s foes shall then his footstool be; 


: God’s glory, like a molten sea 
tor death ¢ ; sy shal ail: | 2 grory, 
aa cent Ley ae Shall fill the world from shore to shore; 


tes 4 f i ‘ o j j > tb 
Through all the shining realms of day. While songs shall rise like ocean’s roar. 


= apa iteiesh é Oh, soon may that glad morning come, 
3 In weakness sown but raised in power, | When all the blest shall reach their home; 
They see at length their triumph-hour ; " 


\ L ) There low before our King to fall 
Whilethrones and kings like chaff are whirl’d, . . z 
The ransomed saints shall judge the world. And hail and crown him Lord of all. 


pec H., 1880. 
Copyright H. L. Hastings, 1889. 68 


| Ohe Slory of the Tord shalt fe Reuenfed, 


4 949 Praise waiteth for nae, O God, in Zion. Tar, 9 51 


»Praise waits in Zion, Lord, for thee; 
Thy saints adore thy holy name; 
Thy creatures bend th’ obedient knee, 
And humbly thy protection claim. 


Thy hand has raised us from the dust; 
The breath of life thy spirit gave; 
Where, but in thee, can mortals trust? 

Who, but our God, has power to save? 


Eternal source of truth and light, 
To thee we look, on thee we call; 
Lord, we are nothing in thy sight, 
But thou to us art all in all. 


Still may thy children in thy word 
Their common trust and refuge see; 

Oh, bind us to each other, Lord, 
By one great tie—the love of thee. 


‘Here, at the portal of thy house, 

We leave our mortal hopes and fears; 
Accept our prayer, and bless our vows, 
And dry our penitential tears. 


Bo shall our sun of hope arise, 
With brighter still and brighter ray, 
Till thou shalt bless our longing eyes 


With beams of everlasting day. 
Sir James Edward Smith, 1814. 


BO) 32 een tee pee re 
Hark! ’tis the warlike clarion: 
On, to the battle, heroes, on! 
To arms! to arms! resounds on high, 
The voice of war and victory. 


Haste to the battle! See! the Lord 


Waves to the clouds his conquering sword. 


To arms! to arms! I hear the cry, 
On, on, to bloodless victory! 


The fierce embattled hosts of hell 
Before the dreadful onset fell, 

To arms! to arms! was once the cry, 
But now the trump sounds victory! 


Lo! the white war-horse treads them down, 


I know the rider by his crown. 
All hail! all hail! his legions cry; 
Jesus, be thine the victory! 


Unknown, cir. 1830? 
69 


L, M. 


249-252 


Comfort ye my people, Te MM 


Isaiah xl, 


Comfort, ye ministers of grace, 
Comfort the people of your Lord; 

Oh, lift ye up the fallen race, q 
And cheer them by the Gospel word. » 


Go into every nation, go; 

Speak to their trembling hearts, and cry,— 
Glad tidings unto all we show; 
Jerusalem, thy God is nigh. 


Hark! in the wilderness a cry, 

A voice that loudly.calls,—Prepare; 
Prepare your hearts, for God is nigh, 
And waits to make his entrance there. 


The Lord your God shall quickly come; 
Sinners, repent, the call obey: 

Open your hearts to make him room; 
Ye desert souls, prepare the way. 


The Lord shall clear his way through all; 
Whate’er obstructs, obstructs in vain; 
The vale shall rise, the mountains fall, 
Crooked be straight, and rugged plain. 


The glory of the Lord displayed 
Shall all mankind together view; 
And what his mouth in truth hath said, 


His own almighty hand shall do. 
Wesley, ab., 1742, 


252 L. M. 
Soon will the sleeping martyrs rise 

To meet the Saviour in the skies! 

No more they’ll cry, how long, O Lord? 
But be avenged and have reward. 


Yet for a little season. 
Rev. vi. ll. 


Then will the sleeping saints come forth, 
Who lie entombed in sea and earth, 
And, robed in immortality, 

Their Jesus face to face will see. 


The living saints, they too will be 
Remembered in the Jubilee; 

Caught up together in the air, 

The Saviour’s triumph they will share. 


For soon the trump of God will sound 
And earth shall quake to farthest bound 
As swears the angel, time shall be; 


Consigned to past eternity! 
Emily Clemens Pearson, 1848. 


253-254 Ghy Suu Hhalk wo (oye Co Down, 


Sunshine. L. M. i 
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As on the sea of life we sail, Oppressed withstorms and dangers, 
We sing a-midst each war-ring gale, There’s sunshine on the other--- 


a? 
a" 


2 53 The light of the sain shall be sevenfold, 7 yr, 954 Why stand hen — * a dayidle? >) yy, 
2 Though fiercely howls the stormy blast, | The God of glory walks his round, 


And wild the angry billows roar, From day to day, from year to year, 

Though life with clouds is overcast, And-warns us each, with awful sound, 

There’s sunshine on the other shore. No longer stand ye idle here. 

3 Though parted in the thickening gloom, | Ye, whose young cheeks are rosy bright, 

Yet we shall meet to part no more; Whose hands ar strong, whose hearts are clear, 

And shout, while bursting from the tomb, | Waste not of hope the morning light; 

There’s glory on the other shore! Ah, fools, why stand ye idle here? 

4 Oh, home of hope, and peace, and rest, | And ye, whose locks of scanty gray 

I sigh for thee, where woes are o’er; Foretell your latest travail near, 

To well with all the pure and blest, | How swiftly fades your worthless day ; 

In glory, on the other shore. And stand ye yet so idle here? 

5 Thou Saviour of the lone and lost, O Thou, by all thy works adored, 

Who hast our sinful burdens bore, To whom the sinner’s soul is dear, 

Thy blood shall save the tempest-tost, | Recall us to thy vineyard, Lord, 

In glory, on the other shore. And grant us grace to please thee here. 
H.. 1865. Reginaid Heber, ab. 1783-1826. 
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255 


Away, my unbelieving fear! 

Fear shall in meno more have place; 
My Saviour doth not yet appear, 

He hides the brightness of his face; ” 
But shall I therefore let him go, 
And basely to the tempter yield? 

No, in the strength of Jesus, no! 

I never will give up my shield. 


' Iwill ice in the Lord. 
“Piab. ini. 18. L. M 


Although the vine its fruit deny, 
Although the olive yield no oil, 

The with’ring fig-trees droop and die, 
The fields elude the tiller’s toil; 

The empty stall no herd afford, 

And perish all the bleating race; 

Yet will I triumph in the Lord, 

The Goa of my salvation praise. 


Barren although my soul remain, 
And not one bud of grace appear; 
No fruit of all my toil and pain, 

But sin, and only sin, is here; 
Although my gifts and comforts lost, 
My blooming hopes cut off I see; 
Yet will I in my Saviour trust, 

And glory that he died for me. 


In hope, believing against hope, 
Jesus my Lord and God I claim; 
Jesus my strength shall lift me up, 
Salvation is in Jesus name: 

To me he soon shall bring it nigh; 
My soul shall then outstrip the wind, 
On wings of love mount up on high, 
And leave the world and sin behind. 


Wesley, 1742. 
256 


Look up, my soul, with cheerful eye, 
See where the great Redeemer stands; 
The glorious Advocate on high, 

With precious incense in His hands. 


An advocate with the Father. 
1. John. ii. 1. 


He sweetensevery humble groan, 

He recommends each broken prayer; 
Recline thy hope on Him alone, 
Whose power and love forbid despair. 


Teach my weak heart, O gracious Lord, 


With stronger faith to call Thee mine; 
Bid me pronounce the blissful word, 
My Father, God, with joy divine. 


Anne Steele, 1760. 


| 257 Sorts 


L. M. 


255-258 


L. M. 
Silent, like men in solemn haste, 
Girded wayfarers of the waste, 

We press along the narrow road 

That leads to life, to bliss, to God. 


We fling aside the weight and sin, 
Resolved the victory to win; 

We know the peril, but our eyes 
Rest on the splendor of the prize. 


No idling now, no wasteful sleep; 

We trim our lamps, our vigils keep ; 
No shrinking from the desperate fight, 
No thought of yielding or of flight. 


No love of present gain nor ease, 

No seeking man nor self to please, — 
With the brave heart and steady eye, 
We onward march to victory. 


Night is far spent, and morn is near, — 
Morn of the cloudless and the clear; 
Tis but a little, and we come 

To our reward, our crown, our home, 


Another year—it may be less— 
And we have crossed the wilderness, 
Finished the toil, the rest begun, 


The battle fought, the triumph won. 
Horatius Bonar, ab, b. 1808, 


958 Give unto pes glory fae strength. Li Me 
Give to the Lord, ye sons of fame, 
Give to the Lord renown and power; 
Ascribe due honors to his name, 


And his eternal might adore. 


The Lord proclaims his power aloud 
Through every ocean, every land; 

His voice divides the watery cloud, 
And lightnings blaze at his command, 


The Lord sits sovereign on the flood; 
O’er earth he reigns forever king; 
But makes his church his blest abode, 
Where we his awful glories sing. 


In gentler language, there the Lord 
The counsel of his grace imparts; 
Amid the raging storm, his word 


Speaks peace and comfort to our hearts 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 


259-260 


Ballstown. 


Shy Witt be Nong in Berth. 


1. NehemiahShumway, cir. 1801. Arr. H., 1880, 


1 Our Father, God,who art in heaven, 


Let 
Inst. or Solo. 


to praise The 


ev - ery voice u-nite 
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Thy Bogdan come, 
Matt. vi. 10. 


Thy name be hallowed far and near; 
Reign thou, O Lord, with boundless sway, 
May all the world thy word obey. 


8 Speed on the glad triumphant hour 
That shall reveal thy pomp and power: 
May thine eternal kingdom come, 

Thy will on earth like heaven be done. 


4 Give daily bread by which we live; 
As we forgive, our sins forgive ; 
From trials sore in mercy spare, 

And save from Satan’s every snare. 


6 Thenmay we with the blood-washed throng, 
From every nation, tribe and tongue, 
Cry, Glory to the great I Am, 
And, Worthy, worthy is the Lamb, = 
«» 1880, 


Copyright H. L. Hastings, 1880, 


L. w.; 260 


TL. M. 


I willsing and give pe, 
Psaim ¢ 1, 


2 Great King, our hearts’ petition hear} Awake, my soul, awake, my tongue; 


My God demands the grateful song; 
Let all my inmost powers record 
The wondrous mercy of the Lord. 


Divinely free his mercy flows, 
Forgives my sins, allays my woes, 
And bids approaching death remove, 
And crowns me with indulgent love. 


His mercy, with unchanging rays, 
Forever shines, while time decays; 
And children’s children shall record 
The truth and goodness of the Lord. 


While all his works his praise proclaim, 
And men and angels bless his name, 
Oh, let my heart, my life, my tongue 
Attend, and join the blissful song. 

Anne Steele 17(6—1778, 


72 


Wy are Mare fut Comyprerars, 
L. M.| 268 


Blessed be the King that : 
261 Luke xin 88. nape 


Ride on, ride on in majesty; 

Hark! all the tribes Hosanna cry; 

O Saviour meek, pursue thy road, 

With palms and scattered garments strowed. 


Ride on, ride on in majesty; 

In lowly pomp ride on to die; 

O Christ, thy triumphs now begin 
O’er captive death and conquered sin. 


Ride on, ride on in majesty; 

The winged squadrons of the sky 
Look down with sad and wondering eyes, 
To see th’ approaching sacrifice. 


Ride on, ride on in majesty; 

Thy last and fiercest strife is nigh; 
The Father, on his sapphire throne, 
Expects his own anointed Son. 


Ride on, ride on in majesty; 
In lowly pomp ride on to die; 
Bow thy meek head to mortal pain; 


~ Then take, O Christ, thy power, and reign 


Henry Hart Milman, 1827. 


This is the vi ° 
a LM. 6 I. 


262 
Surrounded by a host of foes, 

Stormed by a host of foes within, 
Nor swift to flee, nor strong to’ oppose, 
Single against hell, earth, and sin, 

|: Single, yet undismayed, I am;;| 

I dare believe in Jesus’ name. 

What though a thousand hosts engage, 
A thousand worlds, my soul to shake? 

I have a shield shall quell their rage, 
And drive the alien armies back; 

|:Portrayed it bears a bleeding Lamb; :| 

I dare believe in Jesus’ name. 


Me to retrieve from Satan’s hands, 
Me from this evil world to free, 
To purge my sins, and loose my bands, 
And save from all iniquity, 
||: My Lord and God from heaven he came; :|| 
I dare believe in Jesus’ name. 


Salvation in his name there is; 
Salvation from sin, death, and hell; 
Salvation into glorious bliss; 
How great salvation, who can tell? 
|: But all He hath for mine I claim ;:| 
I dare believe in Jesus’ name. 


Charles Wesley, 1749. 
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Micah vii. 18, near, 6.1. 


Great God of wonders! all Thy ways 
Are matchless, God-like, and divine; 
But the fair glories of thy grace 
More God-like and unrivalled shine: 
|: Who is a pardoning God like thee? :| 
Or who has grace so rich and free? 


Who is a God like unto thee? 
h 18 


Crimes of such horror to forgive, 

Such guilty, daring worms to spare ; 
This is thy grand prerogative, 

And none shall in the honour share: 
|: Who is a pardoning God like thee?:| 
Or who has grace so rich and free? 


In wonder lost, with trembling joy 
We take the pardon of our God; 
Pardon for crimes of deepest dye; 
A pardon bought with Jesus’ blood: 
|: Who is a pardoning God like thee?:| 
Or who has grace so rich and free? 


Oh may this strange, this matchless grace, 
This God-like miracle of love, 

Fill the wide earth with grateful praise, 
And all th’ angelic choirs above: 

|: Who is a pardoning God like thee?:| 


Or who has grace so rich and free? 
Samuel Davies, ab. 1769. 


Awake, Jerusalem, awake! 

No longer in thy sins lie down: 

The garment of salvation take ; 

Thy beauty and thy strength put on. 


Shake off the dust that blinds thy sight, 
And hides the promise from thine eyes; 
Arise, and struggle into light; 

The great Deliverer calls ‘‘Arise!” 


Shake off the bands of sad despair; 
Zion, assert thy liberty; 

Look up, thy broken heart prepare, 
And God shall set the captive free. 


Depart, ye ransomed saints, depart; 
The house of bondage quit; be clean; 
Called to be saints, be pure in heart, 
Abhor the loathsome touch of sin. 


Vessels of mercy, sons of grace, 
Be purged from every sinful stain 5 
Be like your Lord, his word embrace, 


Nor bear his hallowed name in vain. 
Wesley, ab. 1742. 


Awake, put on thy strength. 
4 Baton thy strength L. M. 


265 She Glory af God did Tighten Tt. 


wt he Shining Land. L. M, D. H., 1868, 


ZGH... 4 detter country, that isan heavenly. “y »¢) Hark! how'their harps and voices tell 


The glories of that radiant strand; 
And bid us breast the waves that swell 
Between us and the shining land. 


2 As voyagers on the stormy deep 
Look for some bright and sunny bay, 
Where winds and waves are hushed in sleep, 
And joy lights up the happy day: 

So o’er the tossing sea of years 4 Mine ear hath heard, mine eye hath seen, © 
We glance the eye and stretch the hand, | The glories of that home of song; 
Where, robed in fadeless light, appears} Though stormy billows roll between, 

The border of the shining land. I go to join the angel throng. 

But of the joys beyond the tide, 

The welcomes on that golden strand, 
The best shall be from Him who died 

To bring me to the shining land. 


3 There angel hosts of glorious ones, 

- With sinless hearts and stainless hands, 
Call us in glad and loving tones, 
And bid us welcome to their bands: 


H. 1863, 
By Permission. 74 
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Okey Teookgh for a City. 


266 L. M. D. 


Strangers and pilgrims here confest 
We journey to our promised rest, 

That city of foundations bright, 

The heritage of saints in light; 

O Salem! city of the skies, 

By 2 taal divine thy walls arise; 

And there in spotless beauty stands, 
The house of God, not made with hands. 


O Holy City, free from sin, 

And undisturbed by traffic’s din; 

No careworn throngs with restless hearts, 
Surgestruggling through thy crowded marts : 
No craft nor crime, no fraud nor greed, 
No poverty, nor want, nor need, 

Can reach us in that home of peace 
Where woes and wrongs and wailings cease. 
No pangs of birth, no mortal throes, 
No dying groans, no deadly woes; 

No sickness comes, and none grow old; 
No mourners walk those streets of gold: 
No tolling bell, no funeral verse; 

No mournful dirge, no plumed hearse ; 
No marble tombs, no graveyards green, 
Nor potter’s field shall there be seen. 


There shines the Lamb, that city’s light; 
There walk the saved in raiment bright ; 
By Him with hidden manna fed, 
By Him to living fountains led: 
Lord, grant that in that company 
We with the glorified may be, 

To gaze upon our Saviour’s face, 
And tell the wonders of his ence 


267 


Jerusalem, divine abode, 

The City of the living God, 

The splendors of eternal morn, 

Thy lofty walls and towers adorn. 
There angel forms in fadeless youth, 
Obey the God of love and truth; 

There saints in life’s fair book enrolled, 
Walk joyous through the streets of gold. 
There white-rob’d throngs with waving palms, 
Triumphant chant their holy psalms, 
And roll the anthems of their joy, 

Like mighty thunders through the sky. 
Our palace there already waits, — 

Lift up your heads, eternal gates! 

We come through Jesus’ blood to claim 


Our mansions in Jerusalem. 
Russian, Tr. John Bowring, 1830. 


A city which hath foundations. 
Heb. xi. 10. 


, 1980. 


The city of the living Gad. 
Tifep. sii, 22 L. M. 


266-269 
268 L. M. D. 


Ho! every one that thirsts, draw nigh, 
’Tis God invites the fallen race; 
Mercy and free salvation buy; 

Buy wine, and milk, and gospel grace. 
Come to the Living Waters, come! 
Sinners, obey your Maker’s call; 
Return, ye weary wanderers, home; 
And find my grace is free for all. 


See from the rock a fountain rise! 
For you in healing streams it rolls; 
Money ye need not bring, nor price, 
Ye laboring, burdened, sin-sick souls, 
Nothing ye in exchange shall give; 
Leave all you have and are behind; 
Frankly the gift of God receive, 
Pardon and peace in Jesus find. 
Why seek ye that which is not bread, 
Nor can your hungry souls sustain? 
On ashes, husks, and air ye feed ; 

Ye spend your little all in vain. 

In search of empty joys below, 

Ye toil with unavailing strife: 
Whither, ah! whither would ye go? 
I have the words of endless life. 


969 SECOND PART. L. M, D. 


Hearken to Me with earnest care, 

And freely eat substantial food; 

The sweetness of My mercy share, 
And taste that I alone am good. 

I bid you all My goodness prove: 

My promises for all are free: 

Come, taste the manna of My love, 
And let your souls delight in Me. 
Your willing ear and heart incline, 
My words believingly receive ; 
Quickened your souls by faith divine, 
An everlasting life shall live. 

All ye that in My word believe 

Shall see My love in Jesus’ face; 

The peace and joy of faith receive, 
And triumph in My saving grace. 

The trees shall clap their hands and sing, 
Mountains and hills their voices raise; 
Allthe new heavens and earth shall ring, 
With Jesus their Creator’s praise. 

The trees of God shall deck the soil, 
The plants of righteousness arise ; 
The Lord shall on his garden smile, 


His late returning paradise. 
Wesley, ab. 1740. 


Ho! arery = os thirsteth. 
sa. lv. 1. 
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love him too. Where he is gone theyfain would know,That they may seek and love him too. 
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la 
El |e ie 


970 My nelovers 53 zine r L. M 971 As the em * —— windows. 7 a 
When strangers stand and hear me tell} O Thou who art by all adored, 
What beauties in my Saviour dwell, In thine own name we meet, O Lord; 


Where he is gone they fain would know, | Thou dost to fellowship receive, 
That they may seek and love him too. | All who in truth on Thee believe. 


Oh, may my spirit daily rise Behold from winds and waters dark 
On wings of faith, above the skies, They haste for refuge to thine ark; 
Till I shall make my last remoye, Knowing that neither storm nor flood 
To dwell forever with my love! Can overwhelm the church of God. 
In paradise, within the gates, Poor wanderers from a world of sin, 
A higher entertainment waits ; We stretch the hand and take them in; 
Fruits new and old laid up in store; Oh, that as doves to windows fly, ; 
There we shall feed, but want no more. | The tossed and troubled may draw nigh. 
Religion bears our spirits up, Welcome, ye blessed of the Lord, 
While we expect that blessed hope, Come, feast with us around his board; 
The bright appearance of the Lord. For you He hath his table spread 
And faith stands leaning’ on his word. | And poured the wine, and broke the bread’ 
Come, my beloved, haste away, Come boldly in, nor doubt nor fear. 
Cut short the hours of thy delay: Your gracious God abideth here; ; 
Fly, like a youthful hart or roe, Joined with his saints in union be 
Over the hills where spices grow. Through time and in eternity. 

Isaac Watts. ab. 1709. H. 1880. 


Copyright, LH. L, Hastings, 1881. [6 
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God is my refuge! not one fear 
Shall move my heart when danger’s near 
Though foes surround on every hand; 
|: Sheltered in Him I safely stand :| 
My heart shall rest and sweetly sing, 

- Beneath the shadow of His wing. 


God is my strength! I stand secure— 
The windy tempest to endure; 

Though storms may beat and billows roll, 
|: Peace shall possess my inmost soul;:| 
With anchor cast within the veil, 

Nor storm, nor tempest shall prevail. 


God is my help! when foes assail, 
Strong in his strength I shall prevail; 
Though fierce the battle rage,and long, 
|: Pll raise a loud triumphant song; | 
In Him Pll shout the victory won, 
Before the conflict is begun. 


A present help in trouble’s hour— 

In Him temptations lose their power; 
Though darkness doth my sky o’erspread, 
|: Still by a hand divine I’m led;;:| 

His presence cheers the gloomy way, 
And turns my darkest night to day. 


Mary A. Ingalls, 1876. 
273 L. M. 


Thou whom my soul admires above 

All earthly joy and earthly love, 

Tell me, dear Shepherd, let me know, 
Where doth thy sweetest pasture grow? 


Where is the shadow of that Rock 
That from the sun defends thy flock? 
Fain would I feed among thy sheep, 
Among them rest, among them sleep. 


Why should thy bride appear like one 
That turns aside to paths unknown? 
‘My constant feet would never rove, 
Would never seek another love. 


The footsteps of thy flock I see, 

Thy sweetest pastures here should be; 

A wondrous feast thy love prepares, 
ought with thy wounds, and groans,and tears. 


O Thou whom my soul loveth, 
Songi. 7, 


He gives me bread -from heaven for food; 
My soul partakes his flesh and blood. 
Here to this feast my soul would come, 


Till my beloved leads me home. 
Isaac Waits, ab, 1709. 
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274 
Jesus, thy boundless love to me 

No thought can reach, no tongue declare; 
Oh, knit my thankful heart to thee, — 

|: And reign without a rival there?:| 
Thine wholly, thine alone, I am; 


O Jesu Christ, mein schonstes Licht, Lio. 6 la 


-Be thou alone my constant flame! 


Oh grant that nothing in my soul 

May dwell but thy pure love alone: 
Oh, may thy love possess me whole, 

|: My joy, my treasure, and my crown;:|| 
Strange fires far from my heart remove; 
My every act, word, thought, be love! 
O Love, how cheering is thy ray! 

All pain before thy presence flies; 
Care, anguish, sorrow, melt away, 

|: Where’er thy healing beams arise:] 
O Jesus, nothing may I see, 


-| Nothing desire, or seek, but thee. 


Unwearied may I this pursue, 
Dauntless to the high prize aspire; 
Hourly within my soul renew 
|: This holy flame, this heavenly fire; :] 
And day and night be all my care 
To cuard the sacred treasure there. 
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Oh, draw me Saviour after Thee; 
So shall I run and never tire; 
With gracious words still comfort me; 
|: Be thou my hope and sole desire. :| 
My health, my life, my light, my crown, 
Oh, take me, seal me for thine own. 
Oh, that I, as a little child, 
May follow thee, and never rest 
Till thou hast sweetly breathed thy mild, 
| :Thy lowly mind into my breast! :| 
Nor ever may we parted be, . 
Till I become one spirit with thee. 
From all eternity, with love 
Unchangeable, thou hast me viewed; 
Ere knew this beating heart to move 
|: Thy tender mercies me pursued. ;| 
Ever with me may they abide, 
And close me in on every side. 


What in thy Love possess I not? 

My Star by night, my Sun by day; 
My Spring of Life when parched with drought, 
|: My bread my fainting soul to stay, :|| 
My strength, my shield, my safe abode, 

My Robe before the throne of God. 
Paul Gerhardt. 1606—1676, Zi. J. Wesley, ab. 1789, 
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Homeward. 
a 


Auto they Desired Baven, 


L. M. 6 lines. 


Complaint, page 58, Hosanna, 


276 


2 ’Tis mystery all! the Immortal dies! 
Who can explore his strange design? 
In vain the first-born seraph tries 

To sound the depths of love divine; 
’Tis mercy all! let earth adore: 

Let angel minds inquire no more. 


His unspeakable gift. 
2 Cor. ix, 15. 


8 He left his Father’s throne above,— 
So free, so infinite his grace! 
Emptied himself of all but love, 
And bled for Adam’s helpless race ; 
*Tis mercy all, immense and free, 
For, O my God, it found out me! 


4 Long my imprisoned spirit lay, 

Fast bound in sin and nature’s night; 
Thine eye diffused a quickening ray, 

I woke, the dungeon flamed with light; 
My chains fell off, my heart was free, 

T rose, went forth, and followed thee. 
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L. M. 61.| 5 No condemnation now I dread; 
Jesus, with all in him, is mine; 

Alive in him, my living Head, 

And clothed in righteousness divine, 
Bold I approach the eternal throne, 
And claim the crown, thro’ Christ, my own, 


Charles Wesley, ab. 1739. 
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Fain would I leave the world below, 
Of pain and sin the dark abode; 
Where shadowy joy or solid woe, 
Allures, or tears me from my God! 
Come quickly, Lord! thy face display, 
And look my midnight into day. 
Till then, to sorrow born, I sigh, 
And gasp and languish after home! . 
Upward I send my streaming eye, 
Expecting, till the Bridegroom come: 
Come quickly, Lord! thy own receive; 


Now let me see thy face and live. 
Wesley, ab. 1739, 


We look for the Saviour. 
Phil, iii. 20. 


A Sure Roundution, 


278 A merciful ee Seta eh. Priest, Tee: I 280 


Meek, patient Son of God and man, 
With us in our temptation stay; 
Onr fainting, feeble minds sustain, 
And keep throughout the evil day; 
The evil day of doubts and fears, 
And fightings, till Thy face appears. 


We have not an High Priest in Thee, 
Who cannot our afflictions feel; 
The tempted soul’s infirmity 
With kind concern affects thee still; 
Touched with our every grief thou art, 
And bleeds for us thy pitying heart. 


For us by men and fiends distressed, 
For us by various passions torn, 
Who toil to enter into rest, 
Who for thy second coming mourn, 
And fill thy sacred sorrows up, 
And drink thine agonizing cup. 


Companions to the Man of Woe, 

Oh, let us still with Thee abide; 
Tempted, alas! to let thee go, 

And start from the command aside, 
By every wind of doctrine driven, 
To seek a broader way to heaven. 


Us, and our brethren in distress, 
Patient within thy kingdom keep, 
Sure all thy fulness to possess, 
Our harvest in the end to reap, 
Thy sinless nature to retrieve, 


And glorious in thine image live. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 


h habe den Grund gefunden. 
er ee eee non. a. 6 


Now I have found the ground wherein 
Sure my soul’s anchor may remain: 
The wounds of Jesus, for my sin 
Upon the cross of Calvary slain, 
Whose mercy shall unshaken stay, 
When heaven and earth are fled away. 


Father, thine everlasting grace 

Our scanty thought surpasses far: 
Thy heart still melts with tenderness; 

Thy arms of love still open are, 
Returning sinners to receive, 

That mercy they may taste and live. 
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SECOND PART, I. M, 


O Love, thou bottomless abyss! 

My sins are swallowed up in thee; 
Covered is my unrighteousness, 

Nor spot of guilt remains on me, 
While Jesus’ blood through earth and skies, 
Mercy, free, boundless mercy, cries! 


With faith I plunge me in this sea; 
Here is my hope, my joy, my rest; 
Hither, when hell assails, I flee; 
I look into my Saviour’s breast; 
Away, sad doubt, and anxious fear! 
Mercy is all that’s written there. 


Though waves and storms go o’er my head, 
Though strength,and health, and friends be gone 
Though joys be withered all and dead, 
Though every comfort be withdrawn ; 
On this my steadfast soul relies: 
Father, thy mercy never dies. 


Fixed on this ground will I remain, 
Though my heart fail, and flesh decay ; 

This anchor shall my soul sustain, 
When earth’s foundations melt away; 

Mercy’s full power I then shall prove, 

Loved with an everlasting love. 

Johann Andreas Rothe, 1688-1758. Tr. John Wesley, ab. 1730 


981 ap reeect ae aol rig pee L. Mu. 6 1. 
Redeemer, whither should I flee 

Or how escape the wrath to come? 
The weary sinner flies to thee 

For shelter from impending doom; 
Smile on me, dearest Lord, and show 
Thyself the friend of sinners now. 


Beneath the shadow of thy cross 
My heavy-laden soul finds rest; 
Let me esteem the world as dross, 
So I may be of Thee possessed! 

I borrow every joy from Thee, 
For Thou art light and life to me. 


Close to my Saviour’s bloody tree 
My soul untired shall ever cleave; 
Both scourged and crucified with Thee, 
With Christ resolved to die and live; 
My prayer, my great ambition this, 


Living and dying to be His. 
Augustus M. Toplady, ab. 1759. 
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Feteeming the Reproveh of Christ. 


L.M. 


William B. Bradbury, 1849. 
: ,’ ae 


Uxbridge. page 14, 


282 Tam not sige a ieee of Christ. 1 i. 2 83 


I’m not ashamed to own my Lord, 
Who lives by angels now adored ; 
That, Jesus who once died for me, 
Who bore my sins in agony. 


I’m not ashamed to own his laws, 

Nor to defend his noble cause; 

The way he’s gone is lined with blood; 
Oh! may I tread the steps he trod! 


I’m not ashamed his name to bear, 
With those who his disciples were ; 
Christian, sweet name! its worth I view; 
Oh! may I wear the nature too! 


I’m not ashamed to bear my cross, 

For which I count all things but: dross; 
Whate’er I’m bid to do or say, 

When Christ commands, I will obey. 


I’m not ashamed to be despised 

By those who ne’er religion prized} 
Nor will I prove to Christ untrue, 
For all that men can say or do, 


This world’s vain honors will I shun, 
The narrow way to life Pll run; 
That this at last my boast may. be, 


My Saviour’s not ashamed of me, 
Unknown, cir, 1831 ? 


That in Me ye might have peace. 
Rie 


L.M. 


My heart hath found a quiet rest 

In Him, the holy and the blest; 

Who, tortured on the gory tree, 
Suffered, and groaned, and died for me. 


Why should I doubt His tender love 
Who left for me the joys above? 
Enduring poverty and pain, 

That I eternal wealth might gain? 


Why should I doubt, and shrink, and fear, 
When tempted, tried and troubled here? 
No, I will trust that constant friend, 
Who loyes his people to the end. 


What reck I then, though pierced and stung 
By traitorous dart, and slanderous tongue— 
Since on my heart like balm doth fall 
His love, a solace ’mid it all? 


284 L. M. 


While life prolongs its precious light, 
Mercy is found, and peace is given; — 
But soon, ah, soon, approaching night 
Shall blot out every hope of heaven. 


While God invites, how blest the day! 
How sweet the gospel’s charming sound! 
Come, sinners, haste, Oh, haste away, 


While yet a pardoning God is found. 
Timothy Dwight, ab. 1800. © 


H., 1870. 
To-day if ye will hear his voice. 
Heb. iii. 7, 


Go Shem that Jeook for Bim Ho shalt Appear. 2852290 


985 The Lord peal cureruand the blessing. L. M. 288 


Command thy blessing from above, 
O God, on all assembled here! 
Behold us with a Father’s love, 
While we look up with filial fear. 


Command thy blessing, Jesus, Lord; 
May we thy true disciples be; 

‘Speak to each heart the mighty word, 
Say to the weakest, ‘‘Follow me.” 


-Command thy blessing in this hour, 
Spirit of truth, and fill this place 
With humbling and exalting power, 
With quickening and confining grace. 


O thou, our Maker, Saviour, Guide, 
Our gracious God, by us confessed ; 
May naught in life or death divide 
The saints in thy communion blessed. 


With thee, and these, forever bound, 

May all who here in prayer unite, 

With harps and songs thy throne surround, 

Rest in thy love, and reign in light. 
James Montgomery, 1825. 
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Lord, I believe were sinners more 
Than sands upon the ocean shore, 
Thou hast for all a ransom paid, 
For all a full atonement made. 


Thus Abraham, the Friend of God, 
Thus all heaven’s armies bought with blood, 
Saviour of sinners thee proclaim; 
Sinners, of whom the chief I am. 


A ransom for all. 
1 Tim. ii. 6. L. M. 


Thou God of power, thou God of love, 

Let the whole world thy mercy provel 

Now let thy word o’er all prevail; 

Now take the spoils of death and hell. 
Nikolaus L. Zinzendorf, 1739. Tr. J. Wesley, ab. 1740. 


2 87 Arise, shine i og oo is come. is ME 


Arise, arise! with joy survey 

The glory of the latter day: 

Already is the dawn begun 

Which marks at hand the rising sun. 


Auspicious dawn, thy rising ray 
With joy we view, and hail the day: 
Great Sun of Righteousness, arise, 


And fill the world with glad surprise. 
Thomas Kelley, ab. 1769-1855. 


Your redeplion: drawn nigh. L. M. 
Jesus, thy church, with longing eyes, 
For thine expected coming waits; 
When will the promised light arise, 
And glory beam on Zion’s gates? 


E’en now when tempests round us fall, 
And wintry clouds o’ercast the sky, 
Thy words with pleasure we recall, 
And deem that our redemption’s nigh. 


Oh come, and reign o’er every land; 
Let Satan from his throne be hurled; 
All nations bow to thy command, 
And grace revive a dying world. 


Teach us in watchfulness and prayer, 
To wait for thine appointed hour; 
And fit us, by thy grace, to share 
The triumphs of thy conq’ring power. 

William Hiley Bathurst, 1831. 
989 God is ome ore —_ strength. 

1. te 

God is our refuge and defense ; 
In trouble our unfailing aid: 


Secure in his omnipotence, 
What foe can make our souls afraid? 


L. M. 


Yea, though the earth’s foundations rock, 
And mountains down the gulf be hurled, 
His people shine amid the shock ; 

They look beyond this transient world. 


There is a river pure and bright, 

Whose streams make glad the heavenly plains ; 
Where, in eternity of light, 

The City of our God remains. 


Built by the word of his command, 
With his unclouded presence blest, 
Firm as his throne the bulwarks stand: 


There is our home, our hope, our rest. 
James Montgomery, 1771—1854. 


990 Unto our God Sones sod priests. 
Now unto Him who on the tree 
Our sins in his own body bore; 
Be honor, strength and majesty; 
Dominion now, and evermore. 


L. M. 


Thou hast redeemed us by thy blood, 
O Lamb of God, for sinners slain; 
Hast made us kings and priests to God, 


And we with thee on earth shall reign. 
H., 1881. 
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2 The rocks can rend; the earth can quake; 
The seas can roar; the mountains shake: 
Of feeling, all things show some sign, 
But this unfeeling heart of mine. 


3 To hear the sorrows thou hast felt, 
O Lord, an adamant would melt: 

But I can read each moving line, 

And nothing move this heart of mine. 


I will take away the stony heart. 
Ezek i. 26 


Zek. XXXV1. 2b, 


4 Thy judgments, too, which devils fear— 
Amazing thought !—unmoved I hear; 
Goodness and wrath in vain combine 
To stir this stupid heart of mine. 


5 But power divine can do the deed; 
And, Lord, that power I greatly need: 
Thy Spirit can from dross refine, 


And melt and change this heart of mine. 
Joseph Hart, 1762. 


Be at peace among 
1 Thess, v. 
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Now by the mercies of my Lord, 

His sharp distress, his sore complaints, — 
By his last groans, his dying blood, 

I charge my soul to love the saints. 


yourselves. 
13. 


L. M, 


Clamor, and wrath, and war be gone, 
Envy and spite forever cease; 

Let bitter words no more be known 
Among the saints, the sons of peace. 


L. m.| The Spirit, like a peaceful dove, 


Flies from the realms of noise and strife 
Why should we vex and grieve his love 
Who seals our souls to heavenly life? 


Tender and kind be all our thoughts; 
Through all our lives let mercy run ; 
As God forgives our numerous faults, 
For the dear sake of Christ his Son... 


Isaac Watts, 1709. 
20 9hoy 3 Da ets LM 
Throughout the hours of darkness dim 
Still let us watch and raise the hymn; 
And in deep midnight’s awful calm, 
Pour forth the soul in deepest psalm. 


Amid the silence, else so drear, 
Think the Almighty leans to hear, — 
Well pleased to list, at such a time, 
The wakeful heart, in praise sublime. 


Still watch and pray, and raise the hymn, 
Throughout the hours of darkitess dim! 
God will not spurn the humblest guest, 
But. gives us of his holy rest. 


Glory to God, who is in heaven! 
Praise to his blessed Son be given! 
Thee, Holy Spirit; we implore, — 
Be with us now and evermore! 

Latin Breviary, 77. Plymouth Collection, 1855. 


Whom Baving not 
“ascent a 
O Jesus, great and wondrous King, 

‘tumphant over every foe; 
What untold gladness thou dost bring— 
All we desire in thee we know. 


Abide with us, O Lord, we pray, 
And let thy light within us shine; 
Seatter the mists of night away, 
And fill the world with joy divine. 


When thou dost dwell within the heart 
Then life’s pure light within we know; 
Swiftly earth’s empty joys depart, 
When in our souls thy love doth glow. 


Oh, sweet thy love, thou wondrous King; 
Pleasant beyond compare, and pure; 
Sweeter than we can say or sing: 

May it abide, abound, endure. 


Thy love is proved by all thy pain, 
By the out-pouring of thy blood; 
Through this we our redemption gain 


And share the vision of our God. 
Bernard of Ciairvaux, ab, 1091-1153. Zr. H., 1878. 


L. M. 
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Jesus, thou joy of loving hearts! 

Thou Fount of life! Thou Light of men! 
From the best bliss that earth imparts 
We turn unfilled to.thee again. 


Jesus, duleedo cordium. 
1 Peteri.8. 


Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood; 
Thou savest those that on thee call ; 
To them that seek thee thou art good, 
To them that find thee, all in all. 


We taste thee, O thou Living Bread, 
And long to feast upon thee still; 

We drink of thee, the Fountain Head, 
And thirst our souls from thee to fill. 


Our restless spirits yearn for Thee, 
Where’er our changeful lot is cast; 
Glad, when thy gracious smile we sce, 
Blest, when our faith can hold thee fast. 


O Jesus, ever with us stay, 

Make ali our moments calm and bright; 

Chase the dark night of sin away, 

Shed o’er the world thy holy light. 
Bernard of Clairvaux, 1091-1153, Tr, Ray Palmer, 1856. 


Sqqu wy Tour. 


294-297 


L, 996 Things. ..I hare meade boycbing the King, i. M. 


Jesus, thou everlasting King, 
Accept the tribute which we bring; 
Accept the well deserved renown, 
And wear our praises as thy crown. 


Let every act of worship be 

Like our espousals, Lord, to thee! 
Like that dear hour when from above, 
We first received thy pledge of love. 


The gladness of that happy day,— 

Our hearts would wish it long to stay 
Nor let our faith forsake its hold, 

Nor comforts sink, nor love grow cold. 


Each following minute as it flies, :, 
Increase thy praise, improve our joys; 
Till we are raised to sing thy name, 

At the great supper of the Lamb. 


Oh, that the months would roll away, 
And bring that coronation day! 
The King of grace shall fill the throne, - 


With all his Father’s glories on. 
Isaac Watts, ab., 1709. 


L. M. 
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‘All night in prayer’”—whilst others slept, 
Or, heedless, their wild revels kept. 

In Ionely spots, oppressed with care, 
The Saviour spent His nights in prayer. 


All night in prayer to God. 
Luke vi. 12. 


‘All night in prayer”—'tis joy to know 
I have such comfort in my woe; 

And whilst I watch, His pity share, 
Who often spent like hours in prayer. 


‘(All night in prayer”—I love to think 
His hand doth mix each cup I drink; 
And for my blessing doth prepare 
Each night of weariness and prayer. 


“All night in prayer’—O Saviour, Christ, 
My sins deprived Thy life of rest; 

And love for me didst make Thee bear 
The sorrows of those nights of prayer. 


sAllnight in prayer”—Ah ! morn shall come, 
A morn whose light shall guide me home; 
Its dawn will scatter gloom and care, 
And joy shall crown our nights of prayer. 
Elizabeth Annable Needham, ab., 1868. 
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Missionary Chant. 


298 L. M. 


2 He’ll shield you with a wall of fire, 
With holy zeal your hearts inspire, 
Bid raging winds their fury cease, 
And calm the savage breast to peace. 


Go ye into all the world. 
Mark xvi. 15. 


38 And when our labors all are o’er, 
Then shall we meet to part no more— 
Meet, with the blood-bought throng to fall, 
And crown the Saviour Lord of all. 
Bourne Hall Draper, ab. 1803. 


And being in an agony, he prayed. 
299 ikea L. M, 


Within the garden’s whispering shade, 
He knelt in anguish and alone; 

And mid the gathering gloom he prayed, 
While crushed by burdens not his own. 


‘(My Father, if thou wilt, remove 
This cup of woe and wrath divine; 
But if I must its anguish prove, 

Then not my will be done, but thine.” 


Alone he knelt, alone he wept; 

Our cup he drank and for us prayed; 
My soul awake! for thou hast slept 
While Christ thy Master was betrayed. 


Lord, think upon that hour of gloom, 
Thy tears, thy blood, thine agony; 
The cross, the darkness and the tomb, 


Then, O my Saviour, think on me! 
H., 1881. 


Havertheless, Not My Will, but Ghine, 
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*Tis midnight; and on Olive’s brow 
The star is dimmed that lately shone; 
Tis midnight; in the garden now 
The suffering Saviour prays alone. 


"Tis midnight; and, from all removed, ~ 
The Saviour wrestles lone with fears; 
H’en that disciple whom he loved 
Heeds not his Master’s grief and tears. 


‘Tis midnight; and, for others’ guilt, 
The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood; 
Yet he, who hath in anguish knelt, 
Is not forsaken by his God. 


"Tis midnight; and from ether-plains 
Is borne the song that angels know; 
Unheard by mortals are the strains 


That sweetly soothe the Saviour’s woe. 


William Bingham Tappan, 1829. 


Great is the Lord and greatly to b: ised. 
Psalm xiviii. es _— L. M. 
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Great is the Lord, our tongues shall tell, 
The power and glory of his grace, 

And join in the strains that seraphs swell 
Before his throne with veiléd face. 


To him our lofty songs we raise, 
To him be endless worship given; 
To him be honor, power, and praise, 
From all that breathe in earth and heay’n. 
H., 1880, 


— 


. 
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Awake, my tongue; thy tribute bring 
To Him who gave thee power to sing; 
Praise Him who has all praise above, 
The source of wisdom and of love. 


How vast Iris knowledge! how profound! 
A depth where all our thoughts are drowned! 
The stars he numbers, and their names 
He gives to all those heavenly flames. 


Through each bright world above, behold 
Ten thousand thousand charms unfold ; 
Earth, air, and mighty seas, combine 
To speak his wisdom all divine. 


But in redemption, Oh, what grace! 
Its wonders, Oh, what thought can trace! 
Here wisdom shines forever bright; 


Praise him, my soul, with sweet delight. 
vs. 1-3. John Needham, 1768. 


803 Fret not pee. See evil-doers. L. 


Be still, my heart; what though the strife 
Of lawless tongues may vex thy life; 

Man’s day is short, his judgment light, — 
The greater Judge makes all things right. 


Let not thy spirit be dismayed, 
Though hosts against thee are arrayed; 
Thy Master bore the scorn of men, 

Nor when reviled reviled again. 


Not like a taper’s glimmering beam, 
With flickering, faint, and fitful gleam ;— 
But steady as a silent star, 

He shone, unmoved by strife or war. 


Untroubled by earth’s babbling host, 
Anointed with the Holy Ghost, 

His light and life have ever been 
The life of God, the light of men. 


Thus, in this world of wordy strife, 
Oh, may we live the heavenly life; 
And shining on through storm and night, 
Walk as the children of the light. 


Father, preserve us safe from harm, 
By thy great Spirit’s mighty charm ; 
And when earth’s woes no more betide, 


Our souls in thy pavilion hide. 
H., 1870. 


With glory clad, with strength arrayed, 
The Lord that o’er all nature reigns, 
The world’s foundations strongly laid, 
And the vast fabric still sustains. 


How surely ’stablished is thy throne, 
Which shall no change or period see! 
For thou, O Lord, and thou alone 
Art God from all eternity. 


The floods, O Lord, lift up their voice, 
And toss their troubled waves on high; 
But God above can still their noise, 
And make the angry sea comply. 


? 


Thy promise, Lord, is ever sure: 
And they that in thy house would dwell, 
That happy station to secure, 


Must still in holiness excel. 
Nahum Tate and Nicholas Brady, 1696. 
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Let the seventh angel sound on high, 
Let shouts be heard through all the sky; 
King of the earth, with glad accord, 
Give up your kingdoms to the Lord. 


The seventh angel sounded. 
Rev. xi. 15. 


Almighty God, thy power assume, 
Who wast, and art, and art to come; 
Jesus the Lamb, who once was slain, 
Forever live, forever reign. 


The holy ones in heaven, adore 

The King who takes his royal power; 
While angry nations dread their doom, 
And quail because thy wrath has come. 


Now must the rising dead appear, 
Now the decisive sentence hear; 
Now the dear martyrs of the Lord 


Receive an infinite reward. 
Isaac Watts, 1709, ab. v. 3, H., 1878. 
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Now bid us go in peace, O Lord, 
According to thy faithful word; 

And all along our pilgrim road, 

Be thou our guard, our guide, our God. 


Grace be unto you and peace. 
1 Cor. i. 3. 


L. M. 


Through all earth’s thorny, desert ways 
Conduct us ever to thy praise; 

And if we here no more shall meet, 
Bring us to worship at thy feet. 30) 


“9 
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Loving Kindness. 


A-wake, my soul, in joyful 


807 How exceuentis Thy loving kindness. 7 w| 8 There with their golden harps I'll join, 


2 He saw me ruined in the fall, 
Yet loved me notwithstanding all; 
And saved me from my lost estate; 
His loving-kindness is so great! 


8 Through mighty hosts of cruel foes, 

Where earth and hell my way oppose; 
He safely leads my soul along: 

His loving-kindness, Oh, how strong! 


4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gathered thick and thundered loud, 
He near my soul has always stood ; 

His loving-kindness, Oh, how good! 


5 Often I feel my sinful heart 
Prone from my Jesus to depart; 
But though I oft have him forgot, 
His loving-kindness changes not; 


6 So when I pass death’s gloomy vale, 
And life and mortal powers shall fail; 
Oh, may my last, expiring breath 

His loving-kindness sing in death; 


7 When conquered death shall yield its prey, 
When Christ shall call us hence away ; 
Then shall I sing, with sweet surprise, 
His loving-kindness in the skies. 


- kindness Oh,how free!) 
es. 


And with their anthems mingle mine; 
And loudly sound on every chord, 


The loving-kindness of the Lord. 
Samuel Medley, 1787. 
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The loving-kindness of the Lord. 
sa. Lxiii. 7. 
Thy loying-kindness, Lord, I sing, 
Of grace and life the sacred spring ;—- 
In blood o’erflowing, rich and free, 
In loving-kindness shed for me. 


I to thy mercy-seat repair, 

And find thy loving-kindness there; 
And when to thy sweet word I go, 
Thy loving-kindness there I know, 


Each evening from the world apart, 
Thy loving-kindness cheers my heart; 
And when the day salutes my eyes, 
Thy loving-kindness doth arise. 


Lord, from the moment of my birth, 

I’ve nothing known but love on earth; 

By day, by night, where’er I be, 

Thy loving-kindness follows me. 

From daily sin and daily woe, 

Thy loving-kindness saves me now; 

And I will praise, for sins forgiven, 

Thy loving-kindness, all, in‘heaven. 
George Barell Cheever, 1845. 
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Chere Retaineth therefor, a Rest. 


309-310 


Coing Home. L. M. Dr. Wm. Miller, 1854, 
ss Ps SNS aieetesame —— — } lene 


1 How many years has man been driven Far off from hap-pi-ness and heaven! 
When wilt thou,gracious Lord, restore ‘Thy wandering church,to roam no more? 


Thy~kingdom come, thy will be 


done On earth as round thy heavenly throne, 


_ Where shin-ing hosts a- dor - ing sing The praise of our Al -- = - mighty King. 


809 


How many years has man been driven 
Far off from happiness and heaven! 
When wilt thou, gracious Lord, restore 
Thy wandering church to roam no more? 


Looking for, and hasting unto. 
2 Peter iii. 12. 


Six thousand years are nearly past 
Since Adam from thy sight was cast, 
And ever since his fallen race, 

From age to age are void of grace. 


When will the happy trump proclaim, 
The judgment of the martyred lamb? 
When shall the captive troops be free, 
And keep the eternal jubilee? 


Hasten it, Lord, in every land, 

Send thou thine angels, and command, 
“Go, sound deliverance; loudly blow 
Salvation to the saints below.” 


We long to have the Day appear, 

The promised great Sabbatic year, 
When, far from grief, and sin, and hell, 
Israel in ceaseless: peace shall dwell. 


Till then we will not let thee rest; 
Thou still shalt hear our strong request: 
And this our daily prayer shall be, 


Lord, sound the trump of jubilee. 
John Cennick, b. 1717. John Rippon, b. 1751. 
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L. M. 310 Whose peal ones poke is God. 


L, M. 


My heavenly home is bright and fair; 
No pain nor death can enter there: 
Its glittering towers the sun outshine ; 
That heavenly mansion shall be mine, 
Chorus: ’'m going home, I’m going home, 
I’m going home to die no more; 
To die no more, to die no more, 
I’m going home to die no more. 
While here, a stranger far from home, 
Affliction’s waves may round me foam; 
And tho’, like Lazarus, sick and poor, 
My heavenly mansion is secure. 


Let others seek a home below, 

Which flames devour, or waves o’erflow; 
Be mine a happier lot to own 

A heavenly mansion near the throne, 


Then fail the earth, let stars decline, 
And sun and moon refuse to shine, 
All nature sink and cease to be, 


That heavenly mansion stands for me. 
William Hunter ab. 1843. 


Ye wandering souls, who weary roam, 
Afar from God and peace and home; 
The Saviour calls you, come away, 


And seek a heavenly home to-day. 
H., 1882. 
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2 Beneath the shadow of thy throne 
Thy saints have dwelt secure ; 
Sufficient is thine arm alone, 
And our defence is sure. 


3 Before the hills in order stood, 
Or earth received her frame, 

From everlasting thou art God, 
To endless years the same. 


And turn to earth again. 


5 A thousand ages in thy sight 
Are like an evening gone, 

Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising dawn, 


6 Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 
Bears all its sons away ; 

They fly, forgotten—as a dream 
Dies at the opening day. 


7% Our God, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come, 
Be thou our guard while troubles last, 


And our eternal home. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 


ioe) 
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Our dwelling-place in all generations. 
. ia xe. 1, : Cc. M. 312 


4 Thy word commands our flesh to dust,— 
‘Return, ye sons of men ;” 
All nations rose from earth at first, 


8 


Ghe Neud shall be Raised Fucorrnptibty. 


Aaron Williams, 1760, rrom the Welsh. 
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The = ; ree sound, Cc. M 
When the last trumpet’s awful voice 
This rending earth shall shake, 
When op’ning graves shall yield their charge 
And dust to life awake; 


Those bodies that corrupted fell 
Shall incorrupted rise, 

And mortal forms shall spring to life 
Immortal in the skies, 


Behold, what heavenly prophets sung 
Is now at last fulfilled, 

That Death should yield his ancient reign, 
And, vanquished, quit the field. 


Let Faith exalt her joyful voice, 
And thus begin to sing; 
O grave! where is thy triumph now! 
d where, O death! thy sting? 


Then steadfast let us still remain, 
Though dangers rise around, 

And in the work prescribed by God 
Yet more and more abound. 


Assured that though we labor now, 
We labor not in vain, 
But through the grace of heaven’s great Lord 
Th’ eternal crown shall gain, 
William Cameron, ab. 1751—1811. 


Ghat Great Shepherd of the Shoop, 


B19 My vice shalt thoe bear - themorning. ¢, y7.| 8215 


Lord! in the morning thou shalt hear 
My voice ascending high; 

To thee will I direct my prayer, 
To thee lift up mine eye; 


Up to the hills where Christ is gone, 
To plead for all his saints, 

Presenting at his Father’s throne 
Our songs and our complaints. 


Thou art a God before whose sight 
The wicked shall not stand; 

Sinners shall ne’er be thy delight, 
Nor dwell at thy right hand. 


But to thy house will I resort, 
To taste thy mercies there; 

I will frequent thy holy court, 
And worship in thy fear. 

Oh, may thy Spirit guide my feet 
In ways of righteousness! 

Make every path of duty straight 
And plain before my face. 


The men that love and fear thy name 
Shall see their hopes fulfilled; 
The mighty God will compass them 


With favor as a shield. 
; Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 
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Your fathers, where are they? 
Zech i. 5. ¥ Cc. M. 


What though the arm of conquering death 
Does God’s own house invade; 

What though the prophet and the priest 
In the dark grave are laid; 


Though earthly shepherds dwell in dust, 
The aged, and the young; 

Each watchful eye in darkness closed, 
And mute the instructive tongue ;— 


The eternal Shepherd still survives, 
New comfort to impart: 

His eye still guides us, and his voice 
Still animates the heart. 


“Lo, Iam with you,” saith the Lord, 
‘My Church shall safe abide; 

For I will ne’er forsake my own, 
Whose souls in me confide.” 


Through every scene of life and death 
This promise is our trust; 

And this shall be our children’s song 
When we are cold in dust. 


Phillip Doddridge, ab. 1755. P 
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In the spirit on the Lord's day. 
oh her vane Cc, M, 


May I throughout this day of thine 
Be in thy spirit, Lord; 

And full of humble fear divine, 
That trembles at thy word. 


Spirit of faith, my heart to raise, 
And fix on things above; 
Spirit of sacrifice and praise, 
Of holiness and love. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 
316 


O come a aaune uae the Lord. Cc. M. 
O, all ye nations, praise the Lord; 
His glorious acts proclaim; 
The fulness of his grace record, 
And magnify his name. 


His love is great, his mercy sure, 
And faithful is his word; 
His truth forever shall endure; 


Forever praise the Lord. 
William Wrangham, d. 1882, 
317 cM. 


What is the chaff to the wheat? 
Jer. xxiii. 28. 
What is the chaff, the word of man, 
When set against the wheat? 
Can it a dying soul sustain, 
Like that immortal meat? 


Thy word, O God, with heavenly bread 
Thy children doth supply; 
And those who by thy word are fed, 
Their souls shall never die. 
Unknown. 


818 C. M. 

Now may the God of peace and love, 
Who from th’ imprisoning grave 

Restored the Shepherd of the sheep, 
Omnipotent to save; 


Through the rich merits of that blood 
Which he on Calvary spilt, 

To make th’ eternal covenant sure 
On which our hopes are built; 


Perfect in every good work. 
Heb. xiii. 20. 


Perfect our souls in every grace, 
To accomplish all his will, 

And all that’s pleasing in his sight, 
Inspire us to fulfill! 


For the great Mediator’s sake, 
We for these blessings pray: 
With glory let his name be crowned 


Through heaven’s eternal day! 
Thomas Gibbons, 1769. 


319-322 
Dundee, orFronch. 


319 


2 Thou lovely chief of all my joys, ' 
Thou Sovereign of my heart! 

How could I bear to hear thy voice 
Pronounce the sound, ‘‘ Depart!” 


Before the judgment seat of Christ. 
Toa xiv. 10. 


8 Oh, wretched state of deep despair! 
To see my God remove, — 

And fix my doleful station where 
I must not taste his love! 


4 Jesus, who died upon the tree, 
Beneath my sins oppress’d ; 

Without a gracious smile from Thee, 
My spirit cannot rest. 


5 Oh, tell me that my worthless name 
Is graven on-thy hands! 
Show me some promise in thy book, 
Where my salvation stands. 
Isaae Watts, ab, 1709. 


That Chvist may dwell in your hearts. 
820 Eph. iii. 17, Cc. M. 


Oh might this worthless heart of mine 
The Saviour’s temple be! 

Emptied of every love but Thine, 
And shut to all but Thee! 


I long to find thy presence there, 
I long to see thy face: 
Almighty Lord, my heart prepare 
The Saviour to embrace. 
Augustus M. Toplaedy, 1759. 


Be shall Audqq the World. 


Scotch Psalter, Bite 
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And Twill give yon rest 
tt. xi. 28-90. 
Come unto Me, all ye who mourn, 
With guilt and fear oppressed ; 
Resign to me the willing heart, 
And I will give you rest. 


Take up my yoke, and learn of me 
A meek and lowly mind; 3 
And thus your weary, troubled souls 
Repose and peace shall find. 


For light and gentle is my yoke: 
The burden I impose 
Shall ease the heart which groan’d before 
Beneath a load of woes. ; 
Sabbath Hymn Book, 1859. 


322 Cc. M. 


I'll bless the Lord from day to day; 
How good are all his ways; 

Ye humble souls that love to pray, 
Come help my lips to praise. 


O sinners, come and taste his love, 
Come, learn his pleasant ways 
And let your own experience prove 

The sweetness of his grace. 


He bids his angels pitch their tents _ 
Round where‘his children dwell; © 
What ills their heavenly care prevents 

No earthly tongue can tell. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1718. 


The Angel of the Lord encampeth. 
Psa, xxxiv. 7. 


90 


Qh that Mew would Praise the Jhand, 323-328 
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God! we praise Thee, and confess 
That Thou the only Lord 

And everlasting Father art, 
By all the earth adored. 


To Thee, all Angels cry aloud; 
To Thee the powers on high, 

Both Cherubim and Seraphim, 
| Continually do ery: — 


O Holy, Holy, Holy Lord, 
Whom heavenly hosts obey, 
The world is with the glory filled 
F thy majestic sway. 
e Apostles’ glorious company, 
The Prophets’ crowned with light, 
With all the Martyrs’ noble host, 
Thy constant praise recite. 


The Holy Church throughout the world, 
O Lord, confesses Thee, 

And Thou Eternal Father art 
Of boundless majesty. 


Thy honored, true and only Son 
And Holy Ghost, the Spring 
Of never-ceasing joy; O Christ 


Of glory, Thou art King. Amen. 
; Tr. Nicholas Brady and Nahum Tate, 1703. 


The a E, sustained me. GM. 


m iii. 5. 


324 


Lord, for the mercies of the night 
_ My humble thanks I pay; 
And unto thee I dedicate 
The first-fruits of the day. 


Let this day praise thee, O my God, 
And so let all my days; 
And oh, let mine eternal day 


Be thine eternal praise. 
John Mason, 1688, 


‘And they shall mourn for Him. 
V gech. xii. 10. c. M. 
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Prepare us, Lord, to view thy cross, 
Who all our griefs hast borne; 

To look on thee, whom we have pierced, 
To look on thee and mourn. 


While thus we mourn we would rejoice 
And, as thy cross we see, 
Let each exclaim in faith and hope, 


“The Saviour died for me. 
Songs of the Church, 1862. 


The day approacheth, O my soul, — 
The great, decisive day,— : 
Which from the verge of mortal life 

Shall bear thee far away. 


Another day, more awful, dawns, 
And lo, the Judge appears! 

Ye heavens, retire before his face, 
And sink, ye darkened stars! 


Yet does one short, preparing hour— 
One precious hour—remain; 

Rouse, then, my soul, with all thy power, 
Nor let it passin vain. ; 


For this thy temple, Lord, we throng; 
For this, thy board surround ; 
Here may our service be approved, 


And in thy presence crowned. 
Philip Doddridge, ab. 17021715, 


C. M, 


For mercies countless as the sands, 
Which daily I receive 

From Jesus my Redeemer’s hands, 
My soul, what canst thou give? 


Alas! from such a heart as mine 
What can I bring Him forth? 

My best is stain’d and dyed with sin; 
My all is nothing worth. 


Yet this acknowledgment I'll make 
For all He has bestow’d; 

Salvation’s sacred cup I’ll take, 
And call upon my God. 


The best return for one like me, 
So wretched and so poor, 

Is from his gifts to draw a plea, 
And ask him still for more. 


I cannot serve him as I ought; 
No works have I to boast; 
Yet would I glory in the thought, 


That I should owe him most. 
John Newton, 1779. 


827 What shall I render unto the Lord? 
Psalm exvi. 12. 


Come, ye blessed of my Father. 
"i Matt. xxv. a4) c. M. 


328 


O may I stand before the Lamb, 
When earth and seas:are fled; 
And hear the Judge pronounce my name, 


With blessings on my head. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709, 
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the man who hears In-struction’s warning 


UAinht 


R, Simpson, from the Spanish, cirf'1/550) 


L 


voices 


829 


2 For she hath treasures greater far 
Than east and west unfold; 

And her rewards more precious are 
Than all their stores of gold. 


8 In her right hand is length of days 
For those who heed her voice; 

Her left hand offers wealth and praise 
To make her sons rejoice. 


of pleasantness. “ Der Herr verlaesst die Seinen nicht.” 
Her ways sre way te Cc. M. 331 C. M. 


‘*The Lord forsaketh not his own,” ~ 
He hears their feeblest ery, — (Y 

The orphan’s wail, the widow’s moan, 
The weary pilgrim’s sigh. 

Have faith in God, and trust his love 
Who heeds the sparrow’s fall ;— 

The tender care of One above, nc 
Who knows and orders all. — 


4 She guides the young with innocence| Though days be dark and nights be drear, 


In pleasure’s paths to tread ; 
A crown of glory she bestows 
Upon the hoary head. 


5 According as her labors rise, 
So her rewards increase ; 
Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 


And all her paths are peace. 
Michael Bruce, ab. 1746-1767. v. 8. H., 1883. 


The King eternal, immortal, invisible. ; 
830 een Tits. i 17, C. M. 


Now unto the eternal King, 
Immortal and Unseen, 

God only Wise, to him we bring 
Honor and praise supreme. 


All power in heaven and earth is Thine, 
To Thee our tongues shall raise 

Worship, thanksgiving, joy divine, 
And never-ceasing praise. tenek ss 


92 


Nor sun nor stars in sight, 
Let Him thy drooping spirits cheer— 
At even-time send light. 
Helen A. Steinhauer, 1877. 
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Be patient yet a little while 
The sigh shall be a psalm; 

The shade shall vanish in a smile, 
Earth’s storm in heaven’s broad calm. 


Be patient yet a little while, 
Your cross shall be a crown; 
Glory shall all your grief beguile, 
Your shame shall be renown. 


Be patient yet a little while, 

Your labor shall be rest, ; 
Earth’s frown shall change for Jesus’ smile, 
Earth’s scoff for ‘‘Come, ye blest.’” 

HL, 1860. 


For i 3 hear Woven Cc. M. 


Watghing unter Pyayer. 
oc. 10} 886 


The Saviour bids us watch and pray 
~ Through time’s brief, fleeting hour, 
And gives the Spirit’s quickening ray 
To those who seek its power. 

The Saviour bids us watch and pray, 
Maintain a warrior’s strife; 

Help, Lord, to hear thy voice to-day ; 

_ Obedience is our life. 


The Saviour bids us watch and pray, 
For quickly he will come, 

To call us from our toils away 

a our eternal home. — 


fhe Saviour bids us watch and pray, 
For lo! the Judge is near; 
Oh may we joyfully obey, 
__ And watch till he appear | 
=> mas Hastings, b. 1784. 


. Take ye heed, watch and 5 
7° Mark ai 3 


334 O send ~ thy Tight 8 ay truth. Ce M. 


Hail, sacred truth! whose piercing rays 
Dispel the shades of night; 
Diffusing o’er the mental world 
The healing beams of light. 


Thy word, O Lord, with friendly aid, 
Restores our wand’ring feet, 
Converts the sorrows of the mind 
To joys divinely sweet. 
O, send thy light and truth abroad 
Tn all their radiant blaze, 
And bid th’ admiring world adore 


- bh ce. 
The glories of thy gra ohn Buttress, 1820. 


, and it shall be given you. 
Apkognt Take xi 8° Cc. M. 


835 


What father, when his children plead, 
Can disregard their moan, 

Or when they, hungry, ask for bread 
Will mock them with a stone? 


If we, though evil, yet can give 
Good gifts to children dear, ; 
Much more shall we His grace receive 

If we in faith draw near. 


Lord, we will seek, and knock, and wait, 
We shall not ask in vain, 

For thou wilt open mercy’s gate, 
And blessings we shall gain. 


H., 1680. 
§ 
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Speak, Lord, for thy servant 
1'Samuel i a benny C. M. 


Before thy mercy-seat, O Lord, 
Behold thy servants stand, 

To ask the knowledge of thy word, 
The guidance of thy hand. 


Let thy eternal truth, we pray, 
Dwell richly in each heart; 

That from the safe and narrow way 
We neyer may depart. 


Lord, from thy word remove the seal, 
Unfold its hidden store; 

And teach us, as we read, to feel 
Its value more and more. 


Thus, while thy word our weakness guides, 
O may we safely go 
To those fair realms where love provides 


A final rest from woe. 
William Hiley Bathurst, ab. 1841. 
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Teach me the measure of my days, 
Thou Maker of my frame; 

T would survey life’s narrow space, 
And learn how frail I am. 


Lord, make me to know mine end. 
Psalm xxxix, 4. 


Cc, M, 


A span is all that we can boast; 
How short the fleeting time! 
Man is but vanity and dust, 
In all his flower and prime. 


What should I wish, or wait for, then, 
From creatures — earth and dust? 

They make our expectations vain, 
And disappoint our trust. 


Now I forbid my carnal hope, 
My fond desire recall; 
I give my mortal interest up, 


And make my God my all. 
; Isaac Watts, ab. 1718. 
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Lord Jesus, in thy name we meet 
And in thy name we part; 

Guide thou our weary, wandering feet, 
Keep thou each trusting heart. 


Walk with us through each shad’wy vale, 
Lead us by waters still; 

Bring us, when heart and flesh shall fail, 
To Zion’s holy hill. 


Gathered together in my name. 
Matt. xviii. 20. Cc. M, 


H., 1881. 


339-341 
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How terrible art thou in thy works! 
Psalm xvi. 3. 


Tn all thy works art thou! 
To thy great power thy stubborn foes 
Shall all be forced to bow. 


3 ‘‘ Thro’ all the earth, the nations round 
Shall thee, their God, confess ; 

And, with glad hymns, their awful dread 
Of thy great name express.” 


4 Oh, come, behold the works of God! 
And then with me you'll own 

That he to all the sons of men 
Hath wondrous judgments shown. 


5 Let all the lands, with shouts of joy, 
To God their voices raise ; 
Sing psalms in honor of his name, 
And spread his glorious praise. 
Nahum Tate and Nicholas Brady, 1696. 


340 


To thee, O God, in thankful song, 
We lift the heart and voice; 

O may thy mercies tune each tongue 
And bid our souls rejoice. 


Praise is comely for the upright. 
Psalm some 1. prig! o. M, 


We praise thee for thy matchless love, 
Thy blessings full and free ; 
And join with angel hosts above 


To laud and worship thee. 
H., 1883 


Bhe Dead in Ohyist shall 


 O.M. 


ce. M.| 841 
2 And let them say, ‘‘How dreadful, Lord, | As Jesus died, and rose again, 


94 


Risq Hirst. 


of his name, And spread his glo - rious praise. r 
oe 


to 
Them also which sleep in Jesus. : 
1 Thess. iv. 14-17. C. 


Victorious, from the dead; 
So his disciples rise, and reign 
With their triumphant Head. 


The time draws nigh, when, from the clouds, 
Christ shall with shouts descend; 
And the last trumpet’s awful voice 
The heavens and earth shall rend. 


Then they who live shall changed be, 
And they who sleep shall wake; 

The graves shall yield their ancient charge, 
And earth’s foundation shake. 


The saints of God, from death set free, 
With joy:shall mount on high; 

The heavenly host.with praises loud, 
Shall meet them.in the sky. 


Together to their Father’s house 
With joyful hearts they go; 
And dwell forever with the Lord, 

Beyond the reach of woe. : 


A few short days of evil past, 
We reach the happy shore, 
Where death-divided friends, at last 
Shall meet, to part no more. — 
Michael Bruce, 1744-1767. 


Groky J ae Shy Servant. 


© Lord, truly I am thy servant. 


842 ; Psalm exvi. 1 


h, not to fill the mouth of fame 
* My longing soul is stirred; 
Oh, give me a diviner name! 

Call me thy servant, Lord! 


No longer would my soul be known 
"As uncontrolled and free; 

Oh, not mine own! oh, not mine own! 
~. Lord, I belong to thee! 


Thy servant,—me thy servant choose; 
Naught of thy claim abate! 

The glorious name I would not lose, 

i Nor change the sweet estate. 


Tn life, in death, on earth, in heaven, 
This is the name for me! 
The same sweet style and title given 


_ Through all eternity. 
: Thomas H. Gill, ab. 1855. 


i en 
Jesus, at whose supreme command, 
We now approach to God, 
Before us in thy vesture stand, 
Thy vesture dipped in blood! 


Obedient to thy gracious word, 
We break the hallowed bread, 

Commemorate our dying Lord, 
And trust on thee to feed. 


The tokens of thy dying love 
Oh, let us all receive; 

And feel the quickening Spirit move, 
And sensibly believe! 


The cup of blessing, blessed by thee, 
Let it thy blood impart; 

The bread thy mystic body be, 
And cheer each languid heart. 


The living bread sent down from heaven 
Tn us vouchsafe to be: : 

Thy flesh for all the world is given, 
And all may live by thee. 


Now, Lord, on us thy flesh bestow, 
And let us drink thy blood, 

Till all our souls are filled below 
With all the life of God. 


. MM. 


Wesley, ab, 1745. 
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Oh, that the Lord would guide my ways 
To keep his statutes still! 

Oh, that my God would grant me grace 
To know and do his will! ; 


Oh, send thy Spirit down, to write 
Thy law upon my heart; 

Nor let my tongue indulge deceit, 
Nor act the liar’s part. , 


Order my footsteps by thy word, 
And make my heart sincere; 
Let sin have no dominion, Lord, 

But keep my conscience clear. 


Make me to walk in thy commands— 
Tis a delightful road; 
Nor let my head, nor heart, nor hands 


Offend against my God. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


345 

O happy land! O happy land! 
Where all the blest shall dwell, 

We long to join that glorious band, 
And strains of rapture swell. 


In thy presence is fullness of joy. 
Vile | GasMy 


No lips unholy learn that song, 
Or join the transport there; 

The mingling voices of that throng 
Were tuned on earth in prayer. 


Thou heavenly Friend,thou heavenly Friend, 
Oh, hear us when we pray: 

Now let thy pardoning grace descend, 
Now take our sins away. 


Then may our transient earthly days 
Be given to watchful prayer: 
Till, gathered home to sing thy praise, 
We shall thy glory share. 
Elizabeth Rooker Parson, 1836. 


The King eternal, immortal, invisible. 


346 im. i..17; vi. 15, Cc. M. 

O King of kings and Lord of lords, 
Whose face no man can see; 

Who only, of all kings that reign, 
Hath immortality ; 


Who in the awful depths of light 
Dost veil thy radiant throne; 
To thee be praise, and power, and might 


Through ages yet unknown. 
H., 1833. 
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YT ad A tee st cg 
2 Night unto night his name repeats, | Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 
The day renews the sound ; Let thine outstretched wing 
Wide as the heaven on which he sits, | Be like the shade of Elim’s palm 
To turn the seasons round. Beside her desert spring. 
8 ’Tis he supports my mortal frame; ’ 
My tongue shall speak. his praise a Yes! keep me calm, though loud and rude 


; : : The sounds my ears that greet; 
My sins might rouse his wrath to flame : vas : citnbei 
But yet his wrath delays. >! Calm in the closet’s solitude; 


Calm in the bustling street. 
4 O God, let all my hours be thine, 


Whilst I enjoy the light; Calm in the day of buoyant health; 
Then shall my sun in smiles decline, Calm in the hour of pain; 
And bring a peaceful night. Calm in my poverty or wealth; 


aac Watts, ab. 1708, Calm in my loss or gain. 


848 After this manner therefore pray ye. CM 5 
Matt, vie. * "| Calm in the sufferance of wrong, 
Our Father, God, who art in heaven, Like him who bore my shame; 
All hallowed be thy name; Calm ’mid the threatening, taunting throng 
Thy kingdom come; thy will be done Who hate thy holy name. 
In heaven and earth the same. 


Give us this day our daily bread; tgeialoes rey of a or star 
And as we those forgive Moria i aff ge a thin ‘ 

Who sin against us, so may we Th? feel He hrough earth’s war, 
Forgiving grace receive. eraal (ae eee 

Into temptation lead us not; Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 
From evil set us free; Soft resting on thy breast, 

And thine the kingdom, thine the power, | Soothe me with holy hymn and psalm, 
And glory, ever be. And bid my spirit rest. 


Adoniram Judson, in Ava Prison, 1825. Horatius Bonar, ab. 1856. 


Ohyn Ward is a Teamp to my Reet, 


850 The eeenee. choy Beg gil light. CM, 


Father of mercies, in thy word 
What endless glory shines! 

Forever be thy name adored 
For these celestial lines. 


Here may the wretched sons of want 
Exhaustless riches find ; 

Riches above what earth can grant, 
And lasting as the mind. 


Here the fair tree of knowledge grows, 
And yields a free repast; 

Sublimer sweets than nature knows 
Invite the longing taste. 


Here the Redeemer’s welcome voice 
Spreads heavenly peace around ; 

And life and everlasting joys 
Attend the blissful scund. 


O may these heavenly pages be 
My ever dear delight; 

And still new beauties may I see, 
And still increasing light. 


Divine Instructor, gracious Lord, 
Be thou forever near; 
Teach me to love thy sacred word, 
And view the Saviour there. 
Anne Steele, 1760. 


Cc. M. 


351 


I love the Lord; he heard my cries, 
And pitied every groan: : 

Long as I live, when troubles rise, 
Ill hasten to his throne. 


I love the Lord; he bowed his ear, 
And chased my grief away: _ 
Oh, let my heart no more despair, 
While I have breath to pray! 


The Lord beheld me sore distressed, 
He bade my pains remove; 

Return, my soul, to God, thy rest, 
For thou hast known his love! 


I was brought low, and He helped me. 
Psalm exvi. 6. 


350-354 
BHQ Walkin the light as He is in the light, Gyr, 
Walk in the light! so shalt thou know 
That fellowship of love 
His Spirit only can bestow, 
Who reigns in light above. 


Walk in the light! and thou shalt find 
Thy heart made truly his, 

Who dwellsin cloudless light enshrined, 
In whom no darkness is. 


Walk in the light! and thou shalt own 
Thy darkness passed away, 

Because that light hath on thee shone 
In which is perfect day. 


Walk in the light! and e’en the tomb 
No fearful shade shall wear; 

Glory shall chase away its gloom, 
For Christ hath conquered there. 


Walk in the light! thy path shall be 
Peaceful, serene, and bright: 

For God, by grace, shall dwell in thee, 
And God himself is light. 


Bernard Barton, 1827. 
353 ©. M. 


The King of heaven his table spreads, 
And dainties crown the board; 

Not paradise, with all its joys, 
Could such delight afford. 


Ye hungry poor, that long have strayed, 
In sin’s dark mazes, come; 

Come from your most obscure retreats, 
And grace shall find you room. 


All ss are ready, come, 
att. xxii. 4. 


All things are ready; come away; 
Nor weak excuses frame. 
Crowd to your places at the feast, 


And bless the Master’s name. 
Philip Doddridge, ab. 1702-1754. 


354 


O all ye nations, praise the Lord, 
Each with a different tongue ; 
In every language learn his word, 

And let his name be sung. 


Let the earth rejoice. 
Psalm seria Cc. M. 


My God hath saved my soul from death, | His mercy reigns through every land; 


And dried my falling tears; 
Now to his praise I'll spend my breath 
And my remaining years. 


Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 
97 


Proclaim his grace abroad: 
Forever firm his truth shall stand ; 


Praise ye the faithful God. 
Isaac Watts, 1719- 


855-357 


Ortonville. 


Shon ant Hairer tym the Ohifden of wen, 


Cc. M. 


Ma- jes - tic sweetness sits enthroned 


Up-on_ the Saviour’s brow ; 


o~—_ 2 Ie 
ee 


355 


Majestic sweetness sits enthroned 
Upon the Saviour’s brow; P 


The chiefest among ten thousand. 
Cant. v. 10. 


His lips with grace o’erflow. 


No mortal can with him compare, 
Among the sons of men; 
Fairer is he than all the fair 
That fill the heavenly train. 


He saw me plunged in deep distress, 
He flew to my relief; 

For me he bore the shameful cross, 
And carried all my grief. 


His hand a thousand blessings pours 
Upon my guilty head; 

{Tis presence gilds my darkest hours, 
And guards my sleeping bed. 


To him I owe my life and breath, 
And all the joys I have; 

He makes me triumph over death, 
He saves me from the grave. . 


Since from his bounty I receive 
Such proofs of love divine, 
Had I a thousand hearts to give, 


Lord, they should all be thine. 
Samuel Stennett, ab. 1787. 


c.11.] BEG Tet heist may gagllia our heart ca, 


O Saviour, welcome to my heart; 
Possess thy humble throne; 
His head with radiant glories crowned, | Bid every rival hence depart, 


And claim me for thine own. 


The world and Satan I forsake; 
To thee I all resign; 

My longing heart, O Saviour, take, 
And fill with love divine, 


O, may I never turn aside, 
Nor from thy bosom flee; 

Let nothing here my heart divide; 
I give it all to thee. 


357 


Saviour, we seek the watery tomb, 
Tlumed by love divine; 

Far from the deep, tremendous gloom 
Of that which once was thine. 


Down to the hallowed grave we go, 
Obedient to thy word; 

Tis thus the world around shall know 
We're buried with the Lord. 


‘Tis thus we bid its pomps adieu, 
And boldly venture in: 
Oh, may we rise to live anew, 
And only die to sin! 
Maria Grace Saffory, 1828. 


Bourne's Collection. 


Buried with him by baptism. 
Rom. =4 = Cc. M. 


Blessed are the Pune in Beart, 
c.M.| 860 


358 


O for a heart to praise my God, 
A heart from sin set free! 

A heart that always feels thy blood 
So freely spilt for me! 


A heart resign’d, submissive, meek, 
My great Redeemer’s throne; _ 
~ Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone: 


Create in me a clean heart. 
Psalm li. 10. 


O for a lowly, contrite heart, 
Believing, true, and clean; 
- Which neither life nor death can part 
From him that dwells within: 


A heart in every thought renew’d, 
And full of love divine; 

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, 
A copy, Lord, of thine! 


Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart; 
Come quickly from above; 
Write thy new name upon my heart, 


Thy new, best name of love. 
. Wesley, ab. 1741. 


359 tan ate c 
Affliction is a stormy deep, 
Where wave resounds to wave; 
Though o’er my head the billows roll, 
I know the Lord can save. 


The hand that now withholds my joys 
Can soon restore my peace; 

And he who bade the tempest rise 
Can bid that tempest cease. 


Tn the dark watches of the night 
T'll count, his mercies o’er; 

T’ll praise him for ten thousand past, 
And humbly sue for more. 


When darkness and when sorrow rose 
And pressed on every side, 

The Lord has still sustained my steps, 
And still has been my guide. 


Here will I rest, and build my hope, 
Nor murmur at his rod; 
He’s more than all the world to me— 


life, God! 
Bepomennelry ty, “eat h Cotton. 17071782. 


. M. 


358-361 


Behold = = of God. O..M. 
Behold the Saviour of mankind 
Nailed to the shameful tree: 
How great the love that him inclined 
To bleed and die for thee. 


Though far unequal our low praise 
To Thy vast sufferings prove, 

O Lamb of God, thus all our days, 
Thus will we grieve and love. ~ 


Hark! how he groans, while nature shakes, 
And earth’s strong pillars bend: 

The temple’s veil in sunder breaks, 
The solid marbles rend. 


‘Tis done! the precious ransom’s paid! 
‘‘Receive my soul!” he cries: 

See where he bows his sacred head; 
He bows his head, and dies. 


But soon he'll break death’s envious chain, 
And in full glory shine: 

O Lamb of God, was ever pain, 
Was ever love, like thine? 


Thy loss our ruins did repair, 
Death by thy death is slain; 
Thou wilt at last exalt us where 
Thou dost in glory reign. 
Samuel Wesley, Sen., 1662-1735. 


The whole creation prospeth. 
om. Viii. 22. 


Cc. M. 
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The whole creation groans and waits 
Till we who love thee, Lord, 

Shall stand within thy temple gates, 
And shine,—the sons of God. 


The sons of God,—how bright they shine! 
No mortal eye can see; 

We, sinners, shall be made divine! 
We shall be one with thee! 


One with the Lord and all his saints! 
Thy nature in our own! 

Thy crown our rich inheritance! 
Heirs to thy royal throne! 


Thy throne to us no joy would bring, 
If we from thee were riven; 
For all our joy is in our King, 


And thou art allour heaven. 
Unknown. 


"99 


362-363 
Coronation. 


362 


Awake, glad soul! awake! awake! 
Thy Lord has risen long; 

Go to his grave, and with thee take 
Both tuneful heart and song. 


Now is Christ risen from the dead. 
1 Cor. xv. 


Where life is waking all around, 
Where love’s sweet voices sing, 

The first bright blossom may be found 
Of an eternal spring. 


The shade and gloom of life are fled 
This resurrection day, 

Henceforth in Christ are no more dead, 
The grave hath no more prey. 


In Christ we live, in Christ we sleep, 
In Christ we wake and rise, 

And the sad tears death makes us weep, 
Ife wipes from all our eyes. 


Then wake, glad heart! awake! awake! 
And seek thy risen Lord, 

Joy in his resurrection take, 
And comfort in his word; 


And let thy life through all its ways, 
One long thanksgiving be, 
Its theme of joy, its song of praise— 


Christ died, and rose for me. 
John 8. B. Monsell, ab. 1866. 


Gyomngd with Glory and Honoy. 
C, M. 


c. m.| 863 


nd crown him Lord ofall. 


On his head were many crowns. 
Rev. xix, 12. 


1 All hail the power of Jesus’ name, 
Let angels prostrate fall! 

Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


2 Crown him, ye martyrs of our God, 
Who from his altar call; 

Extol the stem of Jesse’s rod, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


83 Ye seed of Israel’s chosen race, 
Ye ransomed from the fall; 

Hail him who saves you by his grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


4 Sinners whose love can ne’er forget 
The wormwood and the gall; 

Go—spread your trophies at his feet, 
And crown him Lord of ail. 


5 Let every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial ball, 

To him all majesty ascribe, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


6 Oh that with yonder sacred throng, 
We at his feet may fall; 
We'll join the everlasting song, 
And crown him Lord of all. 
Edward Perronet, ab. 1780. 


Cc. M. 


Suet al the People Praise Oley, 


Cc. M. 


Miles Lane. 
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1 All hail the power of Jesus’ name, 
Let angels prostrate fall; 

Bring forth the royal diadem, 
To crown him Lord of all. 

2 Let high-born seraphs tune the lyre, 
And, as they tune it, fail 

Before his face who tunes their choir, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


A crown of pure gold on his head. 
Psalm xxi. 3. 


8 Crown him, ye morning stars of light, 


Who fixed this floating ball; 


Now hail the strength of Israel’s might, 


And crown him Lord of all. 

4 Crown him, ye martyrs of our God, 
Who from his altar call; 

Extol the Stem of Jesse’s rod, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


5 Ye seed of Israel’s chosen race, 
Ye ransomed of the fall, 

Hail him who saves you by his grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


6 Hail him, ye heirs of David’s line, 
Whom David Lord did call; 

The God incarnate, man divine; 
And crown him Lord of all. 

7 Sinners whose love can ne’er forget 
The wormwood and the gall, 

Go spread your trophies at his feet, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


8 Let every tribe and every tongue, 
That bound creation’s call, 
Now shout in universal song, 


The crowned Lord of all. 
Edward Perronet, 1780. 


: | 
All hail the pow’r of Je- sus name ; Let angels prostrat 
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William Shrubsole, 1780, 


e fall; Bring forth the royal 
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c. u.| 865 


None other name. 
Acts iv. 12. 


Oh, for a thousand tongues, to sing 
My great Redeemer’s praise; 

The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of his grace. 

My gracious Master, and my God, 
Assist me to proclaim, — 

To spread through all the earth abroad 
The honors of thy name. 


Jesus, the name that charms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease; 

Tis music in the sinner’s ears, 
Tis life, and health, and peace. 

He breaks the power of canceled sin, 
He sets the prisoner free; 

His blood can make the foulest clean; 
His blood availed for me. 


He speaks, and, listening to his voice, 
New life the dead receive; 

The mournful, broken hearts rejoice; 
The humble poor believe. 

Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ye dumb, 
Your loosened tongues employ; 

Ye blind, behold your Saviour conie; 
And leap, ye lame, for joy. 


Look unto him, ye nations; own 
Your God, ye fallen race! 

Look and be saved through faith alone; 
Be justified by grace. 


See all your sins on Jesus laid: 
The Lamb of God was slain: 
His soul was once an offering made 


For every soul of man. 
Charles Wesley ab. 1740. 


C.M, 
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366-3867 
Woodland. 


866 A merciful as Pitta High Priest. 


With joy we meditate the grace 
Of our High Priest above: 

His heart is made of tenderness — 
Tt melts with pitying love. 


Touched with a sympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame; 

He knows what sore temptations mean, 
For he has felt the same. 


But spotless, innocent, and pure, 
The great Redeemer stood, 

While Satan’s fiery darts he bore, 
And did resist to blood. 


He, in the days of feeble flesh, 
Poured out his cries and tears; 

And in his measure feels afresh 
What every member bears. 


He’ll never quench the smoking flax, 
But raise it to a flame; 

The bruised reed he never breaks, 
Nor scorns the meanest name, 


Then let our humble faith address 
His mercy and his power; 

We shall obtain delivering grace 
In the distressing hour. 


Isaac Watts, 1709. 1 


c. M.| 367 


We Haug a Creat High Privst. 


ineth therefore a rest. 
Tine en te. C. 


There is an hour of peaceful rest, 
To mourning wanderers given; 

There is a joy for souls distressed, 

A balm for every wounded breast: 
’Tis found alone — in heaven. 


There is a soft and downy bed, 
Tis fair as breath of even, 
A couch for weary mortals spread, 
Where they may rest the aching head, 
And find repose in heaven. 


There is a home for weary souls, 
By sin and sorrow driven, — 
When toss’d on life’s tempestuous shoals, 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls, 
And all is drear but heaven. 


There faith lifts up her cheerful eye 
To brighter prospects given; 

And views the tempest passing by, 

The evening shadows quickly fly, 
And all serene in heaven. 


There fragrant flowers immortal bloom 
And joys supreme are given; 

There rays divine disperse the gloom; 

Beyond the confines of the tomb 


Appears the dawn of heaven. 
William Bingham Tappan, 1822-1846, 


ro ere 


X Gilt Remember Shy Wandeys of Old. 
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368 


My soul, triumphant in the Lord, 
Shall tell its joys abroad, 

And march with holy vigor on, 
Supported by its God. 


A pillar in the temple of God. 
2 Rav. ia C. M 


Through all the winding maze of life 
His hand has been my guide; 

And in his long-experienced care 
My heart-shall still confide. 


His grace through all the desert flows, 
An unexhausted stream; 

That grace on Zion’s sacred mount, 
Shall be my endless theme. 


Beyond the choicest joys of earth 
Those distant courts I love; 

But oh, I burn with strong desire 
To view thy throne above. 


‘Mingled with all the shining band, 
My soul would there adore, 
A pillar in thy temple fixed, 


To be removed no more. 
Philip Doddridge, 1740. 


369 


I love to steal awhile away 
From every cumbering care, 
And spend the hour of setting day 
In humble, grateful prayer. 


Genesis xxiv. 


I love in solitude to shed 
The penitential tear, 

And all his promises to plead, 
Where none but God can hear. 


I love to think on mercies past, 
And future good implore, 

And all my cares and sorrows cast 
On Him whom I adore. 


T love by faith to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven; 

The prospect doth my strength renew, 
While here by tempests driven. 


Thus, when life’s toilsome day is o’er, 
May its departing ray 

Be calm as this impressive hour; 
And lead to endless day. 


Phebe Hinsdale Brown, ab. 1818. 
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To meditate in the field at eventide. Cc. M 
+ + 63. . . 


368-372 


The Rog of plory pe come in. CG. M. 

Lift up your heads, eternal gates, 
Unfold, to entertain 

The King of glory; — see, he comes 
With his celestial train! 


‘¢Who is this King of glory? — who?” 
The Lord, for strength renowned; 

In battle mighty — o’er his foes 
Eternal Victor crowned. 


Lift up your heads, eternal gates, 
Unfold, to entertain 

The King of glory;—see, he comes 
With all his shining train. 


‘¢ Who is this King of glory? — who?” 
The Lord of hosts renowned ; 
Of glory he alone is King, 
Who is with glory crowned. 
Nahum Tate and Nicholas Brady, ab. 1696. 


That the generation to come might know. 
371 paket aks Cc, M. 


Let children hear the mighty deeds 
Which God performed of old; 

Which in our younger years we saw, 
And which our fathers told. 


He bids us make his glories known, 
His works of power and grace; 
And we'll convey his wonders down 

Through every rising race. 


Our lips shall tell them to our sons; 
And they again to theirs, 

That generations yet unborn 
May teach them to their heirs. 


Thus shall they learn in God alone 
Their hope securely stands, 
That they may ne’er forget his works, 


But practice his commands. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


372 


Sinners, the voice of God regard; 
His mercy speaks to-day ; 

He calls you by his sovereign word, 
From sin’s destructive way. 


Let the wicked forsake his way. 
Isa. iv. 7. mi Cc. M. 


His love exceeds your highest thoughts ; 
He pardons like a God; 
He will forgive your numerous faults 


Through a Redeemer’s blood. 
John Faweett, ab. 1789-1817, 


873-374 
Arlington. 
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HA Finht uta my Path. 


Thomas A, Arne, 1744 
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doctrines shine, To guide our souls to heaven. 
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How precious is the book divine, 
By inspiration given! 

Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine, 
To guide our souls to heaven. 


Its light descending from above, 
Our gloomy world to cheer, 

Displays a Saviour’s boundless love, 
And brings his glories near, 


It shows to man his wandering ways, 
And where his feet have trod; 

And brings to view the matchless grace 
Of a forgiving God. 


O’er all the strait and narrow way 
Its radiant beams are cast; 

A light whose never weary ray 
Grows brightest at the last. 


It sweetly cheers our fainting hearts 
In this dark vale of tears; 

Life, light, and comfort it imparts, 
And calms our anxious fears. 


This lamp through all the dreary night 
Of life shall guide our way, 
Till we behold the clearer light 


Of an eternal day. 
John Fawcett, 1782. 1 


04 


Try us, O God, and search the ground 
Of every sinful heart: 
Whate’er of sin in us is found, 


Oh, bid it all depart! 


When to the right or left we stray, 
Leave us not comfortless; 

But guide our feet into the way 
Of everlasting peace. 


Help us to help each other, Lord, 
Each other’s cross to bear; 

Let each his friendly aid afford, 
And feel his brother’s care. 


Help us to build each other up, 
Our little stock improve; 

Increase our faith, confirm our hope, 
And perfect us in love. 


Up into thee, our living Head, 
Let us in all thmgs grow, 

Till thou hast made us free indeed, 
And spotless here below. 


Then, when the mighty work is wrought, 
Receive thy ready bride: 
Give us at last a happy lot 


With all the sanctified. 
Wesley, 1748 
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Thave set thee a watchman, 
£zekiel xxxiil, 7. 
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Let Zion’s watchmen all awake, 
And take the alarm they give; 
Now let them from the mouth of God 
Their solemn charge receive. 


Tis not a cause of small import 
__ The pastor’s care demands; 
‘But what might fill an angel’s heart, 
And filled a Saviour’s hands. 


They watch for souls, for whom the Lord 
_ Did heavenly bliss forego; 
For souls which must forever live, 
Or perish in their woe. 


All to the great tribunal haste, 
Th’ account to render there; 

‘And shouldst thou strictly mark our faults, 
Lord, how should we appear ? 


May they that Jesus whom they preach 
Their own Redeemer see; _ 
And watch thou daily o’er their souls, 


That they may watch for thee. 
Philip Doddridge, 1136. 


876 ™engeietsyemere ou, 

Thou, Lord, hast blest my going out; 
Oh bless my coming in! 

Compass my weakness round about, 
And keep me safe from sin. 


Still hide me in thy secret place, 
Thy tabernacle spread ; 

Shelter me with preserving grace, 
And screen my naked head. 


To thee for refuge may I run, 
From sin’s alluring snare; 

Ready its first approach to shun, 
And watching unto prayer. 


O that I never, never more 
Might from thy ways depart! 

Here let me give my wanderings o’er, 
By giving thee my heart. 


Fix my new heart on things above, 
And then from earth release ; 

T ask not life, but let me love, 
And lay me down in peace. 


Wesley, 1740. 
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Oo. M. 


What shall I render to my God 
For all his kindness shown? 

My feet shall visit thine abode, 
My songs address thy throne. 


Among the saints that fill thy house, 
My offerings shall be paid; 

There shall my zeal perform the vows 
My soul in anguish made. : 


How much is mercy thy delight, 
Thou ever-blessed God! 

How dear thy servants in thy sight, 
How precious is their blood! 


How happy all thy servants are! 
How great thy grace to me! 

My life, which thou hast made thy care, 
Lord, I devote to thee. 


Now I am thine, forever thine, 
Nor shall my purpose move; 

Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain, 
And bound me with thy love. 


Here in thy courts I leave my vow, 
And thy rich grace record; 
Witness, ye saints who hear me now, 


Tf I forsake the Lord. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


378 


That solemn hour will come for me, 
When, though their charms I own, 

All human ties resigned must be; 
For I must die alone. 


Thou art with me. 
salm xxiii. 4. Cc. M. 


All earthly pleasures will be o’er, 
All earthly labors done, 

And I shall tread the eternal shore, 
And I must die alone. 


But O, I will not view with dread 
That shadowy vale unknown; 

I see a light within it shed; 
I shall not die alone! 


One will be with me there, whose voice 
I long have loved and known; 
In Him my spirit shall rejoice, 
I shall not die alone. 
Unknown. 


379-381 
Maitland. 


1. Must Si- mon bear the cross 


ae. # 
2 We take thy cross, and follow Thee 
Through sorrow, scorn, and pain, 
That, suffering with our Saviour, we 
With him at last may reign. 


379 Him they compelled to bear His cross. 
Matt. xxvii. 82. 


8 We glory in the cross we bear, 
Nor would we lay it down 

Till Christ shall take us hence, to wear 
The never fading crown. 


380 


All praise to Him of Nazareth, 
The Holy One who came, 

For love of man, to die a death 
Of agony and shame. 


H., arr. 1881. 


This doin remembrance of me. 
" Luke xii. 19. 


Cc. M. 


Dark was the grave; but since He lay 
Within its dreary cell, 

The beams of heaven’s eternal day 
Upon its threshold dwell. 


In tender memory of his grave, 
The mystic bread we take; 
_And muse upon the life he gave 

So freely for our sake. 


A boundless love he bore mankind: 
Oh, may at least a part 
Of that strong love descend, and find 


A place in every heart. 
William Cullen Bryant, ab, 1794—1878. 
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The sufferings of Christ, ond the glory. 
381 S Pet. i. 1. s C. 


To Calvary, Lord, in spirit now i 
Our weary souls repair, 
To dwell upon thy dying love, 
And taste its sweetness there. 


: 
Sweet resting-place of every heart ; 
That feels the plague of sin, - 
Yet knows the deep, mysterious joy — 
Of peace with God within. : 
Dear,suffering Lamb! thy bleeding wounds, 
With cords of love divine, 
Have drawn our willing hearts to thee, 
And linked our life with thine. 


Thy sympathies and hopes are ours; 
Dear Lord! we wait to see 

Creation, all below, above, 
Redeemed and blessed by thee. 


Our longing eyes would fain behold 
That bright and blessed brow, 

Once wrung with bitterest anguish, wear 
Its crown of glory now. 


Why linger, then? Come, Saviour, come, 
Responsive to our call! 
Come, claim thine ancient power, and reign. 
The heir and Lord of all. 
Edward Denny, ab. 1899. 
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382 

Alas! and did my Saviour bleed? 
And did my Sovereign die? 

Would he devote that sacred head 
For such a worm as I? 


The sufferings of Christ. 
ok Bet, 2]. 


Thy body slain, sweet Jesus, thine, 

_ And bathed in its own blood; 

While, all exposed to wrath divine, 
The glorious Suff’rer stood! 


Was it for crimes that I had done, 
~ He groaned upon the tree? 
Amazing pity! grace unknown! 

- And love beyond degree! 


Well might the sun in darkness hide, 
And shut his glories in, 

When Christ the glorious Saviour died, 

_ For man the creature’s sin. 


Thus might I hide my blushing face, 
While his dear cross appears, 

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt my eyes to tears. 


But drops of grief can ne’er repay 
The debt of love I owe; 
Here, Lord, I give myself away, 


Tis all that IE can do, 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 


383 C. M. 
My Father, God! how sweet the sound! 
How tender, and how dear! 
Not all the melody of heaven 
Could so delight the ear. 


Whereby we cry, Abba, Father. 
Tgom. vil. 15 


Come, sacred Spirit, seal the name 
On my expanding heart, 

And show, that in Jehovah’s grace 
I share a filial part. 


Cheered by a signal so divine, 
Unwavering I believe; 

My spirit, ‘‘Abba, Father,” cries, 
Nor can the sign deceive, 


On wings of everlasting love 
The Comforter is come; 

All terrors at his voice disperse, 
And endless pleasures bloom. 


Philip Doddridge, ab. 1755. 
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Canticles i. 
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer's ear! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 


cM, 884 ' Thy name is as ointment poured forth. Cc. M. 


It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast ; 

*Tis manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary rest. 


Dear Name! the rock on which I build, 
My shield and hiding-place; 

My never-failing treasury, filled 
With boundless stores of grace. 


By Thee my prayers acceptance gain, 
Although with sin defiled; 

Satan accuses me in vain, 
And I am owned a child. 


Jesus! my Shepherd, Husband, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest, and King; 

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 


Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmest thought; 

But when I see Thee as thou art, 
Tl praise thee as I ought. 


Till then I would thy love proclaim 
With every fleeting breath; 
And may the music of thy name 


Refresh my soul in death! 
John Newton, 1779. 


How precious also are Thy thoughts. 
385 Ls Psalm cxxxix, vy, + Cc. M. 


Lord, when I count thy mercies o’er, 
They strike me with surprise ; 

Not all the sands that spread the shore 
To equal numbers rise. 


My flesh with fear and wonder stands, 
The product of thy skill; 

And hourly blessings from thy hands 
Thy thoughts of love reveal. 


These on my heart by night I keep: 
How kind, how dear to me! 

Oh may the hour that ends my sleep 

Still find my thoughts en thee! 


saac Watts, 1718. 
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2 Yes, every secret of my heart 
Shall shortly be made known, 

And I receive my just desert 
For all that I have done. 


Before the judgment seat of Christ. 
om xiv. 10. 


3 How careful, then, ought I to live,— 
With what religious fear, — 

Who such a strict account must give 
For my behavior here! ~*~ 


4 Thou awful Judge of quick and dead 
The watchful power bestow; 

So shall I to my ways take heed, — 
To all I speak or do. 


5 If now thou standest at the door, 
Oh, let me feel thee near! 

And make my peace with God, before 
T at thy bar appear. 


6 My peace thou hast already made, 
While hanging on the tree; 

My sins were there upon thee laid, 
And thou didst die for me. 


7 Ah, might I, Lord, the virtue prove 
Of thine atoning blood, 
And know thou ever livest above, 
My Advocate with God. 
Charles Wesley, 1768. 


Thave stretched out my hands unto thee. 
cou, | SOE ee Peat boxer. OM. 


Father, I stretch my hands to thee; 
No other help I know; 

Tf thou withdraw thyself from me, 
Ah, whither shall I go? 


What did thine only Son endure 
Before I drew my breath! 

What pain, what labor, to secure 
My soul from endless death! 


Author of faith, to thee I lift 
My weary, longing eyes; 


>) O, may I now receive that gift; 


My soul without it dies, 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1741. 
388 oO. M. 


For me vouchsafed th’ unspotted Lamb 
My load of sin to bear: 

I see his feet, and read my name 
Engraven deeply there. 


Forth from the Lord his gushing blood 
In purple currents ran; 

And every wound proclaimed aloud 
His wondrous love to man. 


Unto Him that loved us. 
Rev. i. 5. 


For me the Saviour’s blood avails, 
Almighty to atone; 
The hands he gave to piercing nails 
Shall lead me to his throne. 
Augustus M. Toplady, 1759. 


© Death, Where is Ohy Sting? 389-393 
889 Blessed are the goed mhich dia in the Lord. c. M. 892 The last magray Sisk shall be destroyed. C. M. 


Hear what the voice from heaven proclaims} How long shall death the tyrant reign, 


For all the pious dead! . And triumph o’er the just? 

Sweet is the savour of their names, While the rich blood of martyrs slain 
And soft their dying bed. Lies mingled with the dust. 

They die in Jesus, and are blest: When shall the tedious night be gone? 
How calm their slumbers are! When will our Lord appear? 

From sufferings and from woes released, Our fond desires would pray him down, 
And freed from every snare: Our love embrace him here. 


Let faith arise and climb the hills, 
And from afar descry 

How distant are his chariot wheels, 
And tell how fast they fly. 


Lo, I behold the scattering shades; 
The dawn of heaven appears; 

The sweet, immortal morning spreads 
Its blushes round the spheres, 


Till that illustrious morning come, 
When all thy saints shall rise, 

And, decked in full, immortal bloom, 
Attend thee to the skies. 


Their tongues, great Prince of Life, shall join 
With their recovered breath, 
And all the immortal host ascribe 


Their victory to thy death. 
~ Ver. “tes Watts) 1700; ver. 8,4, Unknown. | I see the Lord of glory come, 


And flaming guards around; 


390 Pe a C. M.| The skies divide to make him room, 
In memory of the Saviour’s love, The trumpet shakes the ground. 
We keep the sacred feast, I hear the voice, ‘‘ Ye dead, arise!” 
Where every humble, contrite heart And lo, the graves obey; 
Is made a welcome guest. And waking saints, with joyful eyes, 
By faith we take the bread of life, Pre ate the emnerted oer: : 
With which our souls are fed; They leave the dust, and on the wing 
And cup, in token of His blood Rise to the middle air; pm 
That was for sinners shed. In shining garments meet their King, 


: And low adore him there. 
Under his banner thus we sing 


The wonders of his love, Oh, may my humble spirit stand 
And thus anticipate by faith Among them, clothed in white. 
The heavenly feast above. The meanest place at his right hand 
Thomas Cotterill, 1812; Richard Whittingham, 1835. Is infinite delight. 
Thave fought the good fight. c. u.| How will our joy and wonder rise 
Le Ela. iF Thave Pouches When our returning King 
yEreas ond eT bad hance oi Shall bear us homeward thro’ the skies, 
: a “ 
Finished my course, and kept the faith, On lords <ermml plank ¥ asl Watts; 1709. 
And wait the sure reward. 393 I willfearnoevil, for thou art withme. (yy 
Salim XXill. 4 M3 2, 
God hath laid up in heaven for me Death cannot make our souls afraid, 
A crown which cannot fade; If God be with us there; 
The righteous Judge, at that great day,| We may walk thro’ its darkest shade 
Ss ; 5 ry ) 
Shall place it on my head. And never yield to fear. 
Nor hath the King of grace decreed Clasped in my heavenly Father’s arms, 
This prize for me alone; I would forget my breath, 
But ali that love and long to see And lose my life among the charms 
The appearance of his Son. Of so divine a death. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 
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Naomi. 
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my 


‘This and 


all my hope, 


rest shall be, Close to 


all my plea,“Forme the Saviour died 


Hot iy Bilt but Shing be Dong. 


H. G. Neegeli, 1832, arr. L. Mason, 1836. 
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2 My dying Saviour, and my God, 
Fountain for guilt and sin, 

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood, 
And cleanse and keep me clean. 


3 Wash me,and make me thus thine own, 
Wash me, and mine thou art; 

Wash me, but not my feet alone, 
My hands, my head, my heart. 


4 Th’ atonement of thy blood apply, 
Till faith to sight improve; 
Till hope in full fruition die, 


And all my soul be love. 
Charles Wesley, ab, 1740. 


Let the peace of God rule in your hearts, 
395 ; Col. ii 15. Cc. M. 


lather, whate’er of earthly bliss 
Thy sov’reign will denies, 

Accepted at thy throne of grace 
Let this petition rise :— 


Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 
From every murmur free; 

The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee. 


Let the sweet hope that thou art mine, 
My life and death attend; 
Thy presence thro’ my journey shine, 


And crown my journey’s end. 
Anne Steele, 1716. 
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Eternal Source of joys divine, 
To thee my soul aspires; 

Oh, could I say, ‘‘ The Lord is mine!” 
Tis all my soul desires. 


Thy smile can gild the shade of woe, 
Bid stormy trouble cease, 

Spread the fair dawn of heaven below, 
And sweeten pain to peace. 


My Hope, my Trust, my Life, my Lord, 
Assure me of thy love; 

Oh, speak the kind, transporting word, 
And bid my fears remove. 


Then shall my thankful powers rejoice, 
And triumph in my God; 
Till heavenly rapture tune my voice 


To spread thy praise abroad. 
Anne Steele, 1716-1778. 


My father’s God, and I will exalt Hi: 
397 ~ Exodus xv, 2. ‘ re Cc. M 


O God, to whom our fathers prayed, 
And joined in songs of praise; 

Thou art our God, our present aid, 
Our trust for endless days. 


Bless us, O Lord, beneath thy care, 
Still would we pray and sing; 
Accept our praise, and hear our prayer, 


Our Saviour, God, and King. 
H., 1883, 


Jiet ns Ram With Pationce the Rave, 


898-402 
Be still, and know that I am God. 
398 * Psalm xlvi. 10. Cc. M. 400 Wosnan, behold thy im Cc. M. 


Keep silence, all created things, 
And wait your Maker’s nod; 

My soul stands trembling while she sings 
The honors of her God. 

Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknown, 
Hang on his firm decree; 

He sits on no precarious throne, 
Nor borrows leave to be. 

His mighty voice bids ancient night 
Her gloomy realm resign; 

-ind lo, ten thousand globes of light 
In fields of azure shine. 


His wisdom, with superior sway, 
Guides the vast, moving frame; 

While all the ranks of beings pay 
Deep reverence to his name. 


Lord of the armies of the sky, 
Ruler of all below; 

The lowliest he exalts on high, 
He brings the haughty low. 


Not Gabriel asks the reason why, 
Nor God the reason gives; 

He that resists his will must die, 
But he that trusts him, lives. 


My God, I would not long to see 
My fate with curious eyes, 

What gloomy lines are writ for me, 
Or what bright scenes may rise. 


In thy fair book of life and grace, 
May I but find my name 
Recorded in some humble place, 


Beneath my Lord, the Lamb. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. ab. H, 


399 He that believeth andiis baptized. GoM 

Proclaim, saith Christ, my wondrous grace, 
To all the sons of men; 

He that believes, and is baptized, 
Salvation shall obtain. 


Let plenteous grace descend on those, 
Who, hoping in thy word, 

This day have solemnly declared 
That Jesus is their Lord. 


With cheerful feet may they advance, 
And run the Christian race, 

And, through the troubles of the way, 
Find all-sufficient grace. 


James Newton, 1787. 
111 


O Thou, whose filmed and failing eye, 
Ere yet it closed in death, 

Beheld thy mother’s agony, 
The shameful cross beneath! 


Remember those, like her, thro’? whom 
The sword of grief is driven, 

And Oh, to cheer their cheerless gloom, 
Be thy dear mercy given. 


Let thine own word of tenderness 
Drop on them from above; 

Its music shall the lone heart bless, 
Its touch shall heal with love. 


O Son of Mary, Son of God, 
The way of mortal ill, 

By thy blest feet in triumph trod, 
Our feet are treading still. 


But not with strength like thine, we go 
This dark and dreadful way; 
As thou wert strengthened in thy woe, 


So strengthen us, we pray. 
Alexander Ramsay Thompson, 1869, 


. M. 
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Give me a heart of calm repose 
Amid the world’s loud roar; 

A life that like a river flows 
Along a peaceful shore. 


Then had thy peace been as a river. CG 
Isaiah xlviii. 18. 


Come, Holy Spirit, hush my heart 
With gentleness divine; 

Indwelling peace thou canst impart; 
Oh, make the blessing mine. 


Above these scenes of storm and strife, 
There spreads a region fair; 

Give me to live that higher life, 
And breathe that heavenly air. 


Come, Holy Spirit, breathe that peace 
Which flows from pardoned sin; 
Then shall my soul her conflict cease, 
And find a heaven within. 
Unknown. 


Unto Him that loved us. ra 


402 Revelation i. 5. 


To Him who in his precious blood 
Washed us from every stain, 

And made us kings and priests to God, 
Be endless praise; Amen, 


» M. 


H., 1883, 


+ + 
403-404 Banpesr Harping Wit Gheiy Harps. 
, Arr. H., 1880... 
Cc. M.D, ec 
xo ont. x = Pi 
ba — oe 

1. Sweet E - Pm Re-deem-ing love I see be - fore me lie; 

{ "Had I the pinions of a dove, I’d_ to those riv-ers fly. 

Td cross bold Jor-dan’s stormy main, And leave the world behind. 


Coronation. page 100. 


40 8 The Bee of a ears, 


2 A few more days, or months, at most 
My troubles will be v’er; 

T hope to join the heavenly host 
On Canaan’s happy shore. 

My rapturous soul shall drink and feast 
In love’s unbounded sea; 

The glorious hope of endless rest 
Is ravishing to me. 


SECOND PART. 


3 O, come, my Saviour, come away, 
And bear me through the sky; 

Nor let thy chariot wheels delay ; 
Make haste and bring it nigh, 

[ long to sce thy glorious face, 
And in thine image shine ; 

To triumph in victorious grace, 
And be forever thine. 


4 Then will IT tune my harp of gold 
To my eternal King; 

In ages that can ne’er be told 
I'll make his praises ring. 

All hail, eternal Son of God! 
Who died on Calvary, 

And saved me with thy precious blood 
To ever dwell with thee, 
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c. u.| 5 Ten thousand thousand all agree 


To praise the Eternal One; 


’| Prostrate in deep humility 


Before the blazing throne. 
They rise, and tune their harps of gold, 
And sweep th’ immortal lyre; 
And ages that can ne’er be told 
Shall raise thy praises higher. 
John A. Granade, 1763-1907. 
404 


That doleful night before his death, 
The Lamb, for sinners slain, 

Did, almost with his dying breath, 
This solemn feast ordain. 

To keep the feast, Lord, we have met, 
And to remember thee: 

Help each poor trembler to repeat, 
‘*For me he died, for me!” 


Thy sufferings, Lord, each sacred sign 
To our remembrance brings; 

We eat the bread, and drink the wine, 
But think on nobler things. 


Oh, tune our tongues, and set in frame 
Each heart that pants for thee, 
To sing, ‘‘ Hosanna to the Lamb, 


The Lamb that died for me!” 
Joseph Hart, 1712-1763 


This do in remembrance of me, 
Luke xxii Cc. M. 


X Have Sinned 

ce ee 

My head is low, my heart is sad, 
My feet with travel torn, 

Yet, O my Saviour, thou art glad 
To see thy child return! 

It was thy love that homeward led, 
Thine arm that upward stayed: 

It is thy hand which on my head 
Is now in mercy laid. 


I feel the pressure of that love 
Which tells me Iam dear: 
Mine eyes, my heart, I lift above, 
- And know that thou art near; 
Thy gentle voice hath never said 
One word which could upbraid, 
T only feel upon my head 
Thy hand in mercy laid. 
Thy wcunded feet have sought me far, 
And on thy wounded brow 
I see that thorn-engraven scar 
Made by my broken vow: 
And that dear hand which for me bled, 
Stretched out to seek the strayed: 
It is that hand which on my head 
Is now in mercy laid. 


O Saviour, in this broken heart, 
Confirm the trembling will, 

Which longs to reach thee where thou art, 
Rest in thee, and be still. 

Within that bosom which hath shed 
Both tears and blood for me, 

O let me hide this aching head, 


Once pressed and blessed by thee. 
4 John S. B. Monsell, ab. 1862. 
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Fear not, little flock. 
Luke xii. 32. 
There is a little lonely fold, 
Whose flock One Shepherd keeps, 
Through summer’s heat and winter's cold, 
With eye that never sleeps. 
By evil beast, or burning sky, 
Or damp of midnight air, 
Not one in all that flock shall die 
Beneath that Shepherd’s care. 


For if, unheeding or beguiled, 

In danger’s path they roam, 
His pity follows through the wild, 
And guards them safely home. 

O gentle Shepherd, still behold 
Thy helpless charge in me; 
And take a wanderer to Thy fold, 


That trembling turns to Thee. 
Maria Grace Saffery, 1834. 1 


C. M. 


Cc. M. 


Against Basu. 405-408 
407 me Oieter ee c. M, 


The God of love, the God of peace, 
On whom our souls depend, 

Shall guide us through the wilderness, 
Until our journey’s end; 


The God of power shall still be near 
To strengthen and to save, 

To bring us off victorious there, 
Triumphant o’er the grave. 


The God of hope shall comfort us, 
Through troubles yet to come; 
The God of truth shall be our trust, 

When lying lips are dumb. 


The God of Abraham and his seed 
Shall be our guide and guard, 

Our help in every time of need, 
Our shield and great reward. 


The God of grace his grace shall give, 
To all his pilgrims here, 

Until its fullness they receive, 
When Jesus shall appear; 


The God of glory then shall show 
The brightness of his face, 
And all the ransomed church shall know 
His glory and his grace, ples 
. 1879. 


When thou passest through the waters. 
408 :: Isa. xliii. 2° Cc. M. 


When bending o’er the brink of life 
My trembling soul shall stand, 

Waiting to pass death’s awful flood, 
Great God, at thy command; 


O thou great Source of joy supreme, 
Whose arm alone can save, 

Dispel the darkness that surrounds 
The entrance to the grave. 


Lay thy supporting, gentle hand 
Beneath my sinking head, 

‘And, with a ray of love divine, 
Illume my dying bed. 


Leaning on thy dear, faithful breast, 
May { resign my breath; 
And in thy soft embraces lose 


The bitterness of death. 
William Bengo Collyer, ab, 1812. 


— 
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409-410 
Pisgah. 


read my 
And wipemy weeping 
ale gE LE 


I bid farewell to 


Be is Despised and Rejected of Men. 


Cc. M. 


J. C. Lowry, 1820. Arr. H,, 1880. 


And wipe my weeping 


every fear, eyes. 
I bidfarewell to every fear, And wipe my weeping - - - - --- eyes 
so 2 : fi pal 2 


Woodland. 


409 1 ww Father's house are many mansions. ~ yy) My Jesus! who, with spittle vile, 


xiv. 2. 
When I can read my title clear 
To mansions in the skies, 
I bid farewell to every fear, 
And wipe my weeping eyes. 
Should earth against my soul engage, 
And fiery darts be hurled, 
Then I can smile at Satan’s rage, 
And face a frowning world. 


Let cares, like a wild deluge, come, 
And storms of sorrow fall! 

May I but safely reach my home, 
My God, my heaven, my all. 

There shall I bathe my weary soul 
Tn seas of heavenly rest, 

And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across my peaceful breast. 


Isaac Watts, 1709. 
410 Him neen Sey pretend. Ca 
My Jesus! say what wretch has dared 
Thy sacred hands to bind? 
And who has dared to buffet so 
Thy face so meek and kind? 
Chorus: ’Tis I have thus ungrateful been, 
Yet, Jesus, pity take! 
Oh, spare and pardon me, my Lord, 
For thy sweet mercy’s sake! 


Profaned thy sacred brow? 
Or whose unpitying scourge has made 
Thy precious blood to flow? 


My Jesus! whose the hands that wove 
That cruel, thorny crown? 

Who made that hard and heavy cross 
That weighs thy shoulders down? 


My Jesus! who has mocked thy thirst 
With vinegar and gall? 

Who held the nails that pierced thy hands, 
And made the hammer fall? 


My Jesus! say who dared to nail 
Those tender feet of thine: 

And whose the arm that raised the lance 
To pierce that heart divine? 


And, Father! who has murdered thus 
Thy loved and only One? 

‘Canst thou forgive the blood-stained hand 
That robbed thee of thy Son? 


Chorus: *Tis I have thus ungrateful been 
To Jesus and to Thee; 
Forgive me, Lord.for his sweet sake 


And mercy grant to me. 
Alphonso M. Liguori, 1769. Zr. R. A. Coffin, 1854. 


We Shalt also Reign with Bin, 


41 1 Lord, remember me when thou comest. (yy, 418 


Jesus, thou art the sinner’s Friend ; 
As such I look to thee; 

Now in the fullness of thy love, 
Oh, Lord, remember me. 


Remember thy pure word of grace, 
Remember Calvary ; 

Remember all thy dying groans, 
And then remember me. 


Thou wondrous Advocate with God! 

_ Lyield myself to thee; 

While thou art sitting on thy throne, 
Oh, Lord, remember me. 


IT own I’m guilty, own I’m vile, 

» Yet thy salvation’s free; 

Then in thy all-abounding grace, 
Oh, Lord! remember me. 


Howe’er forsaken or distressed, 
Howe’er oppressed I be, 

Howe’er afflicted here on earth, 
Do thou remember me. 


And when I close my eyes in death, 
And creature helps all flee, 
Then, O my great Redeemer, God! 


I pray, remember me. 
Richard Burnham, 1783. 


Buried with him by baptism. 
‘Rom. vi. 4 ¥! 5 Cc. M. 
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O Lord, and will thy pardoning love 
Embrace a wretch so vile? 

Wilt thou my load of guilt remove, 
And bless me with thy smile? 


Hast thou the cross for me endured, 
And all the shame despised? 

And shall I be ashamed, O Lord, 
With thee to be baptized? 


Didst thou the great example lead, 
In Jordan’s swelling flood? 

And shall my pride disdain the deed 
That’s worthy of my God? 


O Lord, the ardor of thy love 
Reproves my cold delays; 

And now my willing footsteps move 
In thy delightful Ways: « 


fohn Fellows, 1773. 
ih 
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Tat apr sol epee are eC. 1 

Behold, He comes! the glorious King, 
Whom once a cross upbore; 

Let saints redeem’d his praises sing, 
And angel hosts adore. 


The reed, the purple, and the thorn, 
Are lost in triumph now; 

His person, robes of light adorn, 
And crowns of gold his brow. 


Dear Lord, no more despised, disown’d, 
A victim bound and slain; 

But in the pow’r of God enthroned, 
Thou dost return to reign. 


To thee the world its treasure brings; 
To thee its mighty bow; , 

To thee the church exulting springs; 
Her Sovereign, Saviour, thou! 


Beneath thy touch, beneath thy smile, 
New heavens and earth appear; 

No sin their beauty to defile, 
Nor dim them with a tear. 


Thrice happy hour! and those thrice blest, 
That gather round thy throne! 
They share the honors of thy rest, 


Who have thy conflict known. 
Joseph Tritton, 1856. 
414 


All my springs are in Thee. G 
Psalm Ixxxvii. 7. - 
My God, the spring of all my joys, 
The life of my delights, 
The glory of my brightest days, 
And comfort of my nights. 


In darkest shades, if He appear, 
My dawning is begun; 

He is my soul’s bright morning star, 
And He my rising sun. 

The opening heavens around me shine 
With beams of sacred bliss, 

While Jesus shows His heart is mine, 
And whispers, I am His. 


My soul would leave this heavy clay 
At that transporting word; 

Run up with joy the shining way, 
To’ embrace my dearest Lord. 

Fearless of hell and ghastly death, 
I’d break through every foe, 

The wings of love and arms of faith 


Should bear me conqueror through. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 


- M. 
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Sceptre. 
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Jeet us Dra Hes with x Grog Heart. 


1 Come, hum-ble sin-ner, in whose breast A thousand thoughts revolve, 
Come, with your guilt and fear oppressed, And make this last re - solve: 


I know his courts, P’ll 


en- ter in, 


What -ev-er may op - pose. 


Peterboro. page 96 Maitland. page 106 
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Come, humble sinner, in whose breast 
A thousand thoughts revolve, 

Come, with your guilt and fear oppressed, 
And make this last resolve: 


“P11 go to Jesus, though my sin 
Hath like a mountain rose; 

I know his courts, Pll enter in, 
Whatever may oppose. 


“T1l to the gracious King approach, 
Whose sceptre pardon gives. 

Oh, that he may command my touch, 
And then the suppliant lives. 


‘‘Prostrate I'll lie before his throne, 
And there my guilt confess; 

Pil tell him I’m a wretch undone, 
Without his sovereign grace. 


‘“‘T shall not perish, if I go— 
IT am resolved to try; 

For if I stay away, I know 
I must forever die. 


‘My Saviour will not spurn my cry, 
My King will hear my prayer; 
In safety at his feet I lie, 
For none can perish there.” 
Edmond Jones, ab. 1777. v. 6, H. 


Come, humble souls,—ye mourners, come, 
And wipe away your tears: 

Adieu to all your sad complaints, 
Your sorrows, and your fears. 


Come, shout aloud the Father’s grace, 
The Saviour’s dying love: 

Soon shall you join the glorious theme 
In loftier strains above. 


God, the eternal, mighty God, 
To dearer names descends: 

Calls you his treasure, and his joy, 
His children, and his friends. 


My Father, God! and may these lips 
Pronounce a name so dear ? 

Not thus could heaven’s sweet harmony 
Delight my listening ear. 


Forever let my grateful heart 
His boundless grace adore, 

Which gives ten thousand blessings now 
And bids me hope for more. 


Transporting hope !—still on my soul 
With radiant glories shine, 
Till thou thyself art lost in joys 


Immortal and divine. 
Ottiwell Heginbothom, 1744-1768. 


Ge Shak Appoay with Bia in Story. 
c. M.| 419 


Made perfect in one. 
ii. 28 


417 John xvi 

God of all consolation, take 
The glory of thy grace! 

Thy gifts to thee we render back 
In ceaseless songs of praise. 

Not unto us, but thee, O Lord, 
Glory to Thee be given, 

For every gracious thought and word 
That brought us nearer heaven. 


Through thee we now together came, 
In singleness of heart; 

We met, O Jesus, in thy name, 
And in thy name we part. 

We part in body, not in mind; 
Our minds continue one; 

And, each to each in Jesus joined, 
We hand in hand go on. 


Made one in Christ in heart and soul, 
No power can make us twain; 

And mountains rise, and oceans roll, 
To seyer us in vain. 

Present we still in spirit are, 
And intimately nigh, 

While on the wings of faith and prayer 
We to each other fly. 


418 SECOND PART. Cc. M. 


Our life is hid with Christ in God; 
Our Life shall soon appear, 

And shed his glory all abroad 
In all his members here. 

Our souls are in his mighty hand, 
And he shall keep them still; 

And you and I shall surely stand 
With him on Zion’s hill! 


Him eye to eye we there shall see; 
Our face like his shall shine: 

Oh, what a glorious company, 
When saints and angels join! 

Oh, what a joyful meeting there! 
In robes of white arrayed, 

Palms in our hands we all shall bear, 
And crowns upon our head. 


Then let us lawfully contend, 
And fight our passage through ; 
Bear in our faithful minds the end, 
And keep the prize in view. 
Then let us hasten to the day, 
When all shall be brought home; 
Come, O Redeemer, come away, 
O Jesus, quickly come! 


Wesley, ab. 1747. 
Ut 


417-420 


He staggered not at the ‘ 
eee a ert Tog) MI, 


Father of Jesus Christ, my Lord, 
My Saviour, and my Head, 

T trust in Thee, whose powerful word 
Hath raised Him from the dead. 
Thou know’st for my offence he died, 
And rose again for me, 

Fully and freely justified, 
That I might live to thee. 


Eternal life to all mankind 
Thou hast in Jesus given; 
And all who seek, in him shall find 
The happiness of heaven. 
O God! thy record I believe, 
In Abraham’s footsteps tread ; 
And wait, expecting to receive, 
The Christ, the promised Seed. 
The thing surpasses all my thought; 
But faithful is my Lord; 
Through unbelief I stagger not, 
For God hath spoke the word. 
Faith, mighty faith, the promise sees, 
And looks to that alone; 
Laughs at impossibilities, 
And eries, ‘‘It shall be done!”” 
The Son thou hast on all bestowed, 
That all who Him receive 
Might die to sin, and live to God, 
To God alone might live. 
I, even I, believe in Him, 
Him with my mouth confess; 
And faith, I know, in thy esteem 
Is counted righteousness. 


Wesley, ab. 1724 
430 Living fountains of waters. O. M. 
Bright flowing fountains now I see, 
From Beulah’s peaceful land; 
Were I a wand’ring dove Vd flee, 
And by those waters stand. 
O angel-pinions, come to me! 
And bear me soon away, 
For I would dwell by Life’s fair tree, 
Whence I shall never stray. 


Fair Eden’s bowers glad I see — 
There sweetly I would rest; 

I’m longing, longing there to be, 
With all the white-robed blest. 
My Saviour’s love I would expiore ; 

That overflowing sea! 
Oh, I would dwell forevermore, 
Fast by Life’s verdant sea! 


Emily Clemens Pearson, 1845. 


421-499 


,North Salem. 


O.M. 


Ghq Ankeritamcg of the Saints in Tight. 


Stephen Jenks, 1772-1856. Arr. H., 1880. 


Maitland. 


421 


The paradise of God. 
Rev. ii. 7. 


2 They flourish in perpetual bloom, 
Fruit every month they give; 
And to the healing leaves, who come, 
, Eternally shall live, 


3 I see the blessed saints in light 
Who reap the pleasures there; 
They all are robed in purest white, 

And conquering palms they bear: 


4 Adorned by their Redeemer’s grace, 
They close pursue the Lamb; 

And every shining front displays 
Th’ unutterable name. 


5 In hope of that immortal crown, 
I now the cross sustain, 

And gladly wander up and down, 
And smile at toil and pain: 


6 I suffer on my weary years, 
Till my Deliverer come, 
And wipe away his servants’ tears, 
And take his exiles home. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1881. 


Cc. M. 


Gite Spicer: 


7 Oh, what are all my sufferings here, 
If, Lord, thou count me meet 

With that enraptured host t’ appear 
And worship at thy feet! 

8 Give joy or grief, give ease or pain, 
Take life or friends away: 

But let me find them all again 
In that eternal aay 


422 

How sweet to be allowed to pray 
To God, the Holy One; 

With filial love and trust to say, 
O God, thy will be done! 


We in these sacred words can find 
A cure for every ill; 

They calm and soothe the troubled mind, 
And bid all care be still. 


Oh, teach my heart the blessed way 
To imitate thy Son! 
Teach me, O God, in truth to pray, 


““Thy will, not mine, be done.” 
Eliza Cabot Follen, ab. 1818, 


arles Wesley, ab. 1709. 
Thy will be done. 
Matt. xxvi. 42. Cc. M. 
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Balald tho Bytheqyaom Sanath. 
c. M.| 495 


423 


As pants the hart for cooling streams, 
When heated in the chase, 

So pants my soul, O God, for thee, 
And thy refreshing grace. 


For thee, my God, the living God, 
My thirsty soul doth pine; 

Oh, when shall I behold thy face, 
Thou Majesty divine! 


So panteth my soul after Thee. 
= salen xii. 1. 


I sigh to think of happier days, 
When thou, O Lord, wert nigh; 

When every heart was tuned to praise, 
And none more blest than I. 


Why restless, why cast down, my soul? 
Hope still, and thou shalt sing 
The praise of him who is thy God, 


Thy health’s eternal spring. 
Nahum Tate, ab, 1696. H. F. Lyte, 1834. 


494. With white robes, and palms in their hands. Cc. M 
Rev. vii. 9. 2 . 


Behold the glorious white-robed throng, 
That stand before the throne; 

And raise with joy the ceaseless song, 
Where sorrow is unknown. 


Through tribulations great they came, 
And paths of sorrow trod; 

And washed their robes from every stain, 
In Jesus’ precious blood. 


Beyond the scourge, the tear, the rod, 
They wave the victor’s palm; 

And ery, Salvation to our God, 
And to the blessed Lamb. 


Before the throne, by day and night, 
Blessing and praise they sing; 

Wisdom and honor, power and might, 
Be to our God and King. 


Hunger and thirst no more are known, 
They dread no burning beams; 

For He that sitteth on the throne 
Leads them by living streams. 


The Lamb shall lead his ransomed flock 
Where living fountains play ; 
And God’s own hand, from every eye, 


All tears shall wipe away. oe 


423-426 


The marriage of the Lamb. 
Rev, xik. & Cc. M. 


Soon will the heav’nly Bridegroom come, 
Ye wedding guests, draw near; 

And slumber not in sin, when he, 
The Son of God, is here. 


Come, let us haste to meet our Lord, 
And hail him with delight; 

Who saved us by his precious blood, 
And sorrows infinite. 


Beside him shall the patriarchs old, 
And holy prophets stand ; 

The glorious apostolic choir, 
And noble martyr band. 


As brethren shall they welcome us, 
And lead us to the throne, 

Where angels bow their veiléd heads, 
Before the Holy One, 


There we, with all the saints of God, - 
A white-robed multitude, 

Shall praise the ascended Lord, who deigns 
To bear our flesh and blood. 


Our blessed lot shall be to share 
His reign of endless peace: 

And drink with unexhausted joy, 
The rivers of his grace. 


426 


To whom, my Saviour, shall I go, 
If I depart from thee? 

My guide through all this vale of woe, 
And more than all to me. 


Unknown. 


Lord, to whom shall we go? 
rJohn vi. 68. Cc. M. 


The world reject thy gentle reign, 
And pay thy death with scorn; 

Oh, they could plait thy crown again, 
And sharpen every thorn! 


But I have felt thy dying love 
Breathe gently through my heart, 

To whisper hope of joys above— 
And can we ever part? 


Ah, no! with thee I'll walk below, 
Through conflict, toil, and strife; 
To whom, my Saviour, shall I go? 
Thy words are endless life. 
Unknoun. 
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427 0, Gh Sond is my Rogk, 


Maiesty. : OC. M. D. Wa eee oe” 


O God mystrengthand for - ti- tude, I love —- hon-or thee; Thou 


ne-ces - si- ty. 


1 
My God,myrock in whom I trust, The worker of my wealth, My refuge, buckler,and my 


shield,The horn of all my health.My refuge,buckler,andmy shield, The horn of allmy health. 
; : 


497 Tet toze tase, O Lard. c. m.| On cherub and on cherubim 
1 Full royally he rode; 
And on the wings of mighty winds 
Came flying all abroad. 


2 The sly and subtle snares of hell 
Were round about me set; 
And for my death there was prepared 


A deadly, trapping net. 4 And from above the Lord sent down 
I, thus beset with pain and grief, To fetch me from below; 

Did pray to God for grace, And plucked me out of waters great 
And he forthwith did hear my plaint, That would me overflow. ; 


Out of his holy place. 2 
8 The Lord descended from above, Hapa bassagiee m8e) Dare, my ee 
And bowed the heavens high F : : é 
And underneath his feet he cast gree ~y eee erie. 
The darkness of the sky. eS Thomas Sternhold, alb. 1648 


120 


Ohe Voice of thy Juyd is Ink of Majysty, 
c. M.| 480 


498 Arise, shine, syed Bight is come. 


Arise, and shine, O Zion fair! 
Behold, thy light is come; 

Thy glorious, conquering King is near, 
To take his exiles home. 

The trumpet’s sounding thro’ the sky, 
To set poor sinners free; 

The day of wonders now is nigh, 
The year of jubilee. 


Ye heralds, blow your trumpets loud, 
The earth must know her doom; 

Go, sound the mighty cry abroad, 
‘*Behold, the King has come!” 

Ye nations, gather at his throne, 
Before the Judge appear; 

All tongues and languages must come, 
Their final doom to hear. 


The glorious news of gospel grace, 
With sinners now is o’er; 
The trump in Zion now is still, 
And to be blown no more. 
The watchmen all have left their walls, 
And with their flocks above, 
On Canaan’s happy shore they sing, 
And shout redeeming love. 
John A. Granade, ab. 1763-1807. 
499 Give bo ache diet A strength. C.-M. 


The Lord our God is clothed with might; 
The winds obey his will; 

He speaks, and in his heavenly height, 
The rolling sun stands still. 


Rebel, ye waves, and o’er the land 
With threatening aspect roar! 

The Lord uplifts his awful hand, 
And chains you to the shore. 


Howl, winds of night! your force combine ; 
Without his high behest, 

Ye shall not, in the mountain pine, 
Disturb the sparrow’s nest. 


His voice sublime is heard afar: 
In distant peals it dies; 

He yokes the whirlwinds to his car, 
And sweeps the howling skies. 


Ye nations, bend, in reverence bend ; 
Ye monarchs, wait his nod, 

And bid the choral song ascend 
To celebrate our God. 


Henry Kirke White, 1806. 
121 


428-431 


Your redemption d: 
Toke nighs ~C. M. 


When signs and wonders there shall be 
In sun, and moon, and stars; 

When storms shall vex the roaring sea, 
And hearts shall fail with fears ; 

When guilty nations shrink with fright, 
And dread their hastening doom; 

Then, robed in majesty and might, 
The Son of man shall come. 


Woe to the world, whose wailing throngs 
Shall quake with sudden fear; 

Joy to the saints, whose thankful songs 
Shall hail redemption near: ~ 

For them, with mighty trumpet’s sound, 
Angelic legions blest, 

hall fly to earth’s remotest bound, 

To bear them to their rest. 


O watch, ye saints, with burning lamps, 
Until your Lord appear; 

The fig tree buds: the forests leave: 
The summer draweth near. 

Blessed are they who wait, and hope, 
And trust the faithful word; 

They suddenly shall be caught up, 


Forever with the Lord.. 
H., 1879. 


431 Mark Bel BP co Rn Cc. M 
Saim XIVul. lo. ‘ i 
O, where are kings and empires now, 
Of old that went and came? 
But, Lord, thy church is praying yet, 
A thousand years the same, 


We mark her goodly battlements, 
And her foundations strong; 
We hear within, the solemn voice 

Of her unending song. 


For not like kingdoms of the world 
Thy holy church, O God! 

Tho’ earthquake shocks are threat’ning her, 
And tempests are abroad; 


Unshaken as eternal hills, 
Immovable she stands: 
A mountain that shall fill the earth, 


A house not made by hands. 
Arthur Cleveland Coxe, 1839, 


432-433 Surely F Gonrg Quickly. 


Rainbow . 0.M. Timothy Swan. ie 


ao ————— a 


432 1 When wild con- fu - sion wrecks the air, And tempests rend the skies ; Whilst 
433 1 When earth’s founda - tions first were laid, And worldsto be-ing sprang,The 
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blend-ed ru - in, clouds and fire, In harsh dis- or-der 2 TIS€, .ccce 
sons of Godtheir joy displayed,And heav’n’s brightarmies sang.....- 
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While thro’? the world that God had made, The rapturous an-them rang, 
+ gk Ne alee eS 


43Q Votes, and thunders, and lightnings. ©, yr, 7 ‘‘Around thy wheels in the glad throng 


2 Amid the hurricane [ll stand, i ney aro Joyful pets as 
And strike a tuneful song ; eo ne z vy heal nai 
My harp all trembling in my hand, ’ I ‘ 


: Mather Byles, ab. 1760. 
483 T megs mamas berber os. 6 1. 
3 Pll shout aloud, ‘‘Ye thunders roll, |® When over Bethlehem’s silent plain, 


And all inspired my tongue. 


And shake the sullen sky! Was told a Saviour’s birth, ’ 
Your sounding voice, from pole to pole, Heaven's holy myriads sang again 
In angry murmurs try. O’er this dark, groaning earth, 


‘*Glory to God, good will to men:” 
Their joyful song pealed forth. 
3 Soon he who made both heay’n and earth, 


4 ‘*Let the earth totter on her base, 
Clouds heaven’s wide arch deform; 


Blow, all ye winds, from every place, Shall speak the world renewed, 
And breathe the final storm. And bring creation’s second birth, 


; When all things shall be good: 
5 PR bike Reobiies thou | Then angels’ songs shall fill the earth: 
Build the new heay’ns, and all below; The each sedqames by Dldods 
Bid a fresh Eden bloom. Oe 
ned above: 
6 ‘Come quickly, blessed Hope, appear, | Before thy feet we humbly fall, 


Bid thy swift chariot fly; And offer thee our love, 
Let angels warn thy coming near, And wait to crown thee Lord of all, 
And snatch me to the sky. And all thy glory prove. H., 1880, 
By Permission. 122 


A Strom Sonsofation, 


434-438 


ASA Thon crownest phage igs thy goodness, cM. 4 86 Shout unto Gea Dany i peen of triumph. C. M. 


Tis by thy strength the mountains stand, 
God of eternal power; 

The sea grows calm at thy command, 
And tempests cease to roar. 


Thy morning light, and evening shade, 
Successive comforts bring; 

Thy plenteous fruits make harvest glad, 
Thy flowers adorn the spring. 


Seasons, and times, and moons, and hours, 
Heaven, earth, and air are thine; 

When clouds distil in fruitful showers, 
The Author is divine. 


Thy showers the thirsty furrows fill, 
And ranks of corn appear; 
Thy ways abound with blessings still, 


Thy goodness crowns the year. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 


435 


Thine oath, and promise, mighty God, 
Recorded in thy word, 

Become our hope’s foundation broad, 
And confidence afford. 


Like Abraham, the friend of God, 
Thy faithfulness we prove; 

We tread in paths the fathers trod, 
Blest with thy light and love. 


By two immutable things. 
Miney Mickwh 86-2 Cc. M. 


Largely our consolation flows, 
While we expect the day 

That ends our griefs,and pains, and woes, 
And drives our fears away. 


Let floods of mighty vengeance roll, 
And compass earth around; 

Let thunders sound from pole to pole, 
And earthquakes vast astound. 


Let nature all convulse and shake, 
And angry nations rage ; 
Thy name, our hiding-place we make; 


To save thou dost engage. 
Edwin Burnham, 1848. 


Peterboro. p. 96. Marlow. 


Arise, ye people, and adore; 
Exulting, strike the chord! 

Let all the earth, from shore to shore, 
Confess th’ Almighty Lord. 


Glad shouts aloud, wide echoing round, 
Th’ ascending God proclaim; 
Angelic choirs respond the sound, 
And shake creation’s frame. 


They sing of death and hell o’erthrown 
In that triumphant hour; 

And God exalts his conquering Son 
To his right hand of power. 


Oh, shout, ye people, and adore; 
Exulting, strike the chord! 
Let all the earth, from shore to shore, 


Confess th’ Almighty Lord! 
Harriet Auber, 1829, 


437 Cc. M, 


Awake, ye saints, and raise your eyes, 
And lift your voices high ; 

Awake, and praise the sovereign love, 
That shows salvation nigh. 


It is high time to awake out of sleep, 
Rom. xiii. 2. 


Swift on the wings of time it flies, 
Each moment brings it near; 

Then welcome, each declining day; 
Welcome, each closing year. 


Not many years their round shall run, 
Not many mornings rise, 
Ere all its glories stand revealed 
To our admiring eyes. 
=e Doddridge, ab, 1755. 


438 c. M. 


Our eyes would gaze on Him who bled, 
For sin an offering; 

Would look upon his thorn-crowned head, 
And hail him as our King. 


Thine Gea shall see the King. 
8a. xxxii 17. 


He comes death’s prison walls to break, 
Death’s bonds to burst in twain; 

He comes his sleeping saints to wake, 
He comes, he comes to reign. 


Lo, this is He, our God, our Lord, 
For whom we’ve waited long; 
He comes according to his word: 


We hail him with a song. 
H., 1880. 
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red cross banner is unfurled: Who joins the glorious host? o joins the 
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He who in feal- ty to thetruth,Andcounting all the 


glo - rious host? 


‘omy! 
generous youth; He joins the no - ble host, He joinsthe no-ble host. 


4 89 Blow ye ahs rannet in Zion. Cc. M. i 
ade He who is ready for the cross, 
He who, no anger on his tongue, The cause despised loves most; 
Nor any idle boast, And shuns not pain, nor shame, nor loss, 
Bears steadfast witness against wrong; |He joins the martyr host. | 


He joins the sacred host. | 


Holwhsuqith.esien indavieiaeenl God's trumpet wakes the slumbering world : 


Ne’er counts the battle lost; Now each man to his post! 


: The red cross banner is unfurled] 
But though defeated, battles still y . ; 
| |He seins the faithful host. | of |Who joins the glorious host? 


Unknown. 
Copyright, HL, Hastings, 1880, 124 


Fronking for Het Blessqd Boyt. 
c. M.| 449 


440 


With songs and honors sounding loud 
Address the Lord on high; 

Over the heavens he spreads his cloud; 
And waters veil the sky. 


Sing unto the Lord. 
Psalm exlvii. 7. 


He sends his showers of blessing down 
To cheer the plains below; 

He makes the grass the meadows crown, 
And corn in valleys grow. 


His steady counsels change the face 
Of the declining year; 

He bids the sun cut short his race, 
And wintry days appear. 


His hoary frost, his fleecy snow 
Descend and clothe the ground; 

The liquid streams forbear to flow, 
In icy fetters bound. 


He sends his word and melts the snow, 
The fields no longer mourn; 

He calls the warmer gales to blow, 
And bids the spring return. 


The changing wind, the flying cloud 
Obey his mighty word: 
With songs and honors sounding loud 


Praise ye the sovereign Lord. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 


441 


When waves of trouble round me swell, 
My soul is not dismayed: 

I hear a voice I know full well— 
‘OTs [—hbe not afraid.” 


Itis I; be not afraid. 
Matt. xiv. 27. Cc. M. 


When black the threatening clouds appear, 
And storms my path invade, 

Those accents tranquilize each fear, 
‘Tis [—be not afraid.” 


There is a gulf that must be crossed; 
Saviour, be near to aid! 

Whisper when my frail bark is tossed, 
‘OTis I— be not afraid.” 


There is a dark and fearful vale, 
Death hides within its shade: 

Oh, say, when flesh and heart shall fail, 
‘Tis [— be not afraid.” 


Charlotte Elliott, 1834. 
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440-443 


They Cosine « batten country, Wo, AL. 
How happy every child of grace, 

Who knows his sins forgiven! 
This earth, he cries, is not my place, 

I seek my place in heaven. 


A country far from mortal sight, 
Yet, oh! by faith I see 

The land of rest, the saints’ delight, 
The heaven prepared for me, 


A stranger in the world below, 
T calmly sojourn here; 

Nor can its happiness or woe 
Provoke my hope or fear: 


Its evils in a moment end, 
Its joys as soon are past; 

But oh! the bliss to which I tend 
Eternally shall last. 


To that Jerusalem above 
With singing I repair ; 

While in the flesh my hcpe and love, 
My heart and soul, are there: 


There my exalted Saviour stands, 
My merciful High Priest, 

And still extends his wounded hands, 
To take me to his breast. 


SECOND PART. co. M, 


Oh, what a blessed hope is ours! 
While here on earth we stay, 

We more than taste the heavenly powers, 
And antedate that day; 


We feel the resurrection near, 
Our life in Christ concealed, 

And with his glorious presence here 
Our earthen vessels filled. 


Oh, would he all of heaven bestow! 
Then like our Lord we’ll rise; 
Our bodies, fully ransomed, go 
To take the glorious prize. 


In rapturous awe on Him to gaze, 
Who bought the bliss for me, 
And shout and wonder at his grace 


Through all eternity. 
5 Charles Wesley, ab. 1759. 
Coronation. p.100. Arlington. p.104 
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443-444 


Montgomery. 4 


(Ay Hout Ghiysteth fay God, 


Justin Morgan, 1747-1798, 
Arr. H., 1880. 


1 Ear -ly, my God, with - out 


may will I seek thee, 


443 salm Lxiii. 1. 


2 I’ve seen thy glory and thy power, 
Through all thy temple shine; 

My God, repeat that heavenly hour, 
That vision so divine. 

Not all the blessings of a feast 
Can please my soul so well, 

As when thy richer grace I taste, 
And in thy presence dwell. 


3 Not life itself, with all her joys, 
Can my best passions move ; 

Or raise so high my cheerful voice, 
As Thy forgiving love. 

Thus, till my last expiring day, 
Tl bless my God and King; 

Thus will I lift my hands to pray, 


And tune my lips to sing. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1831. == 


de-lay, I 


4 
cy 
s 
a 
ar | 
is 
% 
a) 
= 
“<4 


a  cool-ing stream at hand,And they must drink or die. 
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Arise, my soul! my joyful powers! 
And triumph in my God; 

Awake, my voice! and loud proclaim 
His glorious grace abroad. 

The arms of everlasting love 
Beneath my soul He placed, 

And on the Rock of Ages set 
My slippery footsteps fast. 


The city of my blest abode 
Is walled around with grace; 
Salvation for a bulwark stands 
To shield the sacred place. 
Arise, my soul! awake, my voice! 
And tunes of pleasure sing; 
Loud hallelujahs shall address 
My Saviour and my King. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 


Augriasting Foy upon Gheiy Hoard, 


vT ed shall A 
445 ‘he ransom: come to Zion with songs OM, 447 


Sing, ye redeeméd of the Lord, 
Your great Deliverer sing; 
Pilgrims, for Zion’s city bound, 
Be joyful in your King. 
See the fair way his hand hath raised, 
How holy, and how plain! 
Nor shall the simplest travelers err, 
Nor ask the track in vain. 


No ravening lion shall destroy, 

No lurking serpent wound; 
Pleasure and safety, peace and praise, 
Through all the path are found. 

A hand divine shall lead you on, 
Through all the blissful road, 

Till to the sacred mount you rise, 
And see your smiling God. 


There garlands of immortal joy 
Shall bloom on every head; 

While sorrow, sighing, and distress, 
Like shadows, all are fled. 

March on, in your Redeemer’s strength ; 
Pursue his footsteps still: 

And let the prospect cheer your eye, 


While laboring up the hill. 
Philip Doddridge, 1740. 


shout unto God with the voice of triumph. 
446 5 out m1! hee epelieges ph. Gy, 


O for a shout of sacred joy, 
To God, the sovereign King! 
Let every land their tongues employ, 
And hymns of triumph sing. 
Jesus, our God, ascends on high; 
His heavenly guards around, 
Attend him, rising through the sky, 
With trumpet’s joyful sound. 


While angels shout and praise their King, 
Let mortals learn their strains; 

Let all the earth his honors sing; 
O’er all the earth he reigns. 

Speak forth his praise with awe profound ; 
Let knowledge guide the song; 

Nor mock him with a solemn sound 


a thoughtless tongue. 
1s 8 Tine Watts, ab. 1719. 


p.-106. Coronation. p. 100. 


Maitland. 


445-448 


refuge and fo: 
Westar 5 eas Cc. M. 


Be strong, my soul, in God most High, 
And trust his mighty arm; 

The hand that holds the starry sky 
Preserves thee safe from harm. 


He who hath spread the heavens above, 
And earth’s foundations laid, : 

Walks by thy side, a guide and God, 
And says, ‘‘ Be not afraid.” 


O rest, my soul, in God most High, 
Beneath his sheltering wing; 

While tempests wild go sweeping by 
Rejoice, my soul, and sing. 


He is thy buckler and defence, 

Thy Rock, thy strength, and tower; 
And he will be thy confidence, 

In each distressing hour. 


Be strong, my soul, in God most High, 
Though helpless, poor, and low; 

The gleaming worlds that stud the sky 
His power and glory show. 


And He whose word a world can form 
Bends low to hear my call, 
He feeds the birds, the grass adorns, 
He is my Friend, my all. 
H., 1878, 


448 c. M. 


To Him that loved the souls of men, 
And wash’d us in his blood, 

To royal honors raised our heads, 
And made us priests to God: 


Unto Him that loved us. 
Rey. i. 5. 


To him let every tongue be praise, 
And every heart be love. 

All grateful honors paid on earth 
And nobler songs above. 


Behold, on flying clouds he comes! 
His saints shall bless the day; 

While they that pierced him sadly mourn 
In anguish and dismay. 


Thou art the First, and thou the Last, 
Time centres all in thee, 
The Almighty God, who was, and is, 


And evermore shall be. 
Isaac Watts, 1709; Scripture Songs, 1715. 
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449-450 Ay Grace ix Sufficiqnt. 


Amazing Grace. C. M.D. Arr. H., 1883. 
pa eS 0. OR BEST se —_ S| es es ee — — a es! 
Ope eg ot 


| | g 
- maz-ing grace! how sweetthe sound,Thatsaveda wretchlike me! 
{ I once was lost, but now am found;Was blind, but now I see, 
‘ F 


—, a : r —o-*—4 


i | 
How pre-cious did that grace appear, 


449 __ By the grace of God, TamwhatIam. ¢ yr, |The earth shall soon dissolve like snow 
, The sun forbear to shine; 
Amazing grace! howsweet thesound, |But God who called me here below, 


? 


That saved a wretch like me; Will be forever mine. 
I once was lost, but now am found: John Newton, 1779. 
Was blind, but now I see. 450 I will never leave thee. cM 
’*Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, |My God shall my petitions grant, 
And grace my fears relieved ; He will regard my prayer; 
How precious did that grace appear, My soul, in him be jubilant, 
The hour I first believed. And cast on him thy care. 
Thro’ many dangers, toils, and snares, In times of trouble and of need, 
I have already come; My soul, be glad and sing; 
’Tis grace has brought me safe thus far, |He will thy cry for succor heed, 
And grace will lead me home. And swift deliverance bring. 
The Lord has promised good to me; My God to me his word doth give — 
His word my hope secures ; _ That word he will not break; 
He will my shield and comfort be, Pil never, never, never leave, 
As long as life endures. No, never thee forsake.” 


Henceforth with boldness I can say, 
‘“My helper is the Lord; 
Nor fear what man can do to me, 
While trusting in his word.” 
128 ee 


Yes, when this flesh and heart shall fail, 
And mortal life shall cease; 

T shall possess, within the veil, 
A life of joy and peace. 


Siuen sa, Come, Ford Jesus, 


451 O thatI had borings like a dove. 
My soul, amid this stormy world, 
_Is like some fluttered dove; 
And fain would be as swift of wing, 
To flee to him I love. 
The cords that bound my heart to earth 
Are broken by his hand: 
Before his cross I found myself 
A stranger in the land. 


Cc. M. 


That visage marred, those sorrows deep, 
The vinegar and gall, 

These were his golden chains of love, 
His captive to enthrall. 

My heart is with him on his throne, 
And ill can brook delay; 

Each moment listening for the voice, 
‘*Rise up, and come away.” 


With hope deferr’d, oft sick and faint, 
‘Why tarries he,” I cry: 

Let not the Saviour chide my haste, 
For then would I reply: 

“‘May not an exile, Lord, desire 
His own sweet land to. see? 

May not a captive seek release? 
A prisoner to be free? 


‘A child when far away, may long 
For home and kindred dear; 

And she that waits her absent lord, 
May sigh-till he appear. 

I would, my Lord and Saviour, know 
That which no measure knows, 

Would search the mystery of thy love, 
The depths of all thy woes. 


*T fain would strike my harp divine, 
Before the Father’s throne; 

Therg cast my crown of righteousness, 
And sing what grace has done. 

Ah, leave me not in this base world, 
A stranger still to roam: 

Come, Lord, and take me to thyself, 


Come, Jesus, quickly come.” 
Robert C. Chapman, 1837. 


p. 88. 


451-453 


45 3 The sign of ge Fen _ mae in heaven. c. M. 

Once more, O Lord, thy sign shall be 
Upon the heav’ns displayed, 

And earth and its inhabitants 
Be terribly afraid; 

For, not in weakness clad, thou com'st, 
Our woes, our sins to bear, 

But girt with all thy Father’s might, 
His judgment to declare. 


The terrors of that awful day, 
Oh! who can understand? 

Or who abide, when thou in wrath 
Shalt lift thy holy hand? 

The earth shall quake, the sea shall roar, 
The sun in heaven grow pale; 

But thou hast sworn,and wilt not change, 
Thy faithful shall not fail. 


Then grant us, Saviour, so to pass 
Our time in trembling here, 

That when upon the clouds of heaven 
Thy glory shall appear, 

Uplifting high our joyful heads, 
In triumph we may rise, 

And enter with thine angel train, 


Thy palace in the skies. 
George Washington Doane, ab. 1827, 


No more with trembling heart I try 
A multitude of things, 

Still wishing to find out the source 
From whence salvation springs. 
My anchor’s cast; cast on a ground 

Where I shall ever rest 
From all the labor of my thoughts, 
And workings of my breast. 


An anchor of the soul. 
Heb. vi. 19. Cc. M. 


What is my anchor? if you ask: 
‘CA hungry, helpless mind, 
Diving, with misery for its weight, 
Till firmest grace I find.” 
What is my ground? ‘‘’Tis Jesus Christ, 
Whom faithless eyes pass o’er; 
Yet here, the humble sinner may 
Ride safe though tempests roar.” 
John Gambold, 1711-1771. 


Sceptre. p. 116. Majesty. 


as 
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454-455 


Grafton. 


Look un- to 


tes . T count all things but loss. 
454 Look unto me Seales dqctohese earth. G yr, 455 Philippians i, 8 


Ghing Byos shall sqq the 


in Bis Beaty. 


Joseph Stone, 1792. Arr. I1., 1880. 


Hing 


me, the Saviour saith, Look unto me and live ;Approach with confi 


‘hilippians iii. Cc. M. 


2. We look and trust, we look and pray,| Lift up your hearts to things above, 


Thou dost thy pardon give; 

Our bitter burden rolls away, 
We look on Thee and live. 

We view thy face, our Life and Hope, 
God’s glory there we see; 

For thou, O Christ, art lifted up, 
To draw all men to thee. 

3 The vision of my Saviour’s face 
Transforms me with its charms; 

Nor shall I dread death’s cold embrace, 
Within His sheltering arms; 

Tho’ flesh may fail, and hearts may break, 
The moments sweetly roll; 

Death’s pallor may o’erspread my cheek, 
But peace shall fill my soul. 

4 My opening eyes again shall see 
The glory of my King, 

When, robed in immortality, 
The saints awake and sing. 

Then shall we gaze on him in bliss 
And majesty divine; 

Tor we shall see him as he is, 
And in his likeness shine. 

H., 1881, 
By Permission. 


Ye followers of the Lamb, 

And join with us to praise his love, 
And glorify his name: 

To Jesus’ name give thanks and sing, 
Whose mercies never end. 

Rejoice! rejoice! the Lord is King; 
The King is now our Friend! 


We, for his sake, count all things loss, 
On earthly good look down; 

And joyfully sustain the cross, 
Till we receive the crown, 

Oh! let us stir each other up, 
Our faith by works to prove, 

By holy, purifying hope, 
And the sweet task of love. 

Let all who for the promise wait, 
The Holy Ghost receive ; 

And, raised to our unsinning state, 
With God in Eden live; 

Live till the Lord in glory come, 
And wait his heaven to share. 

He now is fitting up your home: 


Go on:— we'll meet you there. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749, 


je Tioyd sfell Buitd ap inn 
c.M.| 458 


456 

Again the Lord of life and light 
Awakes the kindling ray; 

Unseals the eyelids of the morn, 
And pours increasing day. 

Oh, what a night was that, which wrapt 
The heathen world in gloom! 

Oh, what a sun which broke, this day, 
Triumphant from the tomb! 


The first poy. of the week. 
Mark xvi. 2. 


This day be grateful homage paid, 
And loud hosannas sung; 

Let gladness dwell in every heart, 

d praise on every tongue. 

Jesus, the friend of human kind, 
With strong compassion moved, 

Descended, like a pitying God, 
To save the souls he loved. 


And now his conquering chariot wheels 
Ascend the lofty skies, 

While, broke beneath his powerful cross, 
Death’s iron sceptre lies. 

Exalted high at God’s right hand, 
The Lord of all below; 

Thro’ him is-pardoning love dispensed, 


And boundless blessings flow. 
Anna Laetitia Barbauld, ab. 1743-1825. 


457 


Wake, harp of Zion, wake again, 
Upon thine ancient hill; 

On Jordan’s long deserted plain, 
By Kedron’s lowly rill. 

The hymn shall yet in Zion swell, 
That sounds Messiah’s praise, 

And thy loved name, Immanuel, 
As once in ancient days. 


The Redeemer shall come to Zion. C. M 
Isaiah lix, 20. ) J 


For Israel yet shall own her King, 
For her salvation waits, 

And hill and dale shall sweetly ring, 
With praise in all her gates. 

Hasten, O Lord, these promised days, 
When Israel shall rejoice ; 

And Jew and Gentile join in praise, 


With one united voice. 
James Edmeston, 1846. 


p. 96. 


Peterboro. Marlow. p. 94. 


456-458 
"omens aie Cc. M. 
O glorious day of heavenly rest! 
We hail each sign of thee; 
With eager haste and longing eyes, 
We wait thy dawn to see. 
Those radiant days of glory bright, 
Resplendent as the sun, 
Must soon to every eye make known 
The holy coming One. 


With cheerful hope and earnest prayer, 
Still trusting in thy word, 

We long to see the eastern skies 
Reveal thy advent, Lord! 

Then would our waiting souls rejoice, 
Could we thy face behold; 

In ages of triumphant bliss 
Our joys could ne’er be told. 


O blissful day of promise blest! 
We long to share thy peace, 
When pain and every ill shall end, 
And pleasures never cease :— 
When rapturous joy, like holy fire, 
Shall swell our song of praise, 
And every wondering, grateful heart, 
Extol Thy work of grace. 


Redeemed beyond the reach of sin, 
Victorious o’er the grave, 

The ransomed shall with angel tongues 
Adore Thy power to save. 

Thy wond’rous love shall keep each heart 
In sweetest union bound, 

And naught shall ever cause a tear, 
For grief will ne’er be found. 


There crowns of glory, gemmed with light, 
The gifts of Christ’s own hand, 

Shall every princely saint adorn 
Within the promised land; 

To golden lyres each voice shall tune 
An anthem sweet and strong, — 

‘¢To Christ, who saved us by his blood, 
All glory shall belong.” 


O glorious day! with haste draw near, 
For we would share thy rest; 

We long, from every evil freed, 
To be supremely blest. 

Oh! shed thy beams of glory forth, 
Dispel this gloomy night, 

And let the earth renewed rejoice 


To see thy welcome light. 
Unknown, cir. 1849, 
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459-460 


Angels’ Song. 


patsiealinineipalii 


- O.M.D. Jeremiah Ingalls, 1764-1838. Arr. H., 1881, 


o—s——_s4— 
—_~ mase 


1 How can 
Cry,“Glo- ry to 


I sleep while angels sing, And all the hosts on ye 
our heavy’ ps King; The _—_ that . om, 40 


. once did die?” 
| 


Would wor-ship and 
~ tea 


too, for whom Godgave his Son, 
I 
M the night. = 
459 ates c. M 


2 In heaven they rest not day nor night, 


But swell the holy song, 
And, clad in robes of radiant light, 
The rapturous strain prolong, 
Shall I, for whom my heavenly King 
Has shed his precious blood, 
Be silent, while the angels sing 
The glory of my God? 


3 My Saviour, ere the morning dawned, 


Long, long before the day, 

Unto a solitary place 
Went out alone to pray. 

Tll do as did my blessed Lord; 
His footsteps I will trace ; 

Tl rise and think upon his word, 
And seek a throne of grace. 

4 My Maker giveth songs by night; 
And in the morning, joy; 

Awake, my soul, with dawning light, 
In praise thy powers employ. 

My waking thoughts on him shall be, 

_ His praise shall tune my tongue; 
And to the Lamb who died for me, 


Pll sing my morning song. 
Ver, 1 Unknown. H,, 1881. 


By Pemnission. 


.|460 


Itis high fms mowehe. Cc. M. 
My drowsy powers, why sleep ye so? 
Awake, my sluggish soul! 
Nothing hath half thy work to do, 
Yet nothing’s half so dull. 
Go to the ants! for one poor grain 
See how they toil and strive; 
Yet we, who have a crown to gain, — 
How negligent we live. 


We, for whose sake all nature stands, 
And stars their courses move; 

We, for whose guard the angel bands 
Come flying from above; 

We, for whom God, the Son, came down, 
And labored for our good; 

How careless to secure that crown 
He purchased with his blood. 

Lord, shall we live so sluggish still, 
And never act our parts? 

Come, Holy Dove, our spirits fill, 
And warm our frozen hearts. 

Then shall our active spirits move, 
Upward our souls shall rise ; 

With hands of faith, and wings of love 


We'll fly and take ‘the prize. 
Tsane Watts, 1709, 


<f 
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Hoy Youy Sakes By Becsing Poor. 


461 


Calm on the Hietening ear of night, 
Come heaven's melodious str ains, 

Where wild Judea stretches far 
Her silver-mantled plains ; 

Celestial choirs from courts above 
Shed sacred glories there; 

And angels, with their sparkling lyres, 
Make music on the air. 


The heavenl, poet raising. 
Tomi C.,M. 


The answering hills of Palestine 
Send back the glad reply, 

And greet, from all their holy heights, 
The Dayspring from on high. 

O’er the blue depths of Galilee 
There comes a holier calm; 

And Sharon wayes in solemn praise 
Her silent groves of palm. 


‘* Glory to God!” the lofty strain 
The realm of ether fills; 

How sweeps the song of solemn joy 
O’er Judah’s sacred hills. 

‘Glory to God!” the sounding skies 
Loud with their anthems ring: 

‘Peace on the earth; good will to men, 
From heayen’s eternal King.” 


Light on thy hills, Jerusalem! 
The Saviour now is born: 
More bright on Bethlehem’s joyous plains 
Breaks the first Christmas morn; 
And brighter on Moriah’s brow, 
Crowned with her temple spires, 
Which first proclaim the new-born light, 
Clothed with its orient fires. 


This day shall Christian tongues be mute, 
And Christian hearts be cold? 

Oh! catch the anthem that from heaven 
Over Judah’s mountain rolled, 

When nightly burst from seraph-harps 
The high and solemn lay,— 

‘* Glory to God; on earth be peace; 


Salvation comes to-day!” 
Edmund Hamilton Sears, 1839. 


Maitland. p.106. Arlington. p.104. 
i rie 


Ce a = 


461-463 


462 Ye nowy she Brace of of our Lord. 

Sing to the Lord who came to earth 
In tenderness and grace ; 

A lowly child of humble birth, 
To save a sinful race. 

He who was rich, for us was poor, 
That through his poverty, 

We might partake his boundless store 
To all eternity. 


Cc. M. 


Around him heavenly glory shone, 
Before the world was made; 

And yet he had, while here unknown; 
No place to lay his head. 

Obedient unto death, he bore 
For us the cross of pain, 

That we might love him more and more, 
And never sin again. 


O lowly babe, in Bethlehem born, 
We laud and worship Thee! 

O Man of Sorrows, crowned with thorn! 
Our Lord and Saviour be. 

O risen Lord, we worship thee! 
Thou King o’er death and pain, 

And wait with joy thy face to see 
When thou shalt come again. 


Then earth, once moistened with thy tears 
And crimsoned with thy blood, 

Redeemed, shall shine to endless years, 
The Kingdom of our God: 

Then shall thy pure and holy will 
In earth and heaven be done; 

Thy glory all the world shall fill,— 


Amen, Lord Jesus, come! 
H., 1879. 


468 


Let saints on earth their anthems raise, 
Who taste the Saviour’s grace; 

With those above, proclaim his praise, 
And crown him Prince of Peace. 


The Prince of Peace. 
Isa. ix. 6. Cc. M. 


Praise him who laid his glory by 
For man’s apostate race ; 

Praise him who stoop’d to bleed and die, 
And crown him Prince of Peace. 


We soon shall reach the heav’nly shore, 
To view his lovely face, 
His name forever to adore, 


And crown him Prince of Peace. 
Jonathan Evans, 1784. 
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464 She Gabkeynagle of God is with Men. 


Jeremiah Ingalls, 1764—1838. 
,yNew Jerusalem C.M.D. orem’ Arr-LL, 1380. 


The earth and seas are passed a- way, Andthe old roll - ing skies. From 


the third heav’n where God resides,That ho-ly, hap-py place, The new Je - ru- sa- 


. 


lem comes down,Adorned with shin 


464 Teh io =, M.! “The God of glory, down to men, 
Lo! what a glorious sight appears, Removes his blest abode ;— 

To our believing eyes; Men, the dear objects of his grace, 
The earth and seas are passed away, And he, the loving God. 


And the old rolling skies. 


From the third heaven where God resides,— 
That holy, happy place,— 


‘Ais own soft hand shall wipe the tears 
From every weeping eye; 
And pains, and groans, and griefs, and fears, 


The New Jerusalem comes down, And death itself, shall die.” 
Adorned with shining grace, 
: ‘ How long, dear Saviour, oh, how lon 
Attending angels shout for joy, Ree eae et 8 
: seine Shall this bright hour delay? 
And the bright armies sing, — : 2 ee 
“Mortals, behold the sacred seat ee count ye-wheels-ofdgme, 
Of your descending King. acbring the welcome days 


asaac Watts, 1709. 
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Oke Reauanly Bust Praising Gud, 


S65 coors jtemen. 050,467 


Mortals, awake, with angels join, 
And chant the solemn lay; 

Joy, love, and gratitude, combine 
To hail th’ auspicious day. 

In heaven the rapturous song began, 
And sweet seraphic fire 

Through all the shining legions ran, 
And strung and tuned the lyre. 

Swift thro’ the vast expanse it flew, 
And loud the echo rolled; 

The theme, the song, the joy, was new, 
*Twas more than heaven could hold. 


Down to the portals of the sky 
The impetuous torrent ran; 

And angels rushed with eager joy, 
To bear the news to man. 


Wrapt in the silence of the night, 
Lay all the eastern world, 

When bursting, glorious, heavenly light 
The wondrous scene unfurled. 


Hark! the cherubic armies shout, 
And glory leads the song; 

Good will and peace are heard throughout 
Heaven’s bright, harmonious throng. 


Oh! for a glance of heavenly love, 
Our hearts and songs to raise; 
Sweetly to bear our souls above, 
And mingle with their lays. 
With joy the chorus we'll repeat, 
Glory to God on high! 
Good will and peace are now complete, 
Jesus was born to die! 


Hail! Prince of life, forever hail! 
Redeemer, brother, friend, 
Tho’ earth, and time,and life, should fail, 


Thy praise shali never end. 
Samuel Medley, 1800. 


468 The S53 wok i ange and glory. emits 

Our God, how firm his promise stands, 
FH’en when he hides his face ; 

He trusts in our Redeemer’s hands 
His glory and his grace. 

Beneath his smiles my heart has lived, 
And part of heaven possess’d ; 

I praise his name for grace received, 


And trust him for the rest. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 


465-468 | 


Thou ayer fhe seating of the sea. c. M, 
The Lord, the God of glory, reigns, 

In majesty arrayed; 
His rule, omnipotence sustains, 

And guides the worlds he made. 


Ere rolling worlds began to move, 
Or skies were stretched abroad, 
Thine awful throne was fixed above, 

Thou everlasting God. 


The swelling floods tumultuous rise, 
The angry tempests roar, 

Lift their proud billows to the skies, 
And lash the trembling shore. 


The Lord, the mighty God on high, 
Controls the raging seas; 

He speaks! and noise and tempests fly ; 
The waves sink down in peace. 


Thy sovereign laws are ever sure; 
Eternal truth is thine; 
And, Lord, thy people should be pure, 


And in thine image shine. 
Anne Steele, 1716-1778. 


God is Love. C 


468 TJoun Wr. 

Amid the splendors of thy state, 
My God, thy love appears, 

Soft as the radiance of the moon 
Among a thousand stars. 


. M. 


In all thy doctrines and commands, 
Thy counsels and designs, 

In every work thy hands have framed, 
Thy love supremely shines. 


Sinai, in clouds, and smoke, and fire, 
Thunders thine awful name; 

But Zion sings in melting notes, 
The honors of the Lamb. 


Angels and men the news proclaim, 
Through earth and heaven above; 
And all with holy transport sing 


That God, the Lord, is love. 
Rippon’s Collection, ab. 1800. 


Coronation. p.100. Peterboro. p. 96. 
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469-470 


Boston. 


Salvation is of the Jeond. 


sek 
eh ea 


of 


his grace, 


And the _ per.- form-ing 


He abideth Agr pia CoM 


469 2 Tim, ii. 1 


2 Proclaim, ‘‘ Salvation from the Lord, 
For wretched, dying men.” 
8 hand has writ the sacred word 
With an immortal pen. 

His very word of grace is strong 
As that which built the skies; 

The voice that rolls the stars along, 
Speaks all the promises. 


3 Oh,might I hear thine heavenly tongue 
But whisper, ‘‘ Thou art mine!”’ 

Those gentle words should raise my song 
To notes almost divine. 

How would my leaping heart rejoice, 
And think my heaven secure! 

I trust the all-creating voice, 


And faith desires no more. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 


u.| 470 


Thou _compassest my path. 
Psalm exxxix, %, Cc. M. 


Lord, in the day thou art about 
The paths wherein I tread ; 

And in the night, when I lie down, 
Thou art about my bed. 

While others in God’s prisons lie, 
Bound with affliction’s chain, 

I walk at large, secure and free 
From sickness and from pain. 


’Tis Thou dost crown my hopes and plans 
With good success each day; 
This crown, together with myself, 
At thy blest feet I lay. 
Oh, let my house a temple be, 
That I and mine may sing 
Hosanna to thy majesty, 
And praise our heavenly King! 
J. H. Gurney, 1838-1851, from John ‘Macon, 1683. 


Way + Sond Warlare, 
o. M.! 478 


471 

While shepherds watched their flocks bynight, 
All seated on the ground, 

The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 


Glory to God in the highest. 
5! Luke ii. 14. . 


‘*Fear not,” said he — for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind— 
“Glad tidings of great joy I bring, 
To you and all mankind. 


“To you, in David’s town, this day, 
Is born of David’s line, 

The Saviour, who is Christ, the Lord, 
And this shall be the sign: 


«‘The heavenly babe you there shall find 
To human view displayed, 

All meanly wrapped in swathing bands, 
And in a manger laid.” 


Thus spake the seraph; and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng 

Of angels, praising God, who thus 
Addressed their joyful song: 


‘¢ All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace; 
Good will henceforth from heay’n to men 


Begin, and never cease!” 
Nahum Tate, 1696. 


O all ye lands, rejoice in God, 
Sing praises to his name: 

Let the whole earth, with one accord, 
His wondrous acts proclaim. 


And let his faithful servants tell, 
How by redeeming love, 

Their souls are saved from death and hell, 
To share the joys above. 

Tell how the Holy Spirit’s grace 
Forbids their feet to slide, 

And, as they run the Christian race, 
Vouchsafes to be their guide. 

Sing, sing, ye saints, and shout for joy, 
Ye ransomed of the Lord! 

Be grateful praise your sweet employ, 


His presence, your reward. 
Harriet Auber, 1829. 
SSS 


Coronation. p.100. Marlow. 


Make a joyful noise unto God. y 
eaten bryi.l. Cc. M. 


471-474 


Endure a Bood soldier. C. M. 
Am Ia soldier of the cross, 

A follower of the Lamb? 
And shall I fear to own his cause, 

Or blush to.speak his name? 


Must I be borne to paradise 
On flowery beds of ease, 

While others fought to win the prize, 
And sailed through bloody seas? 

Are there no foes for me to face? 
Must I not stem the flood? 

Is this vile world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God? 

Sure I must fight, if I would reign; 
Increase my courage, Lord: 

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain, 
Supported by thy word. 


Thy saints in all this glorious war 
Shall conquer, though they die; 

They see the triumph from afar, 
And seize it with their eye. 

When that illustrious day shall rise, 
And all thy armies shine 

In robes of victory through the skies, 


The glory shall be thine. 
Isaac Watts,.1723. 


474 


Triumphant, Christ ascends on high, 
The glorious work complete: 

Sin, death, and hell, low vanquished lie, 
Beneath his awful feet. 


He ascended up on high. 
Eiph.iv, 8. Cc. M. 


There, with eternal glory crowned, 
The Lord, the Conqueror reigns; 

His praise the heavenly choirs resound, 
In their immortal strains, 


Amid the splendors of his throne, 
\Unchanging love appears; 
The names he purchased for his own, 
Still on his heart he bears. 


Oh, the rich depths of love divine; 
Of bliss, a boundless store! 

Dear Saviour, let me call thee mine, 
I cannot wish for more. 


On thee alone my hope relies; 
Beneath thy cross I fall, 
My Lord, my life, my sacrifice, 


My Saviour, and my all. 
Anne Steele, 17@0. 


475 Behold, X make aff Ghings Dau. 


Homeland. Cc. M. D. H., 1879. 
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475 A detter country, thatis, anheavenly, ©, 7.1 O Day of glory! dawn, and bring 
Creation’s second birth; $ 
When morning stars again shall sing 
O’er this dark, groaning earth. 
Where pleasures never end. When He who said, ‘‘Let there be light!” 
My King in beauty there enthroned, , And all things sprang to view; 
Angelic hosts behold; Shall speak again that word of might, 
¢ 1 ” 
And there I hope, with glory crowned,| ‘See! I make all things new. 
To walk those streets of gold. 


O Star of day! thy holy beams 
Pierce through the shadows gray ; 
We hail with joy thy twinkling gleams, 
That tell of perfect day: 
Soon shall thy glory fill the skies, 
Thou Hope of seers and kings; : 
The Sun of Righteousness shall rise, Samos Ms Sarg Pig 
With healing in His wings. a i | "1879, 
Copyright, H, Ly Hastings, 1578, 138 


My home is o’er the swelling flood, 
Where suns no more descend ; 
Within the paradise of God, 


I watch, and pray, and work, and wait, 
I weep, I sigh, I sing; 

Till I shall pass yon pearly gate, 
And gaze upon my King: 

T tell the glories of my home, 
I sing its mansions fair; 


X Ruow fat My Redesmey Fingth. 
o. M.| 478 


476 


My faith shall triumph o’er the grave, 
And trample on the tomb, 

My Jesus, my Redeemer, lives; 
And on the clouds shall come. 

Ere long I know he shall appear, 
In power and glory great, 

And death, the last of all his foes, 
Lie vanquished at his feet. 


O death, where is sting? 
1 Cor. xy. ay am 


Then, though the worms my flesh devour, 
And make my form their prey, 

I know I shall arise with power, 
On the last judgment day. 

When God shall stand upon the earth, 
Him there mine eyes shall see, 

My flesh shall feel a second birth, 
And ever with him be. 


Then shall he wipe all tears away, 
And hush the rising groan; 

And pains,and sighs, and griefs,and fears 
Shall ever be unknown. 

How long, dear Saviour, O how long 
Shall this bright hour delay? 

O hasten thy appearance, Lord, 


And bring the welcome day. 
Unknown, cir. 1850 


Cc. M. 


477 


Dear Refuge of my weary soul, 
On Thee, when sorrows rise, 

On Thee, when waves of trouble roll, 
My fainting hope relies. 

To Thee I tell each rising grief, 
For Thou alone canst heal; 

Thy word can bring a sweet relief 
For every pain I feel. 


Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face? 
And shall I seek in vain? 
And can the ear of sovereign grace 
Be deaf when I complain? 
Thy mercy seat is open still, 
Here let my soul retreat; . 
With humble hope attend Thy will, 
And wait beneath Thy feet. 
Anne Steele, ab. 1760. 


Naomi. p. 116, Ortonville. p- 98. 


Gisele Ge levee 


Who have fled for refuge. 
Heb. vi. 18. 


476-479 


Perfect Shrongh watering. Cc. M. 
The head that once was crowned with thorns, 
Is crowned with glory now; 
A royal diadem adorns 
The mighty Victor’s brow. 


The highest place that heaven affords, 
Is His, is His by right— 

The King of kings, the Lord of lords, 
And heaven’s eternal Light. 


The joy of all who dwell above, 
The joy of all below, 

To whom he manifests his love, 
And grants his name to know. 


To them the cross, with all its shame, 
With all its grace, is given; 

Their name, an everlasting name, 
Their joy, the joy of heaven. 


They suffer with their Lord below, 
They reign with him above; 
Their everlasting joy to know 
The mystery of his love. 


The cross he bore is life and health, 
Though shame and death to him; 
His people’s hope, his people’s wealth, 

Their everlasting theme. 
Thomas Kelly, 1820. 


479 


Return, O God of love, return, 
Earth is a tiresome place; 

How long shall we, thy children, mourn 
Our absence from thy face? 


Return, O Lord, how long? 
me c 


Psalm xc. - M. 


Let heaven succeed our painful years, 
Let sin and sorrow cease; 

And in proportion to our tears, 
So make our joys increase. 


Thy wonders to thy servants show, 
Make thine own work complete; 
Then shall our souls thy glory know. 

And own thy love was great. 


Then shall we shine before thy throne 
In all thy beauty, Lord; 
And the poor service we have done 


Meet a divine reward. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 
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480-481 


Athens. 


I see theemock’d,andscourg’d and bound,Rejected by 


For me thauhast 


480 

O Son of God, with glory crowned, 
Upon thy Father’s throne, 

I see thee mocked, and scourged, and bound, 
Rejected by thine own. 

Thy temples wore the braided thorn, 
And bore the piercing pain; 

For me thou hast endured the scorn, 
For me despised the shame. 

I see thee in the garden, low, 
When no one else is nigh; 

I mark the wonders of thy woe, 
Thy blood, thy bitter ery. 

T see the nails, the scourge, the rod, 
The cross of infamy; 

T hear the ery, ‘‘My God! my God! 
Hast thou forsaken me?” 

Beneath the cross where Jesus bled, 
Amazed I sit me down, 

And gaze upon the sacred head 
That wore the thorny crown. 

Here in my Saviour’s cleansing blood, 
My burdened soul hath found 

Pardon, and life, and peace with God, 


And balm for every wound. 
H.,, cir. 1865. 


The sufferings of Christ. 
1 Pet. i. 11. 


o. M.| 481 


Bebold the an. 


D.C. M. 


Felice Giardini) 1760, 


thine own. 


endured thescorn, For me despised the shame. 


Remember me when thou comest. 
Luke xxiii. 42. 

As on the cross the Saviour hung, 
And wept, and bled, and died, 

He poured salvation on a wretch, 
That languished at his side. 

His crimes, with inward grief and shame, 
The penitent. confessed ; 

Then turned his dying eyes to Christ, 
And thus his prayer addressed: 

‘¢ Jesus, thou Son and Heir of heaven, 
Thou spotless Lamb of God, 

I see thee bathed in sweat and tears, 
And weltering in thy blood. 

Yet quickly from these scenes of woe, 
In triumph thou shalt rise, 

Burst thro’ the gloomy shades of death, 
And shine above the skies. 


‘‘Amid the glories of thy home 
May I a sharer be? 

When thou dost in thy kingdom come, 
O Lord, remember me.” 

‘“Truly, to-day, I say to thee,” 
The suffering Lord replies, 

‘‘ Thou shalt in peace and glory be 


With me in paradise.” 
Vs. 1-4 Samuel Stennett, 1727-1795; vs. &-6 H., 1881. 
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Bhq World pitsseth: Alursny, 


Tak ti th 1 : 
482 e unto you " a age of God. CoM. 


Oh, speed thee, Christian, on thy way, 
And to thy armor cling; 

With girded loins the call obey, 
That grace and mercy bring. 


‘There is a battle to be fought, 


An upward race to run, 
A crown of glory to be sought, 
A victory to be won. 


The shield of faith repels the dart 
. That Satan’s hand may throw; 
His arrow cannot reach thy heart, 

If Christ control the bow. 


’ The glowing lamp of prayer will light 


Thee on thy anxious road; 
*T will keep the goal of heaven in sight, 
And guide thee to thy God. 


Oh, faint not, Christian, for thy sighs 
Are heard before His throne: 
The race must come before the prize, 


The cross before the crown. 
Anne Steele, 1716-1788. 


48 3 The seventh = Peotred, out his vial. Co. M. 
Woe to the men on earth who dwell, 
Nor dread th’ Almighty’s frown; 
When God doth all his wrath reveal, 
And shower his judgments down! 
Sinners, expect those heaviest showers: 
To meet your God, prepare! 
For, lo! the seventh angel pours 
His vial in the air. 


Lo! from their seats the mountains leap ; 
The mountains are not found; 

Transported far into the deep, 

- And in the ocean drowned. 

Who, then, shall live,and face the throne, 
And face the Judge severe ? 

When heaven and earth are fled and gone, 
Oh, where shall I appear? 


Now, only now, against that hour, 
We may a place provide; 

Beyond the grave, beyond the power 
Of hell our spirits hide: 

Firm in the all-destroying shock, 
May view the final scene; 

For, lo! the everlasting Rock 
Is cleft to take us in. 


482-485 


484 SECOND PART. 


By faith we find the place above, 
The Rock that rent in twain, 
Beneath the shade of dying love, 
And in the clefts remain. 

Jesus, to thy dear wounds we flee, 
We sink into thy side, 

Assured that all who trust in thee 
Shall evermore abide. 


GQ ny 


Then let the thundering trumpet sound; 
The latest lightning elare; 

The mountains melt; the solid ground 
Dissolve as liquid air; 

The huge celestial bodies roll, 
Amidst that general fire, 

And shrivel as a parchment scroll, 
And all in smoke expire. 


Yet still the Lord the Saviour reigns, 
When nature is destroyed, 
And no created thing remains 
Throughout the flaming void. 
Sublime upon his azure throne, 
He speaks th’ almighty word; 
His fiat is obeyed! ’tis done; 
And paradise restored. 


So be it! let this system end, 
This ruinous earth and skies; 
The New Jerusalem descend, 
The New Creation rise. 
Thy power omnipotent assume; 
Thy brightest majesty! 
And when thou dost in glory come, 
My Lord, remember me! 


485 


Now, Saviour, strengthen every heart; 
Our faith and love increase; 

And crown thy people, as they part, 
With mercy, grace, and peace. 

And when our pilgrimage is past, 
And all our warfare o’er, 

O bring us to thy rest at last, 
To praise thee evermore. 


Wesley, ab. 1756. 


He shall strengthen thine heart. 
Psal li. 14. 


salm xxvu. Cc. M. 


H., 1883, 


Naomi. p- 110, Peterboro. p. 96. 
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436-487 


Love Divine. 
e 


The k f Christ that th k 1 3 All thi ‘k together fi 
486 ‘he love o: meh pat Pasee nowledge co. M. 487 ings work iegether ‘or good. 


2 O love, so high, so deep, so broad! 
Its height no tongue can tell: 

The everlasting love of God, 
Unto a race that fell: 

The love that on the accursed tree 
My sins and sorrows bore, 

That suffered death that I might be 
Alive forevermore. 


3 The merchant seeketh goodly pearls 
In caves of ocean deep; 

The father greets the prodigal ; 
The shepherd finds his sheep; 

But God his greater love commends; 
Such love no mortal knows: 

How few would die to save their friends,— 
Christ died to save his foes! 


4 O love divine! thy length and breadth, 
Thy depths I seek to know; 

High as the heights of heavenly bliss, 
And deep as human woe! 

Thus I, with all the saints of God, 
Would comprehend and prove 


Gad Gommendet His Jour, 


Cc. M. 


We know that all things work for good 
To those who love the Lord, 

Who by his grace are called of God, 
Who trust his living word; 

If God be for us, who can be 
Our foe, to harm or fright? 

God is our strength and victory, 
He arms us for the fight. 


He who bestowed his only Son 
That sinful men might live, — 

How shall he not, since this is done, 
All other mercies give? 

Who shall accuse God’s chosen ones? 
Shall God, who pardon gives? 

Who shall condemn his ransomed sons? 
Shall Christ, who died and lives? 


Not length, nor breadth,nor depth, nor height, 
Not all the hosts above, 

Not all the powers of sin and night, 
Can break his bands of love. 

Not famine, pestilence, nor sword, 
Things present nor to come, 


The love that ‘Thou dost shed abroad, —] Shall separate us from our Lord, 


God’s boundless, endless love. 
H., 1878. 
By Permission. 


Our refuge and our home. 
H., 188) 


Gake my Yoke npon Yor, 
c.M.| 490 


488 

It is not for thy golden streets, 
Jerusalem, so fair, 

And dazzling walls, and gates of pearls, 
Isigh, ‘‘If I were there!” 

It is not that thy skies are bright 
With glory’s purest ray, — 

No sun is there, no shade of night, 
Through the eternal day. 


It is not for thy pleasant fruits, 
And ever-blooming flowers, 

And odors sweet, by crystal streams, 
That grace celestial bowers. 

It is not for the raiment white 
By saint and seraph worn, 

Nor harps, whose songs of rapture thrill 
The glad, eternal morn. 


The Lamb is the light thereof. 
Rev. xxi. 25. 


It is not that the rest from pain, 
From sorrows, toils, and fears, 

Is perfect in the boundless gain 
Of the eternal years, — 

Nor aught that vision dares to shape 
For sense to seek or prove; 

This earth, if holy, might have joy, 
And peacefulness, and love. 


But oh, thy charm, Jerusalem, 
By faith alone is seen; 

Jesus hath his high throne in thee, 
And thou no taint of sin. 

My spirit longs my Lord to see, 
His purity to wear; 

Thy glory is thy holiness, — 


“O God, if I were there!” 
Unknown, cir. 1850. 


489 A name which 1s above every name. 
Phil. ii. 9. 


Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb, 
We love to hear of thee; 
No music’s like thy charming name, 
Nor half so sweet can be. 
CHORUS. 
Thou hast redeemed us by thy blood, 
And purged each guilty stain ; 
And made us kings and priests to God, 
To thee be praise. Amen. 


When we appear in yonder cloud, 
With all thy favored throng, 

Then will we sing more sweet, more loud, 
And Christ shall be our song. 


John Cennick, 1745. Chorus H., 1884. 143 


Cc. M. 


488-491 


Enoch walked with God. 
Gen. v. 22. Cc. M 


Ol! for a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame, 

A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 


Where is the blessedness I knew 
When first I saw the Lord? 

Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and his word? 


What peaceful hours I once enjoyed; 
How sweet their memory still] 

But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. 


Return, O holy Dove, return, 
Sweet messenger of rest; 

I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 
And drove thee from my breast. 


‘The dearest idol I have known, 


Whate’er that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from thy throne, 
And worship only Thee. 


So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame; 
So purer light shall mark the road 


That leads me to the Lamb. 
William Cowper, 1772. 


{ A name which is above every name. 
491 Phil io. C. M. 


Jesus! how much thy name unfolds 
To every opened ear; 

The pardoned sinner’s memory holds 
None other half so dear. 


Thy name encircles every grace 
That God, as man, could show; 
There enly could he fully trace 
A perfect life below. 


Jesus — the One who knew no sin: 
Made sin to make us just; 

Worthy art thou our love to win, 
Worthy of all our trust. 


The mention of thy name shall bow 
Our hearts to worship thee; 
The chiefest of ten thousand Thou, 


The chief of sinners we. 
Mary Bewley Peters, ab. 1849. 


492-493 


Freedom, or Liberty. 


day is 


That glo-rious 


shall a- 


and shine on high, 


She shall a - 


sun. 


Redemption draweth nigh. a 
Duke xxi. 38. Cc. M, 


492 


2 The north and south her sons resign, 
And earth’s foundations rend; 

A bride adorned, Jerusalem, 
All glorious, shall descend. 


3 When Zion’s bleeding, conquering King 
Shall sin and death destroy, 

The morning stars shall join to sing, 
And Zion shout for joy. 


4 Soon shall time’s fleeting years roll round, 
The church shall be complete ; 

Called by the last loud trumpet’s sound, 
‘Their Saviour’s face to meet. 


5 With joy they meet Him in the sky, 
Whom here their souls adored; 
And in a world where none shall die, 
Live ever with the Lord. 
Unknown, ab. cir. 1820? 
Coronation. p.100. Arlington.  p.104, 


Gleseeee| Glee sala: 


By Permission. 


49 8 Anew “a helnye. Eee Throne. 


Cc. M. 


Behold the glories of the Lamb, 
Amid his Father’s throne; 

Prepare new honors for his name, 
And songs before unknown. 


Let elders worship at His feet, 
The church adore around, 
With vials full of odors sweet, 

And harps of sweeter sound. 


Those are the prayers of all the saints, 
And these the hymns they raise; 
Jesus is kind to our complaints, 
He loves to hear our praise. 


Now, to the Lamb that once was slain 
Be endless blessings paid ; 
Salvation, glory, joy, remain 
Forever on thy head. 


Thou hast redeemed our souls with blood, 
Hast set the prisoners free; 
Hast made us kings and priests to God, 


And we shall reign with thee. 
Isaac Watts, 1706. 
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494-498 


Ohe Putiqnt Waiting for Christ, 


Jesus Christ, which i i 
494. 8 yn = our hope. Cc. M. 496 Waiting for ty eomipe of our Lord, Cc. M. 


Jesus, our hope, our heart’s desire, 
Redemption’s only spring, 
Creator of the world art thou, 
Its Saviour, and its King. 
How vast the mercy and the love 
Which laid our sins on thee, 
And led thee to a cruel death, 
To set thy people free. 


But now the bonds of death are burst, 
The ransom has been paid; 

And thou art on thy Father’s throne, 
In glorious robes arrayed. 

Ch, may thy mighty love prevail 
Our sinful souls to spare. 

Oh, may we stand around thy throne, 
And see thy glory there. 


Jesus, our only joy be thou, 
As thou our prize wilt be; 
In thee be all our glory now 


And through eternity. 
Christian Hymnal. 


495 Cc. M. 


Jome, ye that love the Saviour’s name, 
And. joy to make it known; 

The Sovereign of your heart proclaim, 
And bow before his throne. 


Behold your King, your Saviour, crown’d 
With glories all divine; 

And tell the wondering nations round 
How bright those glories shine. 


Infinite power and boundless grace 
In him unite their rays: 

You that have e’er beheld his face, 
Can you forbear his praise? 


When in his earthly courts we view 

_ The glories of our King, 

We long to love as angels do, 
And wish like them to sing. 

And shall we long and wish in vain? 
Lord, teach our songs to rise! 

Thy love can animate the strain, 
And bid it reach the skies. 

Oh, happy period! glorious day! 
When heaven and earth shall raise, 


Daily shall he be praised. 
Te lxxii. aS 


Another weary day is past, 
Tm waiting still for thee; 

Oh, keep me, Saviour, till the last, 
And set me fully free. 

I long to know thee as thou art, 
And reign with thee in life; 

Oh, let this longing, fainting heart, 
Now end the mortal strife. 

With thine immortal image seal 
This feeble creature thine; 

And all thy glory then reveal, 
And let me in it shine. 


IT would be where thou art: oh, come! 
No longer now delay; 

But take thy weeping children home, 
From sin and grief away. 


497 SECOND PART. CO, i. 


Jesus, our life, our hope, our heaven, 
The lingering times have flown; 

To thee the kingdom now is given; 
Return and claim thine own. 


And, as we wait, along the skies 
Unearthly glory steals; 

And our glad spirits seem to rise, 
To haste thy chariot wheels. 


Although they seem to linger, still 
Thy retinue on high 

Is marshaled, and awaits the will 
That bids their myriads fly. 

Then we will wait, nor deem too long 
The closing hours of grace, 

But trim our lamps with cheerful song, 


Till we shall see thy face. 
Unknown, cir. 1840? 
498 


bit pe & he re eri CG. M. 
Spirit Divine, who from above 
Didst come with heavenly fire; 
With flaming zeal, and fervent love, 
Our hearts and souls inspire. 
Great Spirit, by thy heavenly breath, 
New life create within ; 
Quicken lost sinners from the death 
Of trespasses and sin. 
The things of God, great Spirit, take, 
And to thy saints reveal ; 


With all their powers, the raptured lay | Our bodies thine own temple make, 


To celebrate thy praise. 


Anne Steele, 1760, 
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And our redemption seal. 
H., arr, 1883. 
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If Je-sus himself will be our guide, We shall walk thro’ the valley in peace. 
49 9 The saver’ ae ae ehaiow. Cc. M. 500 Iam be pe oueate Cc. M. 


Before us lies a valley dim, 
Which soon our feet may tread, 
And through it rolls a sullen stream, 
The river of the dead. 


Cuorvs. 
We are almost down to the river side, 
Soon shall our wanderings cease, 
If Jesus himself will be our guide, 
‘We shall walk thro’ the valley in peace. 
We shall walk thro’ the valley in peace, 
We shall walk thro’ the valley in peace, 
If Jesus himself will be our guide, 
Weshall walk thro’ the valley in peace, 


Tho’ dark the vale, and cold the stream, 
It cannot us affright, 

For Christ hath passed thro’ the valley dim, 
To the home of joy and light. 


Tho’ death’s dark shades around may be, 
My Shepherd still is near, 

His rod and staff shall comfort me, 
No evil shall I fear, 


Baptized beneath death’s chilling flood, 
In glory we shall rise, 
To meet the conquering Son of God, 


Descending from the skies. 
H., 1865. 


By Permission. 


Afar from home, on an island lone, 
John heard, on the Lord’s own day, 

A mighty voice like a trumpet’s tone, 
Which unto him did say: 


Cho—*I am He that liveth and was dead; 
I have burst tke prison door; 
I bear the keys of hell and death, 
And I live forevermore. 
I live forevermore, 
I live forevermore ; 
I bear the keys of hell and death, 
And I live forevermore.” 


O glorious word, by the prophet heard, 
Above the billows’ roar! 

The Crucified, who for sinners died, 
Is alive forevermore. 


We lay our dead in the grave’s dark shade, 
And our hearts are sad and sore; 

But Jesus lives, and the promise gives, 
They shall rise to die no more. 


O morning bright, may thy radiant light 
Soon shine this dark earth o’er; 
Then saints we weep, shall awake from sleep, 


And shall live forevermore. 
HL, 1883, 
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gor Dawning. 
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SS 
{ Tho’ the night hangs dark, and the stars are dim, We will walkas sons of day : 


And will cheer our souls with our morning hymn, Till the shad-ows flee a- way. 


ae 


Whenthe Sun of Righteous - ness shallrise, With heal-ing in his wings. 
aN 
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Tho’ thenight hangs dark and the stars are dim, 
We will walk as sons of day; 

And will cheer om souls with ow morning hymna, 
Till the shadows flee away ; 

For we watch with waiting, longing eyes, 
For the dawning flush that springs 
When the Sun of Righteousness shall rise, 

With healing in his wings. 


Walk as children of light. 
Eph. v. 8 


Tho’ the foe be fierce, and the fight be sore, 
Yet our Captain’s arm is strong; 
And amid the battle’s wildest roar, 
We will sing the victor’s song; 
For he raakes us more than conquerors here, 
Through his all-abounding grace, 
And he helps us on with words of cheer, 
Till at last we shall see his face. 


Let us gird our souls with the armor of light, 
Let us take the Spirit’s sword; 

Let us give good heed, thro’ the storm and night, 
To the light of the sacred Word. 

We will fear no foe while our Leader lives, 
For his grace shall help afford; 

And thanks be to God who the victory gives, 
Through Jesus Christ, our Eerd, Ke 


By Permission. 


Arlington. page 104. Marlow. page 94. 
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I see the crowd in Pilate’s hall; 
I mark their wrathful mien; 

Their shouts of ‘‘Orucify” appall, 
With blasphemy between. 

And of that shouting multitude 
I feel that I am one; 

And in that din of voices rude 
I recognize my own. 

I see the scourges tear His back, 
I see the piercing crown; 

And of that crowd who smite and mock, 
I feel that I am one. 

Around yon cross the throng I see, 
Mocking the Sufferer’s groan; 

Yet still my voice it seems to be, 
As if I mocked alone. 

’T was I that shed the sacred blood; 
I nailed Him to the tree; 

I crucified the Christ of God; 
I joined the mockery! 

Yet not the less that blood avails 
To cleanse away my sin, 

And not the less that cross prevails 


To give me peace within. 
Horatius Bonar, b. 1808. 
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Through many weary years of pain, 
A suffering, sorrowing soul, 

Many physicians sought in vain; 
But none could make her whole. 


She heard the rumor of His fame, 
And felt within her soul, 

‘Tf I but touch His garment’s hem 
I surely shall be whole.” 


Amid the trampling throng she came, 
A sick and weary soul. 

She reached and touched His garment’s hem, 
And Jesus made her whole. 


“Who touched my robe?” said He ; she came 
And told before them all, 

How she had touched his garment’s hem, 
And faith had made her whole, 


Ye sin-sick, ruined, fallen men, 
Each heavy-laden soul; 

Oh, come, and touch his garment’s hem, 
And Christ will make you whole! 


Cho.—ANh! virtue doth in him abide, 
In his pierced hands and wounded side. 
By faith I touch his crimson robe, 

And lo! Iam m-‘e whole, 


Copyright, Hale Hastings, 1883. 


H., 1879. 


My soul, approach the mercy-seat 
While it is called To-day: 

Oh, hasten to thy Saviour’s feet, 
And in his presence say :— 

‘Just as Iam, without one plea 

But that thy blood was shed for me, 

And that thou bidst me come to Thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come!” 


My soul is like a troubled sea, 
Tumultuous and unblest; 

O Lamb of God, I come to Thee, 
For thou canst give me rest. 

“Just as Iam, though tossed about 

With many a conflict, many a doubt, 

Fightings within and fears without, 
O Lamb of God, I come!” 


My numerous sins and faults I own, 
I blush with guilt and shame; 
Yet will I seek thy gracious throne 
And plead my Saviour’s name. 
‘Just as I am, thy love unknown 
Hath broken every barrier down: 
Now to be thine, yea, thine alone, 


O Lamb of God, I come!” 
H., 1881. 
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M. EL, 1879, 


¢ 
My wea-ry soul a rest hath found,A rest that will not fail: A sure and certain* 


50 5 A acta BE pe the —e Cc. M 506 Thou Son of PAS pe mereyonme. q yy 
xxxii. 2. otters x. 47. oe the 
My weary soul a rest hath found A beggar by the highway side 
A rest that will not fail: Helpless and blind I sit: 
A sure and certain anchorage ground | But ’mid the thronging, hurrying tide, 
In Christ within the vail. I hear the Saviour’s feet. 
Chorus:—O Rock of Ages, cleft for me, | Ohorws:~Thou Son of David, pity me: 
In thee my soul I hide. No help gan others give; 
My tower of strength, I fly to thee, Open my eyes that I may see, 
And safely there abide, And look on Thee, and live. 
I hide me in this refuge strong, Though many seek my voice to hush, 
From every tempest’s blast; Though multitudes may throng; 
And sit and sing until the storm High, high above their trampling rush, 
¥ Of wrath is overpast. My cry I still prolong. 
Ye comfortless and tempest-tost, He hears, he speaks, he calleth me! 


By sins and woes opprest; I have not prayed in vain; 
Ye tempted, troubled, ruined, lost, He asks, ‘‘ What shall I do to thee? 
Come, find in Christ your rest. What favor wouldst thou gain?” 


Ye thirsty, from this smitten Rock ‘Receive thy sight!” I hear him say, 
Life’s crystal waters spring; His word I now receive; 

There bide from every stormy shock, |I follow Jesus in the way, 
And rest, and drink, and sing. a. T look to him and live. —s 
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507-508 
Prodigal. 
sie 


O prod -i - gal, 


Re - mem-ber thou, though tar from home, 


507 
O prodigal, why wilt thou roam 
In sin’s dark desert wild, 


Remember thou, tho’ far from home, 
Art still the Father’s child. 


When he was yet a great way off. 
Luke xv. 20. af 


A table spread, a vacant seat, 
A door that stands ajar, 

Tell how thy Father longs to greet 
His child who wanders far. 


The love that bought thy soul with blood 
Still in His heart doth burn: 

O weary wanderer from thy God, 
In penitence return. 


Why tarriest thou with tearful eyes, 
In wretchedness and woe? 

Make haste, and say, ‘‘I will arise, 
And to my Father go.” 


While yet a great way off thou art, 
With willing feet He speeds, 

To clasp thee to his throbbing heart, 
And satisfy thy needs. 


His heart o’er all thy wayward mirth 
Hath never ceased to mourn; 

And joy in heaven, and joy on earth, 
Shall hail thy glad return. 


By Permission. 


HL, 1879. 
150 


X Haug Sinned Aguinst Heaven, 


oO, M, 


why wilt thou roam 


Art still the Fa - ther’s child, 
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Ye souls bereft, be comforted; 
Ye tearful eyes, look up; 
Ye sorrow not above. the dead 

As those who have no hope. 


Since we believe that Jesus died, 
And rose, o’er death the King, 

So with Him, all who sleep in Christ, 
Shall God in victory bring. 


The Lord himself shall come from heaven, 
And shout his high command; 

Th’ archangel’s voice and trump of God 
Shall sound o’er sea and land. 


The dead in Christ shall first arise, 
With living saints caught up; 
In clouds they meet, with glad surprise, 
Their Lord, their life, their hope. 
u 
Safe in the chambers of His love, 
They reap a rich reward ; 
The crown of life laid up above:— 
The welcome of the Lord. 


So shall we ever be with Him 
Who once for sinners bled: 
With this assurance comfort them 


Who sorrow o’er the dead. 
H., 188, 


Oke Ranuest is Rigg. 


OC. M. 


rome to the Ark. 
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2 Come to the ark! the waters rise, 
The seas their billows rear; 

While darkness gathers o’er the skies, 
Behold a refuge near. 

3 Come to the ark! all, all that weep 
Beneath the sense of sin: 

Without, deep calleth unto deep: 
But all is peace within. 

4 Come to the ark! ere yet the flood 
Your lingering steps oppose; 

Come, for the door which open stood 
Is now about to close. 

John Coleman’s Collection, 1846. 
5 1 0) Awake and ein 2 zest is aah in dust. Cc. M. 


Awake and sing! awake and sing, 
Ye dwellers in the dust! 

Now on you dawns the eternal Spring, 
Awake and sing, ye just! 

Soft falls the Holy Spirit’s dew, 
On death’s cold, barren clod; 

And myriad forms spring forth to view, 
The harvest of our God. 

In weakness sown, ’mid sighs and tears; 
In glory now they rise, 

To meet their Lord when he appears, 
Descending from the skies, 

Death’s chilling winter now is past, 
All hail, life’s joyous Spring! 

The dew of God descends at last; 
Awake, awake and sing! 


By Permiasion, 


i] 


The pes - ti - lence walks forth by night, The 
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The reapers are the angels. 
Matt. xiii. 89. $ 


C. M. 


The angel comes; he comes to reap 
The harvest of the Lord. 

O’er all the earth, with fatal sweep, 
Wide waves his flaming sword. 


And who are they, in sheaves, to bide 
The fire of vengeance, bound? 

The tares, whose rank, luxuriant pride 
Chokes the fair crop around. 


And who are they, reserved in store 
God’s treasure-house to fill? 

The wheat, a hundredfold that bore 
Amid surrounding ill. 


O King of mercy! grant us power 
Thy fiery wrath to flee! 
In thy destroying angel’s hour, 


O gather us to thee! 
: Reginald Heber, 1783-1826. 


Se 
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5 1 9 Neither prey pe PN alone. C. M. 


Lord, who didst for thy people pray, 
That they might all be one, 

Hear the petitions which we lay 
Before thy gracious throne. 

Unite us, Lord, in thee our Head; 
May we one faith receive ; 

One spirit through our hearts be shed, — 
So may the world believe. 


| Gather in one thy scattered sheep, 


The flock redeemed by thee; 
And one in thee thy people keey, 


To immortality. Son 
‘pi 
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Omega. Oo. M.D. O, Holden, 1765-1844. L. M., 1879. 
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My Saviour, my Almighty Friend, When I begin thy praise, Where will the growing 


numbers end, The numbers of thy grace? 
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My Saviour, my Almighty Friend, Isles of the deep, rejoice! rejoice! 
When I begin thy praise, Ye ransomed nations, sing 


Where will the growing numbers end, 
The numbers of thy grace? 

Thou art my everlasting trust; 
Thy goodness I adore; 

And since I knew thy graces first, 
I speak thy glories more. 

My feet shall travel all the length 
Of the celestial road; : 

And march with courage in thy strength 
To see my Father, God. 

When I am filled with sore distress 
For some surprising sin, 

Til plead Thy perfect righteousness, 
And mention none but thine. 

How will my lips rejoice to tell 
The victories of my King! 

My soul, redeem’d from sin and hell, 
Shall Thy salvation sing. 

Awake, awake, my tuneful powers; 
With this delightful song 

I'll entertain the darkest hours, 
Nor think the season long. 

Isaac Watts, ab. 1719, 


The praises of your Lord and God, 
The triumphs of your King. 

He comes, and at his mighty word, 
The clouds are fleeting past, 

And o’er the land of promise, see 
The glory breaks at last. 

There He, upon his ancient throne, 
His power and grace displays, 

While Salem, with its echoing hills, 
Sends forth its voice of praise. 

Streams of divine, ufifading joy, 
Whose sweetness none can know 

But the redeemed, the blood-bought soul, 
Through all creation flow. 

Oh, let his praises fill the earth! 
While all the blest above, 

In strains of loftier triumph still, 
Speak only of his love. 

Sing, ye redeemed! Before the throne, 
Ye white-robed myriads, fall; 

Sing — for the Lord of glory reigns, 
The Christ — the heir of all. 

Edward Denny, 1848. 


Be Ye AH of One Mind, 


515 


All praise to our redeeming Lord, 
Who joins us by his grace, 

And bids us, each to each restored, 
Together seek his face. 


_ He bids us build each other up; 

And, gathered into one, 

_ To our high calling’s glorious hope, 
We hand in hand go on. 

The gift which he on one bestows, 
We all delight to prove: 

The grace through every vessel flows 
In purest streams of love. 


_ Even now we think and speak the same, 
And cordially agree; 

Concentered all, through Jesus’ name, 
In perfect harmony. 


We all partake the joy of one, 
The common peace we feel: 

A peace to sensual minds unknown, 
A joy unspeakable. 


And if our fellowship below 
In Jesus be so sweet, 
What heights of rapture shall we know, 


When round his throne we meet! 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1746. 


In the unity of the faith. 
Eph. iv. 18. 


516 Cc. M. 


My soul, with all thy wakened powers 
Survey the heavenly prize; 

Nor let these glittering toys of earth 
Allure thy wandering eyes. 

The joys and treasures of a day 
IT cheerfully resign; 

Rich in that large, immortal store, 
Secured by grace divine. 


Let fools my better choice deride, 
Angels and God approve; 

Nor scorn of men, nor rage of hell, 
My steadfast soul shall move. 

With ardent eye that bright reward 
I daily will survey ; 

And in the blooming prospect lose 


The sorrows of the way. 
Philip Doddridge, ab. 1702-1757. 


Esteeming the reproach of Christ. 
Heb. xi. 26. 


515-518 


CO. M. 517 Behold, I stand es door and knock. Cc. M ‘ 


Come, let us, who in Christ. believe, 
Our common Saviour praise; 

To him with joyful voices give 
The glory of his grace. 


He now stands knocking at the door 
Of every sinner’s heart; 

The worst need keep him out no more, 
Or force him to depart. 


Through grace we hearken to thy voice, 
Yield to be saved from sin; j 
In sure and certain hope rejoice ta 
That thou wilt enter in. f 


Come quickly in, thou heavenly Guest, 
Nor ever hence remove; 

But sup with us, and let the feast 
Be everlasting love. 


518 


Sing to the Lord the children’s hymn; 
His gentle love declare, 

Who bends amid the seraphim 
To hear the children’s prayer. 


He at a mother’s breast was fed, 
Though God’s own Son was he; 

He learned the first small words he said 
At a meek mother’s knee. 


He held us to his mighty breast, 
The children of the earth; 

He lifted up His hands and blessed 
The babes of human birth. 


So shall he be to us our God, — 
Our gracious Saviour, too; 

The scenes we tread his footsteps trod, 
The paths of youth he knew. 

Lo, from the stars his face will turn 
On us with glances mild; 

The angels of his presence yearn 
To bless the little child. 

Sing to the Lord the children’s hymn; 
His gentle love declare, 

Who bends amid the seraphim 


To hear the children’s prayer! 
Robert Stephen Hawker, ab. cir. 1850? 
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Wesley, ab.1741l, 
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Out of the mouth of babes. 
Matt. xxi. 16. 
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Thou Lamb of God, for sinners slain, 
Before whom angels bow, 

We lift to Thee our thankful strain, 
And sing thy glory now. 

While circling throngs of angels bright 
Surround thy radiant throne, 
We who partake thy life and light, 
With thanks thy goodness own. 
Like incense may our prayers ascend 
Before thy throne on high; 

And may thy grace on us descend, 
While we for blessings ery. 

Oh, may our songs, inspired by Thee, 
In ceaseless gladness rise, 

Till we with joy thy face shall see, 
And sing in paradise. 

Exalted, glorified, enthroned, 
We laud and praise our King, 

With glory and with honor crowned 
We long His reign to sing. 

Come, Thou, earth’s great, anointed One, 
Aud where Thou once wast slain 

Thy will as in the heavens be done, 
Lord Jesus, come and reign! 


Worthy is the Lamb that was slain. 
Rev. v. 12. 
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Peace be unto you. 
John xx. 19. 


520 
How sweet and awful is the place, 
With Christ within the doors, 
While everlasting Love displays 
The choicest of her stores! 


While all our hearts, and every song, 
Join to admire the feast, 

Each of us cries, with thankful tongue, 
‘*Lord, why was I a guest? 


‘* Why was I made to hear thy voice, 
And enter while there’s room, 

When thousands make a wretched choice, 
And rather starve than come?” 

*Twas the same love that spread the feast 
That sweetly forced us in; 

Else we had still refused to taste, 
And perished in our sin. 

Pity the nations, O our God; 
Constrain the earth to come; 

Send thy victorious word abroad, 
And bring the strangers home. 

We long to see thy churches full, 
That all the chosen race 

May, with one voice, and heart, and soul, 


Sing thy redeeming grace. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 


Oly Loyd Shalt Guide Ghee Continually, 


521 Whom have J in, heaven. but Thee? cM 523 


God, my supporter and my hope, 
My help forever near, 

Thine arm of mercy held me up 

- When sinking in despair. 
Thy counsels, Lord, shall guide my feet, 

Through this dark wilderness; 

Thine hand conduct me near thy seat, 
To dwell before thy face. 


Were I in heaven without my God, 
*Twould be no joy to me; 

And whilst this earth is my abode, 
I long for none but Thee. 

What if the springs of life were broke, 
And flesh and heart should faint; 

God is my soul’s eternal Rock, 
The strength of every saint. 

Behold, the sinners that remove 
Far from thy presence, die; 

Not all the idol gods they love © 
Can save them when they cry. 


But to draw near to thee, my God, 
Shall be my sweet employ; 
My tongue shall sound thy works abroad, 


And tell the world my joy. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


528; ay Oat SS eae 
Lord, thro’ the dubious paths of life 
Thy feeble servant guide; 
Supported by thy powerful arm, 
My footsteps shall not slide. 


To Thee, O my unerring Guide, 
I would myself resign; 

In all my ways acknowledge Thee, 
And form my will by thine. 


Thus shall each blessing of Thy hand 
Be doubly sweet to me; 

And in new griefs I still shall have 
A refuge, Lord, in thee. 


Lord, by thy counsel, while I live, 
Guide thou my wand’ring feet; 
And when my course on earth is run, 

Conduct me to thy seat. 
Unknown, cir. 1840? 


p. 88. 
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Peterboro. p-96. Mear. 
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Lord, teach thy servants how to pray 
With reverence and with fear; 

Though dust and ashes, yet we may, 
We must, to thee draw near, 


We come, then, God of grace, to thee; 
Give broken, contrite hearts; 

Give —what thine eye delights to see — 
Truth in the inward parts, 


Give deep humility —the sense 
Of godly sorrow give; oi 

A strong, desiring confidence, 
To see Thy face and live. 


Give faith in that one sacrifice 
Which can for sin atone; 

To cast our hopes, to fix our eyes 
On Christ, and Christ alone. 42 

Give patience, still to wait and weep, 
Though mercy long delay; 

Courage, our fainting souls to keep, 
And trust Thee, though thou slay. 


Give these, and then thy will be done; 
_ Thus strengthened with all might, 
We, through thy Spirit and thy Son, 


Shall d ight. 
cee oe Wpecodhors 15k 


§24 A power baba rke to sow. Cc. M. 
Oft as the precious seed is sown 

With labor, tears, and pain, 
Lord, grant when all the toil is done, 


It may not be in vain. 


Though Satan catches many seeds, 
Some fall on stony ground, 

And some are choked by thorns and weeds, 
May some be fruitful found. 


Watch thou each seed, each blade, each ear, 
Protect the ripened grain ; 

And may the perfect fruit appear 
To recompense our pain. 


Guard thou the seed in fertile ground, 
Rich increase give, we pray ; 
May fruit an hundredfold be found, 


In the great harvest day. Retaert 
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525 Jhend Me to the Rock. 


gs-Weary Land. 


Rock in a wea-ry land, In 
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Why perish ’mid earth’s desert waste, 
With life’s pure fount so nigh? 
My soul earth’s burning wastes hath trod, | O fainting one, to Jesus haste, 


5 9 5 The shadow of a great rock in a weary land. a. M 
Isa, xxxii. 2. ee 


And found no rest nor peace, For those who linger, die. 
Until I turned and sought my God, Come to this Rock, ye souls forlorn; 
Who bade my wandering cease. Escape the burning blast; 
Peeced Here find a shelter, till the storm 


Of wrath is overpast. 
Oh, Jesus is a Rock in a weary land, | Make haste, and fly the tempest’s shock, 
In a weary land, in a weary land, O ye who mourn for sin; 


Jesus is a Rock in a weary land, Behold, the everlasting Rock 
A shelter in the time of storm. Th als ft to take you Sh 


Beneath this shade I safe abide, 
And fear no tempest’s shock; 

I drink the crystal floods that glide 
Forth from this smitten Rock. 

By Permission. — 


Blessed is Be that Wateheth. 526 


a¥ isilante. Cc. M. H., 1880. 
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Chorus.«-My soul, awake, and watch, and wait, A- 


526 Ng Sak aah AL Cc, M.| It may be at the break of day, 
When in the silent sky, 
The starry splendors fade away 
While lengthening shadows slowly glide ae ae pines ane y Z ae ea ae 
rae ; 
Thee the mares ree lioht Shall see His wondrous sign, ‘ 
Bt O eT LAS BAS Ua St ae And Christ, the bright and morning star, 


Than sunset’s glow shall spread ) : ; 
And Christ shall come in glorious might, O’er-heaven. and, earth:shall:shine, 


To judge the quick and dead. 


It may be at the even-tide 
When day’s hard toil is done; 


It may be in the morning skies, 
Cho.—My soul, awake, and watch, and wait,; When nature shines and sings, 


Against that day of doom; The Sun of Righteousness shall rise 
For in an hour thou thinkest not, With healing in His wings, — 
The Son of man shall come. And bring to all who love the light 


+s The everlasting day, 
Sei tip omen Seah AS ar While all who work the works of night 


Hangs heavy on the land; 
When mighty waves with sullen boom | 7° darkness go away. i Yeo, 


Dash on the silent strand,— 

That there shall thunder from on high 
The solemn midnight call— 

‘‘Go, meet the Bridegroom in the sky, 
He comes! Be ready, all!” 
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527-528 $y Streugt and Song, 


St. Thomas. 8. M. William Tansur, 1743. 


Stand up, and bless the Lord your God, With heart, and soul, and voice. 


527 Stand tres na bites the Lord. Ss. M. 528 Whom have I in iagren byt thee? 4g M. 


Stand up, and bless the Lord, My God, my life, my love, 
Ye people of His choice; To thee, to thee I call: 
Stand up, and bless the Lord your God, | I cannot live, if thou remove, 
With heart, and soul, and voice. For thou art all in all. 
Though high above all praise, To thee, and thee alone, 
Above all blessing high, The angels owe their bliss; 
Who would not fear His holy name, They sit around thy gracious throne, 
And laud and magnify? And dwell where Jesus is. 
Oh, for the living flame Not all the harps above 
From His own altar brought; Can make a heavenly place, 
To touch our lips, our minds inspire, If God his residence remove, 
And wing to heaven our thought! Or but conceal his face. 
There, with benign regard, Nor earth, nor all the sky, 
Our hymns He deigns to hear; Can one delight afford; 
Though unrevealed to mortal scnse, No, not a drop of real joy, 
The spirit feels Him near, Without thy presence, Lord. 
God is our strength and song, Thou art the sea of love, 
And his salvation ours ; Where all my pleasures roll; 
Then be his love in Christ proclaimed | The circle where my passions move, 
With all our ransomed powers. And centre of my soul. 
Stand up, and bless the Lord; To Thee my spirits fly 
The Lord your God, adore; With infinite desire; 
Stand up, and bless his glorious name, | And yet, how far from thee I lie! 
Henceforth, forevermore. Dear Jesus, raise me higher. 


James Montgomery, 1825, 


Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 
158 ; 


Be Shall Abide With Yon. 


529 

Welcome, sweet day of rest, 
That saw the Lord arise; 

Welcome to this reviving breast, 
And these rejoicing eyes. 


Upon the first day of the week. 
., Acts xx. 7. 


_ The King himself comes near, 
And feasts his saints to-day ;° 
Here we may sit and see him here, 

And love, and praise, and pray. 


One day in such a place, 

_ Where thou, my God, art seen, 

Is sweeter than ten thousand days - 
Of pleasurable sin. 


My willing soul would stay 
In such a frame as this, 
And sit and sing herself away 


To everlasting bliss. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


5380 8b the J Rage resaeth betee the door. Ss. M 
Behold! the day is come; 
The righteous Judge is near; 


And sinners, trembling at their doom, 
Shall soon their sentence hear. 


Angels, in bright attire, 
Conduct him through the skies; 
Darkness and tempest, smoke and fire, 
Attend him as he flies. 


How awful is the sight! 
How loud the thunders roar! 
The sun forbears to give his light, 
And stars are seen no more. 


The whole creation groans; 
But saints arise and sing; 

They are the ransomed of the Lord, 
And he their God and King. 


Benjamin Beddome, 1717-1795. 


53 1 As the mountains are round about. Ss 
Psalm cxxy. 2. . 


Firm and unmoved are they 
That rest their souls on God; 

Firm as the mount where David dwelt, 
Or where the ark abode. 


As mountains stood to guard 
The city’s sacred ground, 
So God, and his almighty love, 


Embrace his saints around. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 
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.M. 
Raise your triumphant songs 
To an immortal tune; 
Let the wide earth resound the deeds 
Celestial grace has done. 


Sing how eternal love 
Its chief Beloved chose, 

And bade Him raise our wretched race 
From their abyss of woes. 


His hand no thunder bears, 
Nor terror clothes His brow; 
No bolts to drive our guilty souls 
To fiercer flames below. 


*Twas mercy filled the throne, 
And wrath stood silent by, 
When Christ was sent with pardons down 
To rebels doomed to die. 
Now, sinners, dry your tears, 
Let hopeless sorrows cease; 
Bow to the sceptre of His love, 
And take the offered peace. 
Lord, we obey thy call: 
We lay an humble claim 
To the salvation thou hast brought, 


And love and praise thy name. 
Isaac Watts, 1700. 
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538 
The Holy Ghost is here, 
Where saints in prayer agree; 
As Jesus’ parting gift, he’s near 
Each pleading company. 


He dwelleth with you. 
John xiv. 17. 


Not far away is he, 

To be by prayer brought nigh ; 
But here in present majesty, 

As in his courts on high, 


He dwells within our soul, 
An ever welcome guest; 

He reigns with absolute control, 
As Monarch in the breast. 


Our bodies are his shrine, 
And he, th’ indwelling Lord; 
All hail, thou Comforter Divine, 
Pe evermore adored! 


Obedient to thy will, 
We wait to feel thy power; 
O Lord of life, our hopes fulfill, 


And bless this hallowed hour. 
Charles H. Spurgeon, 1866. 
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My soul, repeat His praise, 
Whose mercies are so great; 

Whose anger is so slow to rise, 
So ready to abate. 


God will not always chide; 
And when his strokes are felt, 

His strokes are fewer than our crimes, 
And lighter than our guilt. 


High as the heavens are raised 
Above the ground we tread, 

So far the riches of his grace 
Our highest thoughts exceed. 


His power subdues our sins; 
And his forgiving love, 

Far as the east is from the west, 
Doth all our guilt remove. 


The pity of the Lord, 
To those that fear his name, 
Is such as tender parents feel; 
He knows our feeble frame. 


He knows we are but dust, 
Scattered with every breath; 
His anger, like a rising wind, 
Can send us swift to death. 
Our days are as the grass, 
Or like the morning flower ; 


If one sharp blast sweep o’er the field 
It withers in an hour. 


But thy compassions, Lord, 
To endless years endure ; 

And children’s children ever find 
Thy words of promise sure. 


Isaac Watts, 1719. 
160 


535 


In expectation sweet, 
We'll wait, and sing, and pray, 

Till Christ’s triumphal car we meet, 
And see an endless day. 

He comes! the Conqueror comes! 
Death falls beneath his sword; 

The joyful prisoners burst the tombs, 
And rise to meet their Lord. 


The trumpet sounds, ‘‘ Awake! 

Ye dead, to judgment come!” 
The pillars of creation shake, 

While man receives his doom. 
Thrice happy morn for those 

Who love the ways of peace; 
No night of sorrow e’er shall close, 


Or shade their perfect bliss. 
Joseph Swain, ab. 1791. 


To wait for His Son from heaven. Ss. M 
1 Thess. i. 10. . 


Know thou the God of thy Father. 
536 1 Chron, xxviii. 9. Ss. M. 


My son, know thou the Lord, 
Thy father’s God obey; 
Seek his protecting care by night, 
His guardian hand by day. 
Call, while he may be found; 
Seek him while he is near; 
Serve him with all thy heart and mind, 
And worship him with fear. 
If thou wilt seek his face, 
His ear will hear thy ery; 
Then shalt thou find his mercy sure, 
His grace forever nigh. 
But if thou leave thy God, 
Nor choose the path to heaven, 
Then shalt thou perish in thy sins, 


And never be forgiven. 
Robert C. Brackenbury, 1752-1818. 


od 


» 
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537 
Sow in the morn thy seed; 
At eve hold not thy hand; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed, 
Broadcast it o’er the land. 


Thou know’st not which shall thrive, 
The late or early sown; 

Grace keeps the precious germ alive, 
When and wherever strown; 


And duly shall appear, 
In verdure, beauty, strength, 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full corn at length. 


Thou canst not toil in vain: 
Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 
Shall foster and mature the grain 
For garners in the sky. 


In the morning sow thy seed. 
: Bool xi. 6 J 


Then, when the glorious end, 
The day of God, shall come, 
The angel reapers shall descend, 


And heaven shout, ‘‘ Harvest home!” 
James Montgomery, 1825. 


53 8 Thou in faithfulness hast afflicted me. g 
Psalm exix. 75. 2 


How tender is thy hand, 
O thou belovéd Lord! 
Afflictions come at thy command, 
And leave us at thy word. 


How gentle was the rod 
That chastened us for sin! 

How soon we found a smiling God, 
Where deep distress had been. 


M. 


A Father’s hand we felt, 
A Father’s heart we knew: 
With tears of penitence we knelt, 
And found his promise true. 


We told him all our grief, 
We thought of Jesus’ love; 

A sense of pardon brought relief, 
And bade our pains remove. 


Now will we bless the Lord, 
And in his strength confide: 
Forever be his name adored, 


For there is none beside. 
Thomas Hastings, 1822-1850. 


537-541 


My son, give me thine heart. 
sie = Sate 8. M. 


Give to the Lord thine heart; 
In him all pleasures meet; 

Oh, come, and choose the better part, 
Low at the Saviour’s feet. 


Hear, and your soul shall live; 
His peace shall be your stay — 
Peace, which the world can never give, 
Can never take away. 


Go with him to his cross, 
Go with him to his tomb; 

Your richest gain account but loss, 
And tarry till he come. ee 


Then, when you hear his voice, 
Your faithful Shepherd’s call, 
Lift up your heads, in him rejoice, 
Your God, your Guide, your All! 
Sabbath Hymn Book, 1859. 


Whose sin is covered. 


540 Psalm xxxii. 1. 


Oh, blessed souls are they 
Whose sins are covered o’er! 
Divinely blest, to whom the Lord 
Inputes their guilt no more. 


They mourn their follies past, 
And keep their hearts with care; 
Their lips. and lives, without deceit, 
Shall prove their faith sincere. 


While I concealed my guilt, 
I felt the festering wound, 
Till I confessed my sins to Thee, 
And ready pardon found. 


Let sinners learn to pray, 
Let saints keep near the throne; 
Our help in times of deep distress 
Is found in God alone. 


8. M. 


Isaac Watts, 1719 


541 Who, then, is willing to consecrate? 
1 Chron. xxix. 5. 


S. M. 
Lord, in the strength of grace, 

With a glad heart and free, 
Myself, my residue of days, 

I consecrate to Thee. 


Thy ransomed servant, I 
Restore to thee thine own; 
And from this moment live or die 


To serve my God alone. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 
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2 Revive thy work, O Lord! 
Disturb this sleep of death; 
Quicken the smouldering embers now, 
By thine almighty breath. 


8 Revive thy work, O Lord! 
Create soul-thirst for Thee ; 

And, hungering for the Bread of Life, 
Oh, may our spirits be! 


4 Revive thy work, O Lord! 
Exalt thy precious name; 

And, by the Holy Ghost, our love 
For Thee and thine inflame. 


5 Revive thy work, O Lord! 
And give refreshing showers ; 
The glory shall be all thine own, 


The blessing, Lord, be ours. 
Albert Midlane, 1861. 
543 


That Holy Spirit of  aheimee Ss. M 
Thou, Holy Spirit, art 
Of truth the promised seal; 


Convincing power thou dost impart, 
And Jesus’ grace reveal. 


O Lord, revive work. 
Hab Wee 


Oh, breathe thy quickening breath, 
And light and life afford; 

Instruct us how to live by faith, 
And glorify the Lord. 


Unknown, 


1 


62 


Go Buell Gagsthey in Tuity. 


page 168, Kentucky. 


Being knit ther in love. 
een col 2 


Blest be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian love; 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like to that above. 


Before our Father’s throne 
We pour our ardent prayers: 

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one, 
Our comforts, and our cares. 


We share our mutual woes, 
Our mutual burdens bear; 
And often for each other flows 

The sympathizing tear. 


When we asunder part, 
It gives us inward pain: 

But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 


This glorious hope revives 
Our courage by the way; 
While each in expectation lives, 
And longs to see the day. 


From sorrow, toil, and pain, 
And sin, we shall be free: 
And perfect love and friendship reign 
Through all eternity. 
John Fawcett, 1772. 


= 


Be Shalt Heed Bis Hingk Tike a Shepherd. 545-548 
§45 Early will gs hea SMe 547 He shall i gather a lamba. Ss. M. 
Sweetly the holy hymn Great Shepherd of the sheep, 
~ Breaks on the morning air: Thy loving arms entwine 


Before the world with smoke is dim 
We meet to offer prayer. 


While flowers are wet with dews, 
Dew of our souls, descend: 

Ere yet the sun the day renews, 
O Lord, thy Spirit send. 


Upon the battle-field, 
Before the fight begins, 

We seek, O Lord, thy sheltering shield, 
To guard us from our sins, 


Ere yet our vessel sails 
Upon the stream of day, 

We plead, O Lord, for heavenly gales 
To speed us on our way. 


On the lone mountain side, 
Before the morning’s light, 

The Man of Sorrows wept and cried, 
And rose refreshed with might. 


Oh, hear us then, for we 
Are very weak and frail, 
We make the Saviour’s name our plea, 


And surely must prevail. 
Charles H. Spurgeon, 1866. 


Let us go into the house of the Lord. 
546 . Psalm exxii. 1. : 5. M. 


Come to the house of prayer, 
O thou afflicted, come; 

The God of peace shall meet thee there; 
He makes that house his home. 


Come to the house of praise, 
Ye who are happy now; 

In sweet accord your voices raise, 
In kindred homage bow. 


Ye aged, hither come, 
For ye have felt His leve; 

Soon shall your trembling tongues be dumb; 
Your lips forget to move. 


Ye young, before His throne, 
Come bow; your voices raise ; 

Let not your hearts His praise disown 
Who gives the power to praise. 


E. Taylor, ab. 1840? 
163 


Around those lambs for whom we weep; 
Henceforth not ours, but thine. — 


To thee, in depths of woe, 
Our treasures we confide; 
But wheresoever thou shalt go 

We follow by thy side. 


We walk the desert road, — 
The pathways wild and steep,— it 

While thou dost bear, O Son of God, — 
Our wearied lambs, asleep! 


Them, arms of love enfold, 

Us, arms of strength sustain ; , 
ll we shall reach the heavenly fold, 
And never part again. 


HL, 1888. 


548 


Our day of praise is done; 
The evening shadows fall; 

Yet pass not from us with the sun, 
True Light that lightenest all. 


Around the throne on high, 
Where night can never be, 

The white-robed harpers of the sky 
Bring ceaseless hymns to Thee. 


It is toward evening. 
Luke xxiv. 29. f Ss, M. 


Too faint our anthems here; 
Too soon of praise we tire; 

But, oh, the strains, how full and clear, 
Of that eternal choir! 


Yet, Lord, to thy dear will, 
Tf thou attune the heart, 

We, in thine angels’ music, still 
May bear our lower part. 


*Tis Thine each soul to calm, 
Each wayward thought reclaim, 

And make our daily life a psalm 
Of glory to thy name. 


A little while, and then 
Shall come the glorious end; 
And songs of angels and of men 


In perfect praise shall blend. 
John Ellerton, 1867. 


549-552 


floods of 


pen - i 


49 He beheld the city, and wept over it, 
5 Luke xix. 41. 


2 The Son of God in tears 
The wondering angels see. 
Be thou astonished, O my soul! 

He shed those tears for thee. 


3 He wept that we might weep; 
Each sin demands a tear; 
In heaven alone no sin is found, 


And there’s no weeping there. 
enjamin Beddome, 1818. 


S. M. 
Ye weary sinners, come, 
With burdens sore oppressed ; 
Return from all your wanderings home, 
And Christ will give you rest. 


e unto me, all ye that labor. 
emabriaese a2 


His yoke with gladness take, 
And bear his burden light; 
Then shall his glory on you break, 
And chase away your night. 


Come, while *tis called to-day, 
Attend the Saviour’s voice? 

Oh, turn from sin’s delusive sway, 
And make the Lord your choice. 


We hear thy gracious call, 
Thy heavenly voice obey, 
And come to Thee, forsaking all; 


Oh, turn us not away. 
a., no 


s.M.| 651 


Behold, now is the accepted time. 
2 Cor. vi. 2 


Now is th’ accepted time; 
Now is the day of grace; 

Now, sinners, come, without delay, 
And seek the Saviour’s face. 


Now is th’ accepted time; 
The Saviour calls to-day ; 
To-morrow it may be too late; 
Then why should you delay? 


Now is th’ accepted time; 
The gospel bids you come, 
And every promise in His word 


Declares there yet is room. 
John Dobell, ab. 1806. 


552 They went down both into the water. Ss. M 
Acts viii. 88. _ ae 


Down to the sacred wave 
The Lord of life was led; 

And he who came our souls to save, 
In Jordan bowed his head. 


He taught the solemn way; 
He fixed the holy rite; 

He bade his ransomed ones obey, 
And keep the path of light. 


Blest Saviour, we will tread 
In thine appointed way ; 
Let glory o’er these scenes be shed, 
And smile on us to-day. 
Samuel F. Smith, 1831. 


64 


Gly Mark of the Pike «sss acabe 


5 53 Pray ye, ees a of the harvest. Ss. M 5 5 5 ia Lord faa Ss. M 
+ ae 2 . . XXlL, . = ‘ 
Lord of the harvest, hear Come, Lord, and tarry not; 
Thy needy servants’ cry; Bring the long looked for day; _ 
Answer our faith’s effectual prayer, Oh, why these years of waiting here, 
And all our wants supply. These ages of delay? 


Come, for thy saints still wait; 
Daily ascends their sigh; 

The Spirit and the Bride say, Come; 
Dost thou not hear the cry? 


Come, for creation groans, 


On Thee we humbly wait, 
Our wants are in thy view; 

The harvest, truly, Lord, is great; 
The laborers are few. 


Convert and send “forth more Impatient of thy stay, 
Into thy church abroad ; Worn out with these long years of ill, 
And let them speak thy word of power,| These ages of delay. 
As workers with their God. Come, for the corn is ripe, 


Put in thy sickle now, 
Reap the great.harvest of the earth; 
Sower and Reaper thou! 


Give the pure gospel word, 
The word of general grace ; 
Thee let them preach, the common Lord, 


The Saviour of our race. Come in thy glorious might, 
Come with the iron rod, 
Oh, let them spread thy name, Scattering thy foes before thy face, 
Their mission fully prove; Most mighty Son of God. 
Thy universal grace proclaim, Come, and make all things new; 
Thy all-redeeming love! Build up this ruined earth; 


i i d paradise 

On all mankind, forgiven Restore our faded par: oe 
Empower hem still £0 call; Creation’s second biz th. 

And tell each creature under heaven, | Come, and begin thy reign 


That Thou hast died for all. Of everlasting peace ; 
Wesley, 1741. | Come, take the kingdom to thyself, 


Great King of Righteousness. 
Horatius Bonar, 1857. 


5 54 He loved Pine a Son. Ss. M. 
My God, how shall I sing 556 Eee ae 3. M 
The praise of love divine? With Jesus in our midst 
The love that did salvation bring We gather round the board ; 
To dying souls like mine. Though many, we are one in Christ, 
In guilt and blood TI lay, One body in the Lor a, 
Unpitied, stained, defiled; Our sins were laid on Him 
But Jesus washed my sins away, When bruised on Calvary ; : 
And on me kindly smiled. With Christ we died, and rose again, 
And sit with him on high. 
A stranges cee below, Faith eats the bread of life, 
Tee eg And drinks the living wine; 
BNR OE dat ais es ie AS Thus we in love together knit, 
And shall conduct me home. On Jesus’ breast recline. 
And when around the throne, Soon shall the night be gone, 
With all the blest I sing, And we with Jesus reign ; 
Thy love shall be of every joy The marriage supper of the Lamb 
The never-failing spring. Shall banish every pain. 
H., 1838. Robert Cieaver Chapman, cir. 1837? 


165 


557-560 


Fret Bim that Beareth Say Come, 


page 158. 
Poe 
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557 "Rev i 
My soul, be on thy guard ; 
Ten thousand foes arise; 
The hosts of sin are pressing hard 
To draw thee from the skies. 
Oh, watch, and fight, and pray ; 
The battle ne’er give o'er; 
Renew it boldly every day, 
And help divine implore. 


Ne’er think the victory won, 
Nor lay thine armor down; 
The work of faith will not be done, 
Till thou obtain the crown, 
George Heath, ab. b. 1781. 
558 AL gage appt 


‘All things are ready,” come, 
Come to the supper spread ; 

Come, rich and poor, come, old and young, 
Come, and be richly fed. 


‘All things are ready,” come, 
The invitation’s given, 

Through him who now in glory sits 
At God’s right hand in heaven. 

‘* All things are ready,” come, 
The door is open wide; 

Oh, feast upon the love of God, 
For Christ, his Son, has died. 

‘All things are ready,” come, 
All hindrance is removed; 

And God, in Christ, h! precious love 
To fellow man has proved. 

“All things are ready,” come, 
To-morrow may not be; 

O sinner, come, the Saviour waits 


This hour to welcome thee. 
Albert Midlane, 1862, 


Ss. M. 


Gls 


s. at.| BEQ 7 Set apd ths Bete oe, Come 


s. M. 


The Spirit in our hearts, 
Is whispering, Sinner, come; 

The Bride, the church of Christ, proclaims 
To all his children, Come! 


Let him that heareth say 
To all about him, Come! 
Let him that thirsts for righteousness, 
To Christ, the fountain, come. 
Yes, whosoever will, 
Oh, let him freely come, 
And freely drink the stream of life; 
*Tis Jesus bids him come. 
Lo! Jesus, who invites, 
Declares, ‘‘I quickly come;” 
Lord, even so we wait thy hour; 
O blest Redeemer, come! 
Henry U. Onderdonk, 1826. 


560 The great bag a be blown. 


Ye trembling captives, hear; 
The gospel trumpet sounds; 

No music more can charm the ear, 
Or heal your heart-felt wounds. 


Tis not the trump of war, 
Nor Sinai’s awful roar; 
Salvation’s news it spreads afar, 
And vengeance is no more. 


Forgiveness, love, and peace, 
Glad heaven aloud proclaims; 
And earth the jubilee release 
With eager rapture claims. 
Far, far to distant lands 
The saving news shall spread, 
And Jesus all his willing bands 


In glorious triumph lead. 
Samuel Boyce, 1801. 


8. M. 
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561 


Soldiers of Christ, arise, 
And put your armor on! 

Strong in the strength that God supplies, 
Through his eternal Son. 


Strong in the Lord of Hosts, 
And in his mighty power; 
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts, 
Is more than conqueror. 
“Stand, then, in His great might 
With all his ace mderd : 
But take, to arm you for the fight, 
The panoply of God; 
That having all things done, 
And all your conflicts passed, 
Ye may o’ercome through Christ alone, 
And stand entire at last. 
To keep your armor bright, 
Attend with constant care, 
Still walkingJjn your Captain’s sight, 
And watching unto prayer. 
In fellowship alone, 
To God with faith draw near; 
Approach his courts, besiege his throne, 
With all the power of prayer. 


From strength to strength go on, 
Wrestle, and fight, and pray; 

Tread all the powers of darkness down, 
And win the well-fought day. 

Still let the Spirit cry 
In all his soldiers, Come! 

Till Christ the Lord descends from high, 


And takes the conquerors home. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 


Put on the whole armor of God. 
; Eph. vi. lL. 


Tn all thy ways acknowledge Him. 
oe ils @ cu. Ss. M. 


562 


Tn all our ways, O God, 
We would acknowledge thee; 

And seek to keep our hearts and. house 
From all defilement free. 


Where’er we have a tent, 
An altar will we raise; 

And thither our oblations bring, 
Our humble prayer and praise. 


Oh, hear thy servants, Lord, 
And let our household be 
Devoted to thyself alone, 


A dwelling meet for thee. 
Unknown. 


M. 


561-564 
Be gg 2s arene, aoa 
Extol His kingly power, 


Kiss the exalted Son, 

Who died, and lives to die no more, 
High on his Father’s throne, 

O’er all the infernal host 
He more than conqueror was, 

And dragg’d them at his wheels, the boast 
And triumph of his cross. 

Twas there our peace He bought, 
Though nailed to yonder tree; 

His hands have our salvation wrought, 
And got the victory. 

The Spirit of his power, 
Into our souls shall come, 

And all our foes destroy, devour, 
And all our sins consume. 

Our souls, by God raised up, 
Shall live no more to die; 

Our flesh dissolved shall rest in hope 
Of immortality. 

Jesus shall soon appear, 
With royal glory crowned; 

Our dust the trump of God shall hear, 
And kindle at the sound. 

Quickened by power divine, 
We all shall see and know 

The Son of man’s triumphant sign, 
The cross we bore below. 

Caught up, we all shall rise, 
Our Master’s glory share; 

And take our seats in paradise, ~ 


And reign forever there. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 


That they may 


564 John xvu. 
Let party names no more 
The Christian world o’erspread : 
Gentile and Jew, and bond and free, 
Are one in Christ, their Head. 


Among the saints on earth 
Let mutual love be found — 
Heirs of the same inheritance, 
With mutual blessings crowned. 


Thus will the church below 
Resemble that above, 
Where streams of endless pleasure flow, 


And every heart is love. 
Benjamin Beddome, ab. 1769. 


be one. 
22. Ss. M. 
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565-567 Ont of the Depths, 


Shawmut 8. M. , Arr. L, Mason, 1833. 


Dennis. 


565 Lord, cares | Fa: perish. 4G 567 “ Scevo dolorum turbine.” Ss. M. 
Forsaken, anguish-torn, O’erwhelmed in depths of woe, 

Low at Thy feet we lie; Upon the tree of scorn, : 
Saviour, who hast our sorrows borne, | Hangs the Redeemer of mankind, 

Oh, hear us when we cry! With racking anguish torn. 


Thou who didst watch alone, See how the nails those hands 
In sad Gethsemane, — 0 And feet so tender rend; 
Compassionate and Holy One, See o’er his face, and neék, and breast, 


We lift our souls ta Thee, His sacred blood descend. 
High sweeps the whelming wave . 
Above our fragile bark; Hark! with what awful cry 
Save, or we perish, Master, save! His spirit takes its flight; 
Come o’er the waters dark: That cry,—it pierced his mother’s heart, 
Come as Thou cam’st of old, And whelmed her soul in night. 
When storms thy mandate met, Earth hedthi! did ic Bass 
And sullen billows softly rolled, Rocks wildly to and fro; 
Hushed on Gennesaret. Tombs burst ; seas, rivers, mountains quake, 
Afflicted, tempest-tossed, The veil is rent in two. 
We sink ’neath sorrow’s sea; ; sin 
Helpless amid the wild waves lost, The sun withdraws his light; 
We lift our souls to Thee, The midday heavens grow pale; 


The moon, the stars, the universe, 


Earth has no hope beside, Their Makara Ganthihowart 


Here we for succor flee; 


Be pitiful, thou Crucified, Shall man alone be mute? 
We lift our souls to Thee. Come, youth and hoary hairs, 
Arr. H., 1885. | Come, rich and poor, come, all mankind, 
566 His name shall endure forever. gs. u.| And bathe those feet with tears, 
Thy name, Almighty Lord, Come, fall before his cross 
Shall sound through distant lands; Who shed for us his blood ; 
Great is thy grace, and sure thy word, | Who died the victim of pure love, 
Thy truth forever stands. To make us sons of God. 
Far be thine honor spread, Jesus, all praise to Thee! 
And long thy praise endure, Our joy and endless rest; 
Till morning light and evening shade | Be thou our guide while pilgrims here, 
Shall be exchanged no more. Our crown amid the blest. 


Isaac Watts, 1709. 168 Roman Breviary, t. Edward Caswall, 1849. 


Ku Offering foy Sin, 
s. m.| 570 


568 The great Mest be \ om is come. 
Dark brood the heavens o’er thee! 
Black clouds are gathering fast; 


In awful power thy God has come; 
Thy days of mirth are past. 


Dark brood the heavens o’er thee! 
Red flames are bursting round ; 
Bright lightnings flash, loud thunders roar, 
How shakes the trembling ground! 


Dark brood the heavens o'er thee! 
Behold, the Judge appears! 

Unnumbered millions throng around, 
Raised from the dust of years. 


Dark brood the heavens o’er thee! 
Sinner, behold thy doom! 

Destruction opens wide for thee 
Thy chosen, final home. 


Yet stay,— the storm delays; 
Why, sinner, wilt thou die? 
Dark brood the heayens, but mercy waits; 


This hour, to Jesus fly. 
Unknown, cir. 1845? 


569 


Not all the blood of beasts 
On Jewish altars slain, 

Could give the guilty conscience peace, 
Or wash away the stain. 


But Christ, the heavenly Lamb, 
Takes all our sins away: 

A Sacrifice of nobler name, 
And richer blood than they. 


My faith would lay her hand 
On that dear head of thine; 

While like a penitent I stand, 
And there confess my sin. 


Upon the head of the burnt offering, 
3 Lev. i. 4. & 8. M. 


My soul looks back to see 
The burdens Thou didst bear 
When hanging on the cursed tree,. 
And hopes her guilt was there. 


Believing, we rejoice 
To see the curse remove; 


568-571 


Oe iig Os italy ota S. M, 
Like sheep we went astray, 

And broke the fold of God; 
Each wand’ring in a different way, 

But all the downward road. 


How dreadful was the hour, 
When God our wand’rings laid, 
And did at once his vengeance pour 
Upon the Shepherd’s head! 


How glorious was the grace, 
When Christ sustained the stroke! 
His life and blood the Shepherd pays, 
A ransom for the flock! 


His honor and his breath 
Were taken both away; 

Joined with the wicked in his death, 
And made as vile as they. 


But God shall raise his head 
O’er all the sons of men; 

And make him see a numerous seed, 
To recompense his pain. 


“Pll give him,” saith the Lord, 
‘“‘ A portion with the strong; 
He shall possess a large reward, 


And hold his honors long.” 
© Watts, 1709. 


Peace be unto you. 8 
Lukex xiv. 36. 


571 


Lord, at this closing hour, 
Establish every heart 

Upon thy word of truth and power, 
To keep us when we part. 


. M. 


Peace to our brethren give, 
Fill all our hearts with grace ; 
In faith and patience may we live, 
Till we shall see thy face. 


Through changes bright or drear, 
We would thy will pursue; 

And toil to spread thy gospel here 
Till we thy glory view 


To God, the only Wise, 
In every age adored, 


We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice, | Let glory from the church arise, 


And sing his bleeding love. 
Isaac Watts, 1709. 


Through Jesus Christ our Lord! 
Eleazar T. Fitch, 1845. 
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572-574 


Olmutz. 


M. 


"Watch ye therefore, and pray always. 
572 yee PD aeke eat ee 


Thou Judge of quick and dead, 
Before whose bar severe, 

With holy joy or guilty dread, 
We all shall soon appear; 


Ss. M. 


Our cautioned souls prepare 
For that tremendous day, 

And fill us now with watchful care, 
And stir us up to pray. 


To pray, and wait the hour, — 
That awful hour unknown,— 
When, robed in majesty and power, 
Thou shalt from heav’n come down, 


Th’ immortal Son of man, 
To judge the human race, 

With all thy Father’s dazzling train 
With all thy glorious grace. 


To damp our earthly joys, 
T’ increase our gracious fearis, 
Forever let the archangel’s voce 
Be sounding in our ears 


The solemn, midnight cry, 
‘“Ye dead, the Judge is come! 
Arise, and meet him in the sky, 
And meet your instant doom!” 


Oh, may we thus be found 
Obedient to thy word, 

Attentive to the trumpet’s sound, 
And looking for our Lord. 


Oh, may we thus insure 
A lot among the blest, 

And watch a moment, to secure 
An everlasting rest. 


Charles Wesley, 1749. 
17 


573 God will aoa ae ips judgment. Ss. M. 


And will the Judge descend, 
And must the dead arise, 
And not a single soul escape 
His all-discerning eyes? 
How will my heart endure 
The terrors of that day, 
When earth and heaven before his face, 
Astonished, shrink away? 


But, ere the trumpet shakes 
The mansions of the dead, 
Hark! from the gospel’s cheering sound 
What joyful tidings spread! 
Ye sinners, seek His grace 
Whose wrath ye cannot bear; 
Fly to the shelter of his cross, 
And find salvation there. 


So shall that curse remove, 
By which the Saviour bled; 
And the last, awful day shall pour 


His blessings on your head. 
Philip Doddridge, 1740. 


574 Everything Shat hath brestt, praise the Lord. M. 


Praise ye the Lord our God, 
His love and grace proclaim; 

Let all that breathe, thro’ earth abroad, 
Exalt his holy name. 


To him the angels sing, 
And seraphim do cry; 

Glad harpers strike each quiv’ring string, 
And praise the Lord Most High. 


Lord, we would join the song, 
And our thanksgiving raise ; 
Oh, touch each heart,inspire each tongue, 


To render grateful praise. 
HL, 1888, 


He Shalt Geach You AW Shings, 


575 Thy Meri Eindnees to. the morning. Ss. M. 


We lift our hearts to Thee, 
O Day-star from on high! 

The sun itself is but Thy shade, 
Yet cheers both earth and sky. 


Oh, let Thy rising beams 
The night of sin disperse ; 
The mists of error and of vice, 
Which shade the universe! 


How beauteous nature now! 

-_. How dark and sad before! 

With joy we view the pleasing change, 
And nature’s God adore. 


Oh, may no gloomy crime 
Pollute the rising day; 

Or Jesus’ blood, like evening dew, 
Wash all its stains away! 


May we this life improve, 
To mourn for errors past; 
And live this short, revolving day, 


As if it were our last. 
John Wesley, 1741. 


576 


To God, the only wise, 
Our Saviour and our King, 
Let all the saints below the skies 
Their humble praises bring. 


Unto... the only wise God. 
1 Tim. i. 17. 


’Tis his almighty love, 
His counsel and his care, 
Preserves us safe from sin and death, 
And every hurtful snare. 


He will present our souls 
Unblemished and complete 

Before the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great. 


Then all the chosen seed 
Shall meet around the throne, 
Shall bless the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 


To our Redeemer, God, 
Wisdom and power belong, 
Immortal crowns of majesty, 


rlasting song. 
And eve & 8 Isaac Watts, 1709. 


Ss. M. 


575-579 
B7Y TO ye be Ferd tan 


This is the day of light: 
Let there be light to-day: 
O Day-spring, rise upon our night, 
And chase its gloom away! 
This is the day of rest: . 
Our failing strength renew; 
On weary brain and troubled breast, 
Shed Thou thy freshening dew. 
This is the day of peace: 
Thy peace our spirits fill; 
Bid Thou the blast of discord cease, 
The waves of strife be still. 
This is the day of prayer: 
Let earth to-heaven draw near; 
Lift up our hearts to seek Thee there: 
Come down to meet us here. 
This is the first of days: 
Send forth Thy quickening breath, 
And wake dead souls to love and praise, 


O Vanquisher of death. 
John Ellerton, b. 1826. 
H ik . 
578 e shall ee oe ered Comforter. 3: M. 


8s. M. 


The Comforter has come, 
We feel His presence here ; 

Our hearts would now no longer roam, 
But bow in filial fear. 


This tenderness of love, 
This hush of solemn power,— 
Tis heaven descending from above, 
To fill this favored hour. 
Earth’s darkness all has fled, 
Heaven’s light serenely shines, 
And every heart, divinely led 
To holy thought inclines. 
No more let sin deceive, 
Nor earthly cares entwine; 
Oh, let us never, never grieve 
The Comforter Divine! 


579 
God of the glorious day, 
God of the silent night, 
To thee our joyful thanks we pay 
For darkness and for light. 
Shine on us, Lord, by day, 
Shield us when shadows fall; 
Be thou our life, our light, our way, 
Our Saviour, and our all. 


Unknown. 


The day Ps hing, the nignt also. Sg. M. 


'salm bxxiv. 16. 


H., 1883. 
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580-581 


Dunbar. 


more years shall roll, <A 
my Lord, pre- pare My 


few 


d we may be 
wash me in 


580 x. a7. 
2 A few more storms shall beat 
On this wild, rocky shore ; 
And we shall be where tempests cease, 
And surges swell no more. 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that calm day; 
Oh, wash me in thy precious blood, 
And take my sins away! 


3 A few more struggles here, 
A few more partings o’er, 
A few more toils, a few more tears, 
And we shall weep no more. 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that blest day; 
Oh, wash me in thy precious blood, 
And take my sins away. 


4 A few more Sabbaths here 
Shall cheer us on our way; 
And we shall reach the endless rest, 
Th’ eternal Sabbath day. 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that sweet day; 
Oh, wash me in thy precious blood, 
And take my sins away! 
5 ’Tis but a little while 
And he shall come again, 
Who died that we might live, who lives 
That we with him may reign. 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that glad day; 
Oh, wash me in thy precious blood, 


And take my sins away! 
Horatius Bonar, b. 1808. 


For yet a little while. 8 
Heb. x. 37. le 


with those that rest, 
thy pre-cious blood, Andtake my sins 


— 


A-sleep with-in 


Bl oe fy ean 
And let our bodies part, 
To different climes repair, — 
Inseparably joined in heart 
The friends of Jesus are. 
Jesus, the Corner-stone, 
Did first our hearts unite, 
And still he keeps our spirits one, 
Who walk with him in white. 


The vineyard of their Lord 
Before his laborers lies; 

And lo! we see the vast reward 
Reserved in paradise, 

Thare all our toils are o’er, 
Our suffering and our pain :— 

Who meet on that eternal shore, 
Shall never part again. 


To gather home his own 
God shall his angels send, 

And bid our bliss on earth begun, 
In deathless triumph end. 

With joy we shall behold, 
In yonder blest abode, 

The patriarchs and prophets old, 
And all the saints of God. 


Oh, happy, happy place, 
Where saints and angels meet! 
There we shall see each other’s face, 
And all our brethren greet ; 
The Church of the first-born, 
We shall with them be blest, 
And crowned with endless joy, return 


To our eternal rest. 
Charles Wesley, 1749. 


172 


My Gravq is Sufficient, 


582 
How vast, how full, how free, 
The mercy of our God! 
Proclaim the blessed news around, 
And spread it all abroad. 
Cuorvs. 
I'm glad salvation’s free! 
I'm glad salvation’s free! 
Salvation’s free for you and me; 
I’m glad salvation’s free. 
How vast! ‘‘ Whoever will” 
May drink at mercy’s stream, 
And know that faith in Jesus brings 
Salvation now to him. 


How full! it doth remove 
The stain of every sin; 

And makes the soul as white and pure, 
As though no sin had been. 


How free! it asks no price, 
For God delights to give; 

Tt only says, ‘‘ Be not afraid,” 
‘¢Believe in Christ, and live.” 


Poor trembling sinner, come! 
God waits to comfort thee; 
Come, cast thyself upon his love, 
So vast, so full, so free. 
Vestry Hymn and Tune Book. 
583 


How sweet the cheering words, 
‘* Whoever will” may come: 
The door of mercy open stands, 
As yet there still is room. 
CHoRUS. 
I'm glad salvation’s free! 
I’m glad salvation’s free! 
Salvation’s free for you and me; 
I’m glad salvation’s free! 


*T is the ‘‘ accepted time,” 
The day of grace and love; 
And God invites ‘‘whoever will” 
His faithfulness to prove. 


The Saviour sits on high, 
The proof that all is done; 
And sinners now God can accept 
Through his beloved Son. 


Vestry Hymn and Tune Book. 


Being justified freely. 
Som. i 24. ely S. M. 


Whosoever will, let him take. 
Rey, xxii. 17. Ss. M. 


Olmutz. p-170, Kentucky. p. 164. 
“rH pba srt | 
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582-584 
584 


Your harps, ye trembling saints, 
Down from the willows take: 
Loud to the praise of Love Divine, 

Bid every string awake. 
Though in a foreign land, 

We are not far from home: 
And nearer to our house above 

We every moment come. 


Awake, psaltery and harp, 
"Pealm ivi S$. M. 


His grace will to the end 
Stronger and brighter shine: 
Nor present things, nor things to come, 
Shall quench the spark divine. 
Fastened within the veil, 
Hope be your anchor strong: 
His loving Spirit sweeps the gale 
That wafts you smooth along. 


Or should the surges rise, 
And peace delay to come, 

Blest is the sorrow, kind the storm, 
That drives us nearer home, 

The people of His choice, 
He will not cast away ; 

Yet do not always here expect 
Upon the mount to stay. 


When we in darkness walk, 
Nor feel the heavenly flame, 

Then is the time to trust our God, 
And rest upon his name. 

Soon shall our doubts and fears 
Subside at his control; 

His loving-kindness shall break through 
The midnight of the soul. 


Wait till the shadows flee; 
Wait thy appointed hour; 

Wait till the Bridegroom of thy soul 
Reveals his sovereign power. 

The time of love will come, 
When thou shalt clearly see 

Not only that He shed His blood, 
But that it flowed for thee. 


Tarry His leisure then, 
Although He seem to stay; 
A moment’s intercourse with Him, 
Thy grief will overpay. 
Blest is the man, O God, 
That stays himself on thee! 
Who waits for thy salvation, Lord, 


Shall thy salvation see. 
Augustus M. Toplady, ab. 1727. 


173 


585-586 


ord. 
or One 


is 


low 
2 
=] 
1 
be | 
io) 
Le] 
=>) 
<q 
ie] 
- 
iz) 
bp 
oO 
Sy 
oO 
log 
? 
o 
4 
@ 
=a 


banner 


The foe 


before his 


vie-to-ry is his. 


[=] 


ies, An 


585 


2 Behold, He leads the way; 
We'll follow where He goes; 

We cannot fail to win the day 
Since He subdues our foes. 


More than ie ey 
Rom. viii. 37. 


3 Lead on, Almighty Lord, 
Lead on to victory; 
Encouraged by the bright reward, 
With joy we'll follow thee. 


4 We follow Thee, our Guide, 
Our Saviour, and our King; 

We follow thee, through grace supplied 
From heaven’s eternal Spring. 


5 We hope to see the day 
When toil and strife shall cease; 
When we shall cast our arms away, 
And dwell in endless peace. 


6 This hope supports us here; 
It makes our burdens light; 

’T will serve our drooping hearts to cheer, 
Till faith shall end in sight. 


7 Till, of the prize possessed, 
We hear of war no more; 
And, oh, sweet thought — forever rest 


On yonder peaceful shore! 
Thomas Kelly, 1809. 


s. M.| 686 


Christ is all, and in 
Col. iii. 1. 
O everlasting Light! 
Shine graciously within; 

Brightest of all on earth that’s bright, 
Come, shine away my sin! 

O everlasting Truth! 
Truest of all that’s true; 

Sure guide of erring age or youth, 
Lead me, and teach me too. 


O everlasting Strength! 
Uphold me in the way; 
Bring me, in spite of foes, at length 
To joy, and light, and day, 
O everlasting Love! 
Well-spring of grace and peace, 
Pour down thy fullness from above, 
Bid doubt and trouble cease. 


O everlasting Rest! 
Lift off life’s load of care; 
Relieve, revive this burdened breast, 
And every sorrow bear. 


Thou art in heaven our all; 
Our all on earth art Thou; 
Upon thy glorious name we call: 
Lord Jesus, bless us now! 


Horatius Bonar, b. 1808, 
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© Sing Unto the Jeord! 
s. m.| 688 


587 


Come, we that love the Lord, 
And let our joys be known; 
Join in a song with sweet accord 

And thus surround the throne. 


O come, let us sing. 
Psalm xev. ihe 


The sorrows of the mind, 
Be banished from the place; 
Religion never was designed 
To make our pleasures less. 


Let those refuse to sing 
That never knew our God: 

But favorites of the heavenly King 
May speak their joys abroad. 


The God that rules on high, 
And thunders when he please, 

That rides upon the stormy sky, 
And manages the seas; 


This awful God is ours, 
Our Father and our love: 


He shall send down his heavenly powers 


To carry us above. 


There shall we see his face, 
And never, never sin: 

There from the rivers of his grace, 
Drink endless pleasures in. 


Yes! and before we rise 
To that immortal state, 

The thoughts of such amazing bliss 
Should constant joys create. 


The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below; 

Celestial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 


The hill of Zion yields 
A thousand sacred sweets 

Before we reach the heavenly fields, 
Or walk the golden streets. 


Then let our songs abound, 
And every tear be dry: 


587-589 


Our aid sy ed plow ateoon4y, uw, 
To bless Thy chosen race, 
In mercy, Lord, incline, 
And cause the brightness of thy face 
On all thy saints to shine. 


That so Thy wondrous way 
May through the world be known; 
While distant lands their tribute pay, 
And thy salvation own. 


Let differing nations join, 
Their Saviour to proclaim ; 

Let all the world, O Lord, combine 
To praise thy glorious name! 


Oh, let them shout, and sing 
With joy, and pious mirth; 

For Thou, the righteous Judge and King, 
Shalt govern all the earth. 


Then shall the teeming ground 
A large increase disclose, 

And we with plenty shall be crowned, 
Which God, our God bestows. 


Then God upon our land 
Shall constant blessings shower ; 
And all the world in awe shall stand 


Of his resistless power. 
Tate and Brady, 1696. 


589 


Our willing feet shall stand 
Within the temple door, 

While young and old in many a band, 
Shall throng the sacred floor. 


Thither the tribes repair, 
Where all are wont to meet, 
And, joyful in the house of prayer, 
Bend at thy mercy-seat. 


Within thy gates, O Jerusalem. 
Peal exit 8. M. 


Within these walls may peace 
And harmony be found; 

Zion, in all thy palaces, 
Prosperity abound! 


For friends and brethren dear, 
Our prayer shall never cease ; 


We're marching thro’ Immanuel’s ground, | Oft as they meet for worship here, 


To fairer worlds on high. 


Isaac Watts, 1709. 
17 


God send his people peace. 


Unknown. 


590-591 


Ghey Shall Soe Hye to Fys, 


Truman 8. Wetmore, 1774-1861, 


America. 


Arr. H., 1880. 
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590 
Awake, and sing the song 

Of Moses and the Lamb! 
Wake, every heart and every tongue, 

To praise the Saviour’s name! 
Sing of his dying love; 

Sing of His rising power; 
Sing how he intercedes above, 

For those whose sins he bore. 
Sing, till ye feel your hearts 

Ascending with your tongues; 
Sing, till the love of sin departs, 

And grace inspires your songs. 
Sing on your heavenly way, 

Ye ransomed sinners, sing! 
Sing on, rejoicing every day 

In Christ, the eternal King. 
Soon shall we hear Him say, 

‘* Ye blessed children, come!” 
Soon will he call us hence away 

To our eternal home. 


Soon shall our raptured tongue 
His endless praise proclaim, 
And sweeter voices tune the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb. 
William Hammond, ab. 1745, Martin Madan, 1760. 


And the song of the Lamb. 
Rey. xv. 3. 


s. M. |§91 


page 160. Concord. 


How beautiful upon the mountains. 
Ton til. 7. 8. M. 


How beauteous are their feet, 
Who stand on Zion’s hill, 

Who bring salvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace reveal. 

How charming is their voice; 

How sweet their tidings are; 
‘*Zion, behold thy Saviour, King; 
He reigns and triumphs here.” 

How happy are our ears, _ 
That hear this joyful sound, 
Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And sought but never found. 
How blesséd are our eyes, 
That see this heavenly light; 
Prophets and kings desired it long, 
But died without the sight. 
The watchmen join their voice, 
And tuneful notes employ; 
Jerusalem breaks forth in songs, 
And deserts learn the joy. 
The Lord makes bare His arm, 
Through all the earth abroad; 
Let every nation now behold 


Their Saviour and their God. 
Isaac Watts, 1719, 


Huery Have Shalt Bow, 592-596 

592 On his head were many crowns. Ss. M. 594. The ek all pations. 3. M. 
Crown him with many crowns, Oh, Thou whom we adore! 
The Lamb upon his throne; To bless our earth again, 


Hark! how the heavenly anthem drowns 
All music but its own. 


Awake, my soul! and sing 
Of Him who died for thee; 

And hail him as thy matchless King, 
Through all eternity. 


Crown him, the Lord of love! 
Behold his hands and side! 
Rich wounds, yet visible above, 

In beauty glorified. 


Crown him, the Lord of peace! 
Whose power a sceptre sways, 

From pole to pole, that wars may cease, 
Absorbed in prayer and praise. 


Crown him, the Lord of years! 
The Potentate of time; 
Creator of the rolling spheres, 


Tneffably sublime! 
Matthew Bridges, 1852. 


Oh, that oo ee eg watere! 8. M. 


593 


Mourn for the thousands slain, 
The youthful and the strong; 

Mourn for the wine-cup’s fearful reign, 
And the deluded throng. 


Mourn for the tarnished gem — 
For reason’s light divine, 

Quenched from the soul’s bright diadem, 
Where God had bid it shine. 


Mourn for the ruined soul — 
Eternal life and light 

Lost by the fiery, maddening bow], 
And turned to hopeless night. 


Mourn for the lost,— but call, 
Call to the strong, the free; 

Rouse them to shun that dreadful fall, 
And to the refuge flee. 


Mourn for the lost,— but pray, 
Pray to our God above, 
To break the fell destroyer’s sway, 


And show His saving love. 
Seth Collins Brace, 1843. 


Assume thine own almighty power, 
And o’er the nations reign. 


The world’s Desire and Hope, 
All power to Thee is given; 

Now set the last great empire up, 
Eternal Lord of heaven! 


A gracious Saviour, thou 
Wilt all thy creatures bless; 
And every knee to thee shall bow, 
And every tongue confess. 


According to thy word, 
Now be thy grace revealed; 

And with the knowledge of the Lord, 
Let all the earth be filled. 


Charles Wesley. 
59 5 Your life is hid with Christ in God. 
Col. iii. 8. 
I bless the Christ of God, 
I rest on love divine, 


And with unfaltering lip and heart, 
I call this Saviour mine. 


His cross dispels each doubt; 
I bury in his tomb 

Each thought of unbelief and fear, 
Each lingering shade of gloom, 


s. M, 


I praise the God of peace; 
I trust his truth and might; 

He calls me his, I call him mine, 
My God, my joy, my light. 

My life with him is hid, 
My death has passed away; 

My clouds have melted into light, 
My midnight into day, 


596 


Now let our voices join, 
One joyful strain to raise, 
And sing aloud in hymns divine 
Our Saviour’s worthy praise. 


We bless the Lamb of God, 
Who for our sins was slain ; 

And sound thro’ all the earth abroad 
The glories of His name. 


oratius Bonar, 1863, 


Let all the people praise thee. 
‘Pealn fav 3. 5. M 


H.., 1883 
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1. Give to the winds thy fears ; Hope, and be undismaye 
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clears thy way: 
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Waitthou his time, so shall this night Soon en 


He Bath Dous All Ghings, Welt. 


8, M, D. 


Bartholomew Brown. 1772-1854. 
Arr, H., 1880. eT a 
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2 Still heavy is thy heart? 
Still sink thy spirits down? 
Cast off the weight, let fear depart, 
Bid every care be gone. 
What though thou rulest not? 
Yet heaven, and earth, and hell 
Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne, 
And ruleth all things well! 


3 Leave to His sovereign sway 
To choose and to command ; 
So shalt thou, wondering, own his way, 
How wise, how strong his hand! 
Far, far above thy thought 
His counsel shall appear, 


He careth for you. 
1 Pet. v. 7. 


s. u.| 598 
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The earnest of our inheritance. g 
Eph. i. 14. * 


Let those refuse to sing 
That never knew our God; 

But favorites of the heavenly King 
May speak their joys abroad. 

The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below; 

Celestial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 


The hill of Zion yields 
A thousand sacred sweets 
Before we reach the heavenly fields, 
| Or walk the golden streets. 
Then let our songs abound, 
And every tear be dry; 


When fully He the work hath wrought | We’re marching thro’ Immanuel’s ground 


That caused thy needless fear. 
Paul Gerhardt, d. 1676, Zr. John Wesley, ab. 1789. 


To fairer worlds on high. 
Isasc Watts, ab. 1709. 


We aro Marg han CGouyuerars, 
s. M., 601 


599 
Jesus, the Conqueror, reigns, 
In glorious strength arrayed, 
His kingdom over all maintains, 
And bids the earth be glad. 
_ Ye sons of men, rejoice 
In Jesus’ mighty love; 
Lift up your heart, lift up your voice, 
To him who rules above. 


Our Advocate with God, 
He undertakes our cause, 
And spreads through all the earth abroad 
The victory of his cross. 
We now shall more than win 
The fight through Jesus’ name; 
Conquerors o’er hell, and earth, and sin, 
~ In the victorious Lamb. 


‘*Courage!” your Captain cries, 
- Who all your toil foreknew; 
‘*Toil ye shall have; yet all despise, 
I have o’ercome for you.” 
See there the starry crown 
That glitters through the skies! 
Satan, the world, and sin, tread down, 
And take the glorious prize. 


The world cannot withstand 
Its ancient Conqueror; 

The world must sink beneath the hand 
Which arms us for the war. 

This is our victory! 
Before our faith they fall; 

Jesus hath died for you and me, 


Believe, and conquer all. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749, 


600 They loved a unto the death. 3. M. 

My soul, weigh not thy life 
Against thy heavenly crown ; 

Nor suffer Satan’s deadliest strife 
To beat thy courage down. 

With prayer and crying strong, 
Hold on the fearful fight, 

And let the breaking day prolong 
The wrestling of the night. 

The battle soon will yield, - 
If thou thy part fulfill; 

For strong as is the hostile shield, 
Thy sword is stronger still. 

Thine armor is divine, 
Thy feet with victory shod; 

And on thy head shall quickly shine 


The glorious crown of God. 
Leonard Swain, 1858 
p. 172. 


This is the victory. 
1 John y. 4. 


Dunbar. 


599-602 


A crown of righteousness, Ss. M 
2 Tim, iv. 8. 
A crown of. righteousness 
There is laid up for me, 
Who keep the faith, and win the race, 
And get the victory ; 
The Judge of all is just 
His saints to glorify, —— 
To save those who his promise trust, — 
And in his favor die. 


When shall the Judge descend, 
And fix his kingdom here? 
With ardent love we still attend 
To see our Lord appear; 
With languishing desire, 
We long our Head to own, 
Encircled by his angel choir, 
High on his azure throne. 
O King of saints! come down 
In dazzling majesty, 
Thy suffering witnesses to crown, 
Who share thy cross with thee, 
Thou promisest to give 
The crown at that glad day 
To all who lovingly believe, 
And for thy coming stay. 
The name, the cross, we love 
Of our exalted Friend: 
And still to meet thee from above 
Our hearts to heaven we send; 
And when thou dost appear, 
Thou wilt the kingdom give, 
And all thy fellow-sufferers here 
Into thy joy receive. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 
602 So BAT Pees ey obtain, S. Mi 
My soul, it is thy God 


Who calls thee by his grace; 
Now loose thee from each cumb’ring load 
And bend thee to the race, = 


-| Make thy salvation sure; 


All sloth and slumber shun; 
Nor dare a moment rest secure, 
Till thou the goal hast won. 


Thy crown of life hold fast; 
Thy heart with courage stay; 
Nor let one trembling glance be cast 
Along the backward way. 
Press on to paradise 
With conquering footsteps bright; 
And thou shalt win and wear the prize 


In everlasting light. 
Leonard Swain, 1858, 


Laban, p.166. 179 


03-605 X Wilt Put (Ny Frau in Gheir Fnward Parts. 


603 


One sweetly solemn thought 
Comes to me o’er and o’er, 
I’m nearer to my home to-day 

Than ever I was before. 


Now is our salvation nearer. 
Rom. xiii. LL. 


Nearer my Father’s house 
Where many mansions be, 

Nearer the great white judgment throne, 
Nearer the crystal sea. 


Nearer the bound of life, 
Where burdens are laid down, 
Where we shall lay aside the cross, 
And win and wear the crown. 


Nearer death’s silent stream, 
That winds ’mid shades unknown, 
Nearer the radiant shores that gleam 
With glory from the throne, 


Perhaps my weary feet 
Have almost gained the brink, 
I may be nearer home to-day, 
Far nearer, than I think. 


Father, perfect my trust, 
To feel in life or death, 
My weary feet securely rest 
On Christ, my Rock, by faith. 
Phoebe Cary, 1852. 


s. M.| 604 


180 


To every man his work, 
Mark xiii. H. 


Laborers of Christ, arise, 
And gird you for the toil! 
The dew of promise from the skies, 
Already cheers the soil. 
Go where the sick recline, 
Where mourning hearts deplore; 
And where the sons of sorrow pine, 
Dispense your hallowed store. 


Be faith, which looks above, 
With prayer, your constant guest; 
And wrap the Saviour’s changeless love 
A mantle round your breast. 
So shall you share the wealth, 
That earth may ne’er despoil; 
And the blest gospel’s saving health 
Repay your arduous toil. 
Mrs. Lydia H. Sigourney, 1841. 


BOS po. tnmemie tana 


O God of life and light. 
To us thy grace impart; 

And by thy Spirit deign to write 
Thy law upon each heart. 

Thy servants we would be, 
Thy goodness we would prove; 

Oh, bind our wayward hearts to thee, 
With bands of heavenly love. 


5. M. 


H., 1883. 


A Yew Besven and a Hew Barth. 
s. m.| 608 


606 


O my offended Lord! 
Restore my inward peace; 

Iknow thou canst: pronounce the word, 
And bid the tempest cease. 


T long to see thy face, 
Thy Spirit I implore; 

The living water of thy grace, 
That I may thirst no more. 


soul thirsteth for God. 
uae Psalm xiii. 2. 


When shall thy love constrain 
And force me to thy breast; 
When shall my soul return again 

To her eternal rest? 


Ah, what avails my strife, 
My wanderings to and fro? 

Thou hast the words of endless life; 
Ah, whither should I go? 


To rescue me from woe, 
Thou didst with all things part: 
Did’st lead a suffering life below 
To gain my worthless heart. 


Lord, at thy feet I fall, 
I groan to be set free; 

I fain would now obey the call, 
And give up all for thee. 


607 


And can I yet delay 
My little all to give? 

To tear my soul from earth away, 
For Jesus to receive? 


Nay, but I yield, I yield, 
I can hold out no more; 

I sink, by dying love compelled, 
And own Thee conqueror. 


SECOND PART. 


Though late, I all forsake, 
My friends, my all, resign; 
Gracious Redeemer, take, oh, take, 
And seal mc ever thine. 


Come, and possess me whole, 
Nor hence again remove; 
Settle and fix my wavering soul 


Z h eight of love. 
With all t AY w 5 Charles wony) ab. 1740. 


Ss. M. 


606-609 


Behold, I make 3 thiass new. Be Me 
Rejoice, O weary soul! 
The day will surely rise, 
When this thy earth, new-born, shall roll 
Through new-created skies. 
The glory of God’s throne 
Shall then make all things new; 
Eternal love shall reign alone, 
And heaven be full in view. 


The city of our God 
Her gates shall open wide, 
And thro’ her streets and portals broad, 
Shall pour a living tide. 
There, no more night shall be, 
And death shall reign no more; 
There shall be no more, no more sea, 
No partings on the shore. 
But life’s pure river there 
Shall flow, serene and calm; 
And, freshening all the tranquil air, 
The tree of life breathes balm. 
God’s love shall end all fears: 
From every weeping eye 
His hand shall wipe away the tears, 


And death itself shall die. 
Charles T. Brooks, ab, 1813-1882, 


609 They motdensd: sf she Eoriaus words, i Me 


O Christ, what gracious words, 
Are ever, ever thine! 
Thy voice is music to the soul, 
And life, and peace divine 
Grace, everlasting grace, 
Glad tidings full of joy, 
Flow from thy lips, the lips of truth, 
And flow without alloy. 
The broken heart, the poor, 
The bruised, the deaf, the blind, 
The dumb, the dead, the captive wretch, 
In thee compassion find. 
We bless thee for this day, 
This promised day of grace, 
To all the poor, the dumb, the deaf, 
The dead, of Adam’s race. 
We would with honest heart, 
Thy gracious words receive, — 
From every sinful path depart, 


Repent, believe, and live. 
George Richards, 1792. V.5, H, 


181 


610-612 


Golden Hill. 


Dennis. 
Pa 


6 10 The Spirit ieeglt maket faieroensige- aM, 612 


2 My feeble mind sustain, 
By worldly thoughts oppressed ; 
Appear, and bid me turn again 
To my eternal rest. 


8 Swift to my rescue come, 
Thine own this moment seize; 
Gather my wand’ring spirit home 

And keep in perfect peace, 


4 Suffered no more to rove 
O’er all the earth abroad, 
Arrest the prisoner of thy love, 
And shut me up in God, 
Charles Wesley, ab, 1749, 
611 


Renewing of the Holy Ghost. 
Titus ili. 5. 
Come, Holy Spirit, come, 
With energy divine; 
And on this poor, benighted soul, 
With beams of mercy shine. 


Oh, melt this frozen heart; 
This stubborn will subdue; 

Each evil passion overcome, 
And form me all anew. 


Mine will the profit be, 
But Thine shall be the praise; 
And unto thee will I devote 
The remnant of my days, 
Benjamin Beddome, 1717-1795. 


s. M. 


Bot Fi fr args 

It is thy hand, my God; 
My sorrow comes from thee: 

I bow beneath thy chastening rod, 
Tis love that bruises me. 


I would not murmur, Lord; 
Before thee I am dumb: 

Lest I should breathe one murmuring word, 
To thee for help I come. _ 


My God, thy name is love; 
A Father’s hand is thine; 

With tearful eyes I look above, 
And cry, ‘‘Thy will be mine!” 


I know Thy will is right, 
Although it seem severe ; 

Thy path is still unsullied light, 
Though dark it oft appear. 


Jesus for me hath died; 
Thy Son thou didst not spare: 

His piercéd hands, his bleeding side, 
Thy love for me declare. 


Here my poor heart can rest; 
My God, it cleaves to thee; 
Thy will is love, thine end is blest, 
All work for good to me, — 
James G. Deck, 1843. 


Ohe Byenking of Bread, 
s. M.| 616 


613 ' 
*Tis God, the Spirit, leads 
In paths before unknown; : 
The work to be performed is ours, 
The strength is all his own. 


It is God which worketh in you. 
Phil. ii. 18. 


_ Assisted by his grace, 


We still pursue our way; 
And hope at last to reach the prize, 
Secure in endless day. 


*Tis He that works to will, 
- Tis He that works to do; 
His is the power by which we act, 


His be the glory, too. 
James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 


614 


_ Jesus inyites his saints, 
_ To meet around his board, 
And sup in memory of the death 
And sufferings of their Lord. 


We take the bread and wine, 
As emblems of thy death; 

Lord, raise our souls above the sign, 
To feast on Thee by faith. 


Faith eats the bread of life, 
And drinks the living wine; 

It looks beyond this scene of strife — 
Unites us to the Vine. 


Soon shall the night be gone, 
Our Lord will come again; 
The Marriage Supper of the Lamb 


Will usher in His reign. 
Millennial Harp, 1846. 


- M. 


In remembrance of me. 
Luke xxii, 19. s 


615 


Blest feast of love divine! 
*Tis grace that makes us free 
To feed upon this bread and wine, 
In memory, Lord, of thee. 


That blood which flowed for sin, 
In symbol here we see, 

And feel the blesséd pledge within, 
That we are loved of thee. 


Let us keep the feast. 
1 Conv. 8. S. M, 


Oh, if this glimpse of love 
Be so divinely sweet, 

What will it be, O Lord, above, 
Thy gladdening smile to meet! 


unknown, 


613-618 
Tilo in 
Hail to the Sabbath day! 
The day divinely given: 
When men to God their homage pay, 
And earth draws near to heaven. 


8. M. 


Lord, in this sacred hour, 
Within thy courts we bend, 

And bless thy love, and own thy power, 
Our Father and our Friend. 


But Thou art not alone 
In courts by mortals trod; 

Nor only is the day thine own 
When man draws near to God. 


Thy temple is the arch 
Of yon unmeasured sky; 

Thy Sabbath, the stupendous march 
Of grand eternity. 


Lord, may that holier day 
Dawn on thy servants’ sight; 
And purer worship may we pay 
In heayven’s unclouded light. 
Stephen Greenleaf Bulfinch, 1809-1870. 
617 


Ye servants of the Lord, 
To all the world proclaim 

The mercies of your Saviour, God, 
The glories of his name. 


Go ye into all the world. 
P iark xvi. 15. 8. M. 


Go spread the joyful sound, 
Wherever man has trod; 

And cry to earth’s remotest bound, 
‘‘Behold the Lamb of God!” 


The story of His love 
Tell to a fallen race; 
And bid a wondering world to prove 


he glories of hi ce. 
The glories of his gra ee 


61 8 Praise See for Sa. goodness. Ss. M. 


salm cvii. 3. 
Our Father, God, to thee 
One parting song we raise ; 
Fountain of light and majesty, 
We give thee thanks and praise. 


-| Oh, bless us as we part! 


Our wandering footsteps guide; 
And fill with peace each trusting heart, 


And keep us near thy side. 
H., 1888. 


619-622 (hy Voice Phalt Ghou Hea in the Morning. 


Shirland. s.M. Samuel Stanley, 1800. 


How sweet the melt - ing 


When, at the hour of ris- ing day, 


Kentucky. page 164. Dennis. page 162, St. Thomas. page 158. 


6 19 Into a H pig er oa pray. fae 621 How Bo0d, c= how pleasant. Ss. M. 
2 The breezes waft their cries Blest are the sons of peace, 
-. Up to Jehovah’s throne; Whose hearts and hopes are one, 
He listens to their humble sighs, Whose kind designs to serve and please 
And sends his blessings down. Through all their actions run. 
83 So Jesus rose to pray Blest is the pious house, 
Before the morning light, — Where zeal and friendship meet; 
Once on the chilling mount did stay, _| Theirsongs of praise,their mingled vows, 
And wrestle all the night. Make their communion sweet. 
4 So Jesus still doth pray, From those celestial springs 
Before the morning bright, Such streams of pleasure flow 
On heavenly mountains far away, As no increase of riches brings, 
While we toil here in night. Nor honors can bestow. 


aon Isane Watts, ab. 1718 
5 Leave, Lord, thy vigil there, nae 


ife’s s They that go down to the sea in shi 
Descend upon life’s waye} ; GBD Thy tat go, down to. the gee in shine ae 
Come to the bark thro’ midnight air, 


; Bier i Dear Saviour, teach our hearts 
The storm shall Eis ae To feel for those whose home 
Is on the stormy ocean cast, 
620 .in.tham, and. thou, fn, me. s. u.| Amid the tempest’s foam. 
Now may the love of God, When thunder peals around, 
The Saviour’s matchless grace, And lightnings flash on high, 
Within our hearts be shed abroad, Oh, cover them! beneath thy wing 
Till we shall see Thy face. Protected may they lie. 
Unite our souls in one, So shall they sing of Thee, 
With all thy ransomed host, And ’mid the calm, rehearse 
Joined with the Father and the Son, | The great deliverance of thy hands, 
And with the Holy Ghost, In humble, grateful verse. 
; $8. Miss M. Ball, 1849, 


184 


Jeoyd, Gear us to Pray. 


623 


Behold! the morning sun 
Begins his glorious way ; 

His beams through all the nations run, 
And life and light convey. 


- But, where the gospel comes, 
It spreads diviner light; 

Tt calls dead sinners from their tombs, 
And gives the blind their sight. 


Day unto day uttereth speech. 
»? Pusies 20s, 2 oo S. M. 


How perfect is Thy word! 
And all thy judgments just; 
Forever sure thy promise, Lord, 
And men securely trust. 


My gracious God, how plain 
Are thy directions given; 
Oh, may I never read in vain, 

But find the path to heaven. 


While, with my heart and tongue, 
I spread thy praise abroad; 
Accept the worship and the song, 


My Saviour, and my God. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


After this manner therefi i 
694 r apt eee ‘ore pray ye. s. M. 


Our heavenly Father, hear 
The prayer we offer now : — 

Thy name be hallowed far and near, 
To thee all nations bow. 


Thy kingdom come; thy will 
On earth be done in love, 
As saints and seraphim fulfill 

Thy perfect law above. 


Our daily bread supply, 
While by thy word we live; 

The guilt of our iniquity 
Forgive, as we forgive. 


From dark temptation’s power, 
From Satan’s wiles, defend; 
Deliver in the evil hour, 
And guide us to the end. 


Thine, then, forever be 
Glory and power divine; 
The sceptre, throne, and majesty, 


Of heaven and earth are thine. 
James Montgomery, ab. “3 


623-627 
63 5 _ in the Lend, beeen y patiently, 
Be tranquil, O my soul, 

Be quiet, every fear! 


Thy Father hath supreme control, 
And He is ever near, 


Ss. M. 


Ne’er of thy lot complain, 
Whatever may befall; 

Sickness or sorrow, care or pain, 
Tis well appointed all. 


A Father’s chastening hand 
Is leading thee along; 

Nor distant is the promised land, 
Where swells th’ immortal song, 


Oh, then, my soul, be still! 
Await heaven’s high decree; 
Seek but to do thy Father’s will, 

It shall be well with thee. 


Thomas Hastings, 1784-1872. 
626 Ye do —< og — death, 
Lord, in this desert land, 
In fellowship most sweet, 
As strangers, we at thy command 
Around thy table meet. 


Ss. M. 


One body and one bread, 
The blessed bond we own; 

One faith, one Lord, one living Head, 
Upon the heavenly throne, 


With reverent love we take 
The cup, the broken bread, 

And think how Jesus, for our sake, 
Was numbered with the dead. 


Our Saviour’s death we show 
Until our Lord shall come; 

Oh, may we then his glory know, 
And dwell with him at home. 


H., 1883, 
627 
Saviour, our parting bless; 
Still with us each abide; 
And safely through the wilderness 
Thy trusting people guide. 


Grace, mercy, and peace, 
1 Timm. i. 2. ; Ss. Mt 


|The Holy Ghost impart, 


Its fruits in us increase; 
And fill each longing, waiting heart, 


With merc race, and peace. 
y¥,§ ) p i a 


628-629 


Turner. 


55 


sign ap-pear, Andlongs to 


OC. M. 


Ghq Spinit Flaqlf Makety Jutgrression. 


Abraham Maxim, ote. 1793. Arr. H., 1879. 


628 


My soul is happy when I hear 
The Saviour is so nigh; 

And longs to see his sign appear 
Upon the opening sky. 


Look up, and lift up your heads. 
se Luke Sq ® 


I love to wait, and watch, and pray, 
And trust his living word, 

And feel the coming of that day 
No longer is deferred. 


I do rejoice that life was given 
In these last days to me, 

That deathless I may rise to heaven 
And my Redeemer see. 


Then, waiting, brethren, let us sing; 
He will not tarry long; 


And fill with love the hours that bring 


The glory of our song. 


Yes, he will come, no longer fear, 
Though earth and hell assail; 
His word attests the moment near, 

And that can never fail. 


Unknown, cir. 1842. 
186 


Cc. M, 


629 The Spirit ae infirmities. oun, 


Abide in us, celestial Dove, 
With thy life-giving might; 
Shed forth in us God’s sacred love, 
His joy, his peace, his light. 


Oh, raise our tho’ts from things below, 
From vanities and toys, 

So shall we with fresh courage go 
To grasp eternal joys. 


Awake, our souls, to joyful songs! 
Let pure devotion rise ; 

Till praise employs our thankful tongues, 
And doubt and darkness dies. 


Father, we would no longer live 
At a poor, dying rate ; 

To thee our thankful love we give, 
For thine to us is great. 


Spirit divine, celestial Dove, 
Brood o’er our nature’s night; 
Illume our hearts with heavenly love, 
And joy, and peace, and ehh. 5 
+ 1888, 


: Be Shalt Sit As a Refinery. 


630 
Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quick’ning powers; 
Kindlea-flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours. 


Look how we grovel here below, 
Fond of these earthly toys; 
Our souls can neither fly nor go, 

To reach eternal joys! 


In vain we tune our formal songs, 
Tn vain we strive to rise; _ 

Hosannas languish on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 


Father, and shall we ever live, 
At this poor, dying rate? 

Our love so faint, so cold to thee, 
And thine to us so great? 

Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all thy quick’ning powers; 

Come shed abroad a Saviour’s love, 
And that*shall kindle ours. 


Isaac Watts, 1809. 
631 Cc. M. 


Once more we come before our God, 
Once more his blessing ask. 

Oh, may not duty seem a load, 
Nor worship prove a task, 

Father, thy quickening spirit send 
On us in Jesus’ name; 

To make our waiting minds attend, 
And put our souls in frame. 

May we receive the word we hear 
Each in an honest heart; 

Hoard up the precious treasure there, 
And never with it part. 

To seek thee all our hearts dispose, 
To each thy blessings suit; 

And let the seed thy servant sows, 
Produce abundant fruit. 

The thirsty bless with heavenly showers, 
The cold with warmth divine ; 

And as the benefit is ours, 


Be all the glory thine. 
Joseph Hart, ab. 1712-1768, 


Descending from heaven like a doye 
a Senet oh ee: eos 


In spirit and in truth. 
John lv, 23. 


630-633 


632 

Jesus, thine all-victorious love 
Shed in my heart abroad: 

Then shall my feet no longer rove, 
Rooted and fixed in God. 


Oh, that in me the sacred fire 
Might now begin to glow, 

Burn up the dross of base desire, 
And make the mountains flow! 


Oh, that it now from heaven might fall, 
And all my sins consume! 

Come, Holy Ghost, for thee I call; 
Spirit of burning, come! 

Refining fire, go through my heart; 
Illuminate my soul; 

Scatter thy life through every part, 
And sanctify the whole. 


My steadfast soul, from falling free, 
Shall then no longer move, 
While Christ is all the world to me, 


And all my heart is love. 
Charles Wesley, ab 1740. 


He is like a refiner's fire. 
Mal. iii, 2. OG. M. 


A hich is ab = 
6 83 name W. gs <A oe every name Cc. M, 


Jesus! the name high over all, 
In hell, or earth, or sky; 

Angels and men before it fall, 
And devils fear and fly. 


Jesus! the name to sinners dear, 
The name to sinners given ; 

It scatters all their guilty fear; 
It turns their hell to heaven. 


Jesus the prisoner’s fetters breaks, 
And bruises Satan’s head; 

Power into strengthless souls he speaks, 
And life into the dead. 


Oh, that the world might taste and see 
The riches of his grace! 

The arms of love that compass me 
Would all mankind embrace. 


His only righteousness I show, 
His saving truth proclaim : 
Tis all my business here below, 

To cry, ‘*Behold the Lamb!” 


Happy, if with my latest breath 
I may but gasp his name; 
Preach him to all, and cry in death, 


‘¢Behold, behold the Lamb!” 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749, 


634-635 


Exhortation. 
sad Yara 


1 


1. On Jor - dan’s storm - y banks 


Be Shall Swalfou mp Death in Vintory. 


§, Hibbard, cir. 


934 


2 Oh, the transporting, rapturous scene, 
That rises to my sight! 

Sweet fields arrayed in living green, 
And rivers of delight. 


Arise, go over this Jordan. 
Josh. i. 2 


3 There generous fruits that never fail, 
On trees immortal grow; 

There rocks, and hills, and brooks, and vales, 
With milk and honey flow. 


4 O’er all those wide-extended plains 
Shines one eternal day; 

There God the Sun forever reigns, 
And scatters night away. 


5 No chilling winds, or pois’nous breath, 
Can reach that healthful shore; 

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death, 
Are felt and feared no more. 


6 When shall I reach that happy place, 
And be forever blest? 

When shall I see my Father’s face, 
And in his bosom rest? 


c. M.| 7 Filled with delight, my raptured soul _ 


Would here no longer stay: 
Tho’ Jordan’s waves around me roll, 


Fearless I’d launch away. 
Samuel Stennett, 1787 


Cc, M. 


On Zion’s mount the Lord of Hosts 
A royal feast shall make, 

And all the people shall be called 
His bounties to partake. 


63 5 He wilavelion’ bag ig in victory. 


| The covering o’er the nations spread, 


The veil that clouds their sight, 
The Lord of Hosts shall there destroy, 
And on them pour his light. 


Death shall be lost in victory, 
Tears shall no more be shed, 

Rebuke and shame be swept away 
As God’s own word hath said, 


In that glad day, exulting saints, 
Triumphant o’er the grave, 

Shall hail their Lord, long waited for, 
Who comes his church to save. 


— | 


188 


§Kore Ohan Gomperoys Bhromk Bin, 


35" 


636 The gs is = light. C. M. 


‘Sa, XXVLL. 1. 
2 One privilege my heart desires; 
Oh, grant me an abode 
Among the churches of thy saints, 
The temples of my God. 


3 There shall I offer my requests, 
And see thy beauty still; 
Shall hear thy messages of love, 
And there inquire thy will. 
4 When troubles rise, and storms appear, 
There may his children hide; 
God has a strong pavilion, where 
He makes my soul abide. 


5 Now shall my head be lifted high 
Above my foes around; 
And songs of joy and victory 


Within thy temple sound. 
Isaac Watts, 1719, 


To Him be glory both now and forever. 
6387 # TP Peter ili. 18. Cc. M, 


Now to the great, eternal King, 
To God, the only wise, 

Honor and glory we would bring 
In ceaseless sacrifice. 


To him who sits enthroned in heaven; 
To him our sins who bore, 
Be praise, and thanks, and worship given, 


Henceforth for-evermore, 
H,, ear 


Nictory. Cc. 


636-639 


Daniel Read, 1757—1836. Arr. H., 1880. 


638 

Ye soldiers of the Lord Most High, 
In Jesus’ strength be strong; 

Your toils shall end in victory, 
Your sighs shall end in song. 


Before you, on each hard-fought field, 
Your Captain’s footsteps see; 

Oh, do not to the tempter yield, 
Christ gives you victory. 

Ye fight against a vanquished foe, 
March on to triumph grand; 

Our Leader’s conquering pow’r we know, 
Strong in his strength we stand. 

H., 1883. 

Cc. M. 

In all my troubles sharp and strong, 
My soul to Jesus flies; 

My anchor-hold is firm in Him, 
When swelling billows rise. 


His comforts bear my spirits up, 
I trust a faithful God; 

The sure foundation of my hope 
Is in a Saviour’s blood. 


Loud hallelujahs sing, my soul, 
To thy Redeemer’s name; 
In joy, in sorrow, life and death, 


His love is still the same. 
q John Killinghall, d. 1740. 


Strong in the grace that is in Christ. 
Be at Eiaas Aas C. M. 


A very present help in trouble. 
639 id Peal zivis 1. 


640-642 Ghe Heavens Shalt Deqhure His Righteousness. 


Winter. o.M, Daniel Read, 17571836. 


— 
a a- round are sad; 
ae : . 


1. My soul in God shall make ape. been’ Tho’ all 


640 My soul shall mae hon honst in the Lord. Cc. M 6 42 Alamb ais sg oy Saran Sion. c. M. 
2 My tongue shall bless the bleeding Lamb, 

Who hors my sins forme; Oh, how I long to noted Ares 
My lips shall glorify His name When the em Sa OPE 

Who died upon the tree. To Zion, clad in white array— 


Their blissful, happy home: 
3 My heart shall triumph in his grace, 


My spirit shall rejoice; To hear the Alleluias roll 
My éyes exult to see his face, From the unnumbered throng, 
My ears to hear his voice. Who reign with Christ from pole to pole, 


And join redemption’s song. 
4 I long to sit upon His throne, me Pp g 


And all his glory see; To see all Israel safe at home, 
Lord, when thou dost in glory come, Singing on Zion's height; 

I pray remember me. And Jesus crowned upon his throne; 

HL, 1865. Creation own his right. 

641 ete C. Ms! All hail! the glorious morn is nigh, 
‘The gloom that hung o’er Calvary’s brow,| ‘The pilgrim longs to see; 

Before the dawn has fled; That dries the tear from every eye— 
For Jesus Christ has risen now, Creation’s jubilee! 


Triumphant from the dead. 

Jerusalem I long to see, 
Blest city of my King! 

And eat the fruit of Life’s fair tree, 
And hear the blood-washed sing! 


No more. he wears death’s ashen robe, 
Nor slumbers in the grave; 

He lives the Lord of all the globe, 
Omnipotent to save. 


The glory of our conquering Lord My longing heart cries out, Oh, come! 
Breaks o’er the silent tomb; Creation Srps@e.tok 2 pend 
: a ak ’ The weary pilgrim sighs, Oh, come! 
The radiance of his living word Went immortal ; 
Dispels its deepest gloom. 4 aaa Smith Brewer, 1852, 
H., 1883, : 


190 


Bis Twedguents srg AWnseanghable, 


Woodstook. OC. 


| He . plants his foot-steps in the sea, And rides up - on 
| . 1 


643-644 


M. Deodatus Dutton, Jr.; 1829, 


643 


God moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform; 

He plants his footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 


Thy way isin the sea. 
Psa. xxvii. 19. 


Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill, 

He treasures up his bright designs, 
And works his sovereign will. 


Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take; 
The clouds ye so much dread 

Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 


Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him for his grace ; 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 


His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding every hour; 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 


Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain; 
God is his own interpreter, 


And he will make it plain. 
‘William Cowper, 1779. 


c. M. | 644 


These be the last words of David. Cc. M 
2 Sam. xxiii. 1. cael 


These are the words that David said, 
The shepherd raised on high, — 

The strain the anointed psalmist sang, 
When just about to die: 


By me the Eternal Spirit spake, 
His word was in my tongue; 

His covenant he will not break, 
Nor put to shame my song. 


The Rock of Israel promised me 
A Ruler over all, 

Who in the fear of God should deal 
Justly with great and small. 


He like the light of morn shall rise, 
A bright and cloudless sun; 

And all shall bloom beneath His care, 
As grass when rain is done. 


The sons of Belial, who, like thorns, 
With iron and with spear, 

Would pierce the hands that seek their good, 
Shall quickly perish there. 


When on the just that light shall dawn, 
And neyer pass away, 
The godless shall with fire be burned 


In that great Sabbath day. ae 
«» 1882, 
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yy stephanos. 


Blgssgd ayo Ghey who aye Cutter. 


88 & 68, peculiar. 


a A es 
_——) OE EN ES 


G45 The Marriage of the Lamb is come. gg g gs, |6 Sorrow and sighing are no more, 


2 Ascend, Beloved, to the love; 
This is the day of days; 
To-night the bridal-song is sung, 
To-night ten thousand harps are strung, 
In sympathy with heart and tongue, 
Unto the Lamb’s high praise. 


3 The festal lamps are lighted now 
In the great marriage-hall; 
By angel-hands the board is spread, 
By angel-hands the sacred bread 
Is on the golden table laid; 
The King his own doth call. 


4 The gems are gleaming from the roof, 
Like stars in night’s round dome; 

The festal wreaths are hanging there, 

The festal fragrance fills the air, 

And flowers of heaven, divinely fair, 
Unfold their happy bloom. 


5 Long, long deferred, now come at last, 
The Lamb’s glad wedding day ; 

The guests are gathering to the feast, 

The seats in heavenly order placed, 

The royal throne above the rest :— 
How bright the new array! 


The weeping hours are past; 
To-night the waiting will be done, 
To-night the wedding-robe put on, 
The glory and the joy begun; 

The crown has come at last. 


7 Without, within, is light, is light; 
Around, above, is love; 

We enter, to go out no more, 

We raise the song unsung before, 

We doff the sackcloth that we wore; 
For all is joy above. 


8 Ascend, Beloved, to the life; 
Our days of death are o’er; 

Mortality has done its worst, 

The fetters of the tomb are burst, 

The last are now become the first, 
For ever, evermore. 


9 Ascend, Beloved, to the feast; 
Make haste, thy day has come; 
Thrice blest are they the Lamb doth call, 
To share the heavenly festival, 
In the new Salem’s palace-hall, 
Our everlasting home! 
Horatius Bonar, b. 1808, 


192 


A Better 
646 


Star of the promised morning, rise! 
Star of the throbbing wave, 

Ascend! and o’er the sable brine, 

With resurrection splendor shine, 

- Burst thro’ the clouds with beams divine, 

Mighty to shine and save. 


O Morning Star! O risen Lord! 
Destroyer of the tomb! 

Star of the living and the dead, 

Lift up at length thy long-veiled head, 

O’er land and sea thy glories shed ; 
Light of the morning, come! 


Into each tomb thy radiance pour; 
Let life, not death, prevail; 
Make haste, great Conqueror, make haste! 
Call up the dead of ages past! 
Gather thy precious gems at last 
From ocean’s deepest vale. 


Speak, Mighty Life, and wake the dead ; 
Like statue from the stone, 

Like music from long broken strings, 

Like gushings from deserted springs, 

Like dew upon the dawn’s soft wings; 


Rouse each beloved one. 
Horatius Bonar, ab. b. 1808. 


647 8s & 6s. 


“Depart,” O sinner! word of woe! 
Thy day of hope is done; 

Light shall revisit thee no more, 

Life with its sanguine dreams is o’er, 

Love reaches not yon awful shore; 
Forever sets thy sun. 


These shall go away. 
Matt. xxv. 46. 


Thy songs are at an end; thy harp 
Shall solace thee no more; 

All mirth has perished on thy grave; 

The melody that could not save 

Has died upon death’s sullen wave, 
That flung thee on this shore. 


No God is there; no Christ; for He 
Whose word on earth was ‘‘ Come,” 
Hath said ‘‘Depart:” go, lost one, go, 
Reap the sad harvest thou didst sow, 

Join yon lost angels in their woe, 


Go share their fiery doom. 
Horatius Bonar, ab. 1808. 


Country. 646-649 


t ‘ ¥ 
The bright and momingstar. gs & Gs, |G4G_ Strangers and pilgrims on the earth. gy 4g, Gy, 


Cheerful, O Lord, at thy command, 
I bind my sandals on; 

I take my pilgrim’s staff in hand, 

|: And go to seek the better land, :| 
The way thy feet have gone. 


I oft shall think, when on my way 
Some bitter grief [ meet; 

This path hath echoed with His moan, 

|: And every rude and flinty stone ;| 
Hath bruised His blessed feet. ; 


Fainting and sad along the road, 
Thou layest on my head 

The hands they fastened to the tree, 

|: The hands that paid the price for me, :] 
The hands that broke the bread. 


Thou whisperest some pleasant word, 
I catch the much loved tone; 

I feel thee near, my gracious Lord, 

|: [know thou keepest watch and ward, :] 
And all my grief is gone. 


From every mountain’s rugged peak, 
The far-off land I know; ; 

And from its fields of fadeless bloom 

|: Come breezes laden with perfume, :| 
And fan my weary brow. 


There peaceful hills and holy vales 
Sleep in eternal day; 

While rivers deep and silent glide 

|; *I'wixt meads and groves on either side, || 
Through which the blessed stray. 


There He abides who is of heaven, 
The loveliest and the best; 

His face, when shall I gaze upon? 

|: Or share with the beloved John:;| 


The pillow of his breast? 
Unknown, cir..1850? 


A crown of pure gold on his head. 
Psa. xxi C. M. 


649 


Let every kindred, every tribe, 
On this terrestrial ball, 

|:To Him all majesty ascribe, :| 
And crown him Lord of all. 

Oh, that with yonder sacred throng, 
We at his feet may fall; 

|: We'll join the everlasting song, :| 


And crown him Lord of all. 
Edward Peronet, ab. 1780. 


193 


650-651 Redemption Ghrangh His Blood. 


Perryville. Cc. M. - . H., 1879. 


Oh, not with sil- ver, gold or gems, Was our redemption bought ; 
’ But by the blood of God's dear Lamb, Unblemished, with-out .. . spot. 


Oh, the bloodof Je- sus! The pre- cious blood of Je - sus; 


~~ 


the blood of Je - sus! That cleans- eth from 


65D With theprecions blood of Christ. ¢ yw, |Before the throne in garments bright 


Oh, not with silver, gold, or gems, I see the ransomed throng; : 
Was our redemption bought; Oh, that in blood-washed raiment white 


But by the blood of God's dear Lamb, | 1 t0o may join their song! 


Unblemished, without spot. Praise Him who washed us in his bjood ; 
Cnaruk: The Lamb for sinners slain 
Oh, the blood of Jesus! Hath made us kings and priests to God, 
The precious blood of Jesus; With him on earth to reign. 
Oh, the blood of Jesus! H., 1879. 
That cleanseth from all sin. 651 Enoch walked with God. c. M. 
All we like sheep have gone astray, Oh, could I find from day to day 
In sin’s destructive road; A nearness to my God! 
Our sins on him the Lord did lay, Then would my hours glide swift away 
He bore our bitter load. While leaning on his word. 
Beside the spotless Lamb I stand, — Lord, I desire with Thee to live 
The Lamb to slaughter led; Anew from day to day, : 
Confessing guilt I lay my hand In joys the world can never give, 
Upon his sinless head. Nor ever take away. 


My load of sin he meekly bears, Elet ¢ per es es as heart, 
b] 


He sheds for me his blood; 
; pte ’ hat g ; 
For me he pours his tears and prayers, : ile porn iea gare departs 
To bring me home to God. Benjamin Cleveland, ab. 1790. 
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Puockaim TWikeyty Ghronghout all the Jesnb. 


Cleansing Fountain. 


652-653 


Unknown, cir., 1800, 


Lose all their guil - ty stat 
Lat. = 


ns. Lose all their guil 


- ty stains, 


A fountain opened. 
Zech. xiii. 1. 
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There is a fountain filled with blood, 
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins; 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 


The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day; 
And there have I, as vile as he, 
Washed ali my sins away. 


Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 
Shall never lose its power, 

Till all the ransomed church of God 
Be saved, to sin no more. 


E’er since, by faith, I saw the stream 
Thy flowing wounds supply, 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And shall be till I die. 


Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 
Tl sing thy power to save, 
When this poor lisping, stam’ring tongue 
Is ransomed from the grave. 
William Cowper, ab. 1779. 
653 


Cc. M, 
What heavenly music do I hear? 
Salvation sounding free! 
Ye souls in bondage, lend an ear; 
This is the jubilee. 


The trumpet of the jubilee. 
Lev. xxv. 9. 


c. M.| Loud doth the gospel trumpet sound, 


Proclanning liberty 

To captive souls by Satan bound; 
This is the jubilee. 

How sweetly do the tidings roll 
All round from sea to sea, 

From land to land, from pole to pole; 
This is the jubilee. 

Good news, good news to Adam’s race; 
Let Christians all agree 

To sing redeeming love and grace; 
This is the jubilee. 

The gospel sounds a sweet release 
To all in misery, ; 

And bids them welcome home to peace; _ 
This is the jubilee. 

Jesus in on the mercy-seat, 
Before him bend the knee; 

Let heaven and earth his praise repeat ; 
This is the jubilee. 

Sinners, be wise, return and come; 
Unto the Saviour Hee; 

The Spirit bids you welcome home; 
This is the jubilee. 

Come, ye redeemed, your tribute bring 
With songs of harmony; 

While on the road to Canaan sing, 


This is the jubilee. 
Josiah Goddard’s Collection, ab. 1801. 
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654-655 


Southport. 
; = 


answer comes 
¢ a 


Arlington, page 104. Maitland. 
(a eat oe coe ioe att as Pon — am 
KH St a 

is I; be not afraid. ' 
654 ae ae C. M. 


O Lord, thy servants cry to thee, 
Sore troubled and dismayed ; 
Thy answer comes across the sea, 

‘Tis I; be not afraid.” 


With joyful hearts we take thee in, 
So shall the tempest cease, 

And we, beyond the storms of sin, 
Shall reach the port of peace. 


Amid the surges wild and dark, 
Thy power the vessel keeps; 
No billow can o’erwhelm the bark 

In which our Master sleeps. 


Lord, when the tempests darkly loWer, 
And seas like mountains roll, 

Awake, and speak thy word of power, 
And calm each troubled soul. 


Lord, when the angry waters rage, 
And griefs our souls distress, 

Do thou our woes and fears assuage, 
And give us peace and rest, 


Speak, and the storm shall heed thy will, 
By thine own word allayed; 

Say to the tempest, ‘‘ Peace, be still!” 

To us, —‘‘ Be not afraid.” 

: H.,, 1882. 


page 106. 


655 

Lord, it belongs not to my care 
Whether I die or live; 

To love and serve thee is my share, 
And this thy grace must give. 


If life be long, I will be glad 
That I may long obey; 

If short, yet why should I be sad 
To end this weary day? 


Casting all Eg ome upon him. ron 
ode 


Christ leads me thro’ no darker rooms 
Than he went through before; 

No one into his kingdom comes, 
But through his opened door. 


Come, Lord, when grace has made me meet, 
Thy blessed face to see; 

For if thy work on earth be sweet, 
What will thy glory be! 


Then shall TI end my sad complaints, 
And weary, sinful days, 

And join with all triumphant saints 
Who sing Jehovah’s praise. 


My knowledge of that life is small; 
The eye of faith is dim; 
But ’tis enough that Christ knows all, 


And I shall be with him. 
Richard Baxter, 1681. 
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Ghy Wark Shall ke Rewarded, 
oc. u.| 658 


6 56 The gates sf bell abel pot prevail. 
The Church is built upon a rock: 
Though hell’s dark gates assail, 


Unmoved it bears their furious shock, 
They never shall prevail. 


Monarchs and kings and men of might, 
Have hastened to the fray; 

But still the Church stands clothed with light, 
Her foes, oh, where are they? 

The crumbling empires now are gone, 
The monarchs sleep in dust; 

But still the Church of Christ lives on, 
And makes the Lord her trust. 


Above the waves that dash and roar, 
Above the tossing foam, 

She stands a beacon on time’s shore, 
To guide lost wanderers home. 


While angry tumults vex the air 
With clamors fierce and strong, 
Within her sounds the voice of prayer 
And swells the tide of song. 


The Church is built upon the rock, 
Eternally secure; 

And thro’ the storm or earthquake’s shock, 
Tn peace it shall endure. 


Lord, grant that I, a living stone, 
Within that Church may dwell, 
No hand from thence shall pull me down, 


I dread no gates of hell. 
H., 1881. 


Refrain thy voice er weeping. 


657 Jer. xxxi. Cc. M. 

Refrain thy voice, oh, weeping one, 
Refrain thine eyes from tears; 

There yet is hope when thou art done 
With all earth’s griefs and fears. 


Thy cherished ones, now captive led, 
For whom thy heart doth mourn; 

Shall hear that voice which wakes the dead, 
And from the grave return. 


Oh, not in vain thy toil and care, 
Thy travail and. thy tears; 

For joys immortal thou shalt share 
Through glad, eternal years. 

Thy work shall have a rich reward, 
When home the captives come; 

And in the presence of the Lord, 


ide, no more to roam, 
pater H., 1883 
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656-660 
Tre area Gate 8. a 
O Paradise, thy banished bloom 
Fades from our sight away; 
When shall once more thy glory come, 
In everlasting day? 


O Paradise, thou home of rest! 
We long thy joys to share, 

When all the victors, crown’d and blest, 
Shall dwell in glory there. 


Beyond this desert world of sin, 
There flows life’s crystal flood ; 
There shall we eat life’s fruit within 

The Paradise of God! 


O Paradise, thou heavenly home! 
Thy joys I sigh to see; 
When thou shalt in thy kingdom come, 


O Lord, remember me. 
H., 1983, 


6 59 The ransomed of the Lord shall return. Cc. M 
Isa. xxxv. 10. O D 


The desert like the rose shall bloom, 
With flowers of paradise; 

When saints triumphant from the tomb, 
In life immortal rise. 


The lame shall leap, the dumb shall sing, 
The blind, with sight restored, 

Shall see the beauty of their King, 
The glory of their Lord. 


With joy the ransomed shall return, 
And hail that blissfui day, 
While all the griefs of those who mourn 


Forever flee away. 
H., 1883. 


660 Thou ere bag es sad ed a flock. Cc. M. 


Lord, thou hast through the desert. led 
Thy people as a flock, 

Refreshing them with angels’ bread, 
And water from the rock. 


Good Shepherd, still thy people feed, 
A helpless, feeble band ; 

Govern and strengthen, guide and lead 
Them to the promised land. 


Before us may the floods divide, 
And foes affrighted flee, 
Till we shall cross dark Jordan’s tide, 


And rest in peace with thee. 
H., 1888, 


661-662 Come Yr to the Waters. 


La Plata. Oo. M. D. Abraham Maxim, 1773-1829. 


Arr. H., 1880, 


[Sea SeSiS sr Sess 
a Sora ae ape Sep =F =F S83 =: 
1 Let ev’ - ry mor-tal ear at-tend, And ev’-ry heart re - joice; 


-—' «# eS eke sb ipaess 
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‘The trum- pet of the gos - pelsounds With an in - vit-ing voice. Ho! 


! 
all ye hungry, starving so 


66 l Ho! SST cae See Ahinateth, Cc. M. 662 The day 7 of are made, cM. 

2 Eternal Wisdom hath prepared With joy we hail the sacred day 
A soul-reviving feast, Which God has called his own; 

And bids your longing appetites, With joy the summons we obey 
The rich provision taste. To worship at his throne. 

Ho! ye that pant for living streams, Thy chosen temple, Lord, how fair! 
And pine away and die, Where willing votaries throng; 

Here you may quench your raging thirst] To breathe the humble, fervent prayer, 
From springs that never dry. And pour the choral song. 

3 Rivers of Jove and mercy here Spirit of grace, Oh, deign to dwell 
In a rich ocean join; Within thy church below; 

Salvation in abundance flows, Make her in holiness excel, 
Like floods of milk and wine. With pure devotion glow. 

The happy gates of gospel grace Let peace within her walls be found, 
Stand open night and day: Let all her sons unite 

Lord, we are come to seek supplies, To spread with grateful zeal around, 
And drive our wants away. Her clear and shining light. 


Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. Harriet Auber, 1829, 
—— e 
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The great trumpet shall be bl ‘ 
feich xxvii |. 
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Blow ye the trumpet, loudly blow, 
And sound the tidings wide; 

Proclaim to sinners sunk in woe, 
For you the Saviour died. 

High on the cross of Calvary, 
He groaned beneath your load, 

He died to set poor sinners free, 
And bring them home to God. 

Blow ye the trumpet, loudly blow, 
And tell a fallen race, 

You all may Jesus’ mercy know, 
You may be saved by grace. 

Long have you borne sin’s galling chain, 
But now you can be free; 

The heralds of the Lord proclaim 
The year of Jubilee. 


Blow ye the trumpet, loudly blow, 
In every distant land, 

To all the world the tidings show, 
God’s kingdom is at hand. 

To all mankind the gospel bear, 
A witness it shall be,— 

And may the message that they hear, 


Be life and joy to me. 
H., 1880. 
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To celebrate Thy praise, O Lord, 
I will my heart prepare ; 

To all the listening world thy works, 
Thy wondrous works declare. 

The thought of them shall to my soul 
Exalted pleasure bring; 

When to thy name, O thou Most High, 
Triumphant praise I sing. 

All those who have His goodness proved 
Will in his truth confide ; 4 

Whose mercy ne’er forsook the man 
That on his help relied. 

Sing praises, therefore, to the Lord, 
From Sion, his abode; 

Proclaim his deeds, till all the world 


Confess no other God. 
Tate and Brady, 1696. 


I will praise thee, O Lord! 
pes ds ix. 1. Cc. M. 


Peterboro. p.96. Arlington. p. 104, 
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Jtiherty. 663-666 


I know whom I have believed. 
2 Tim. i. 12, Cc. M. 
I know in whom I put my trust, 
I know what standeth fast, 
When all things here dissolve like dust, 
Or smoke before the blast: 
I know what still endures, howe’er 
All else may quake and fall, 
When lies the prudent men ensnare, 
And dreams the wise enthrall. 


It is the Dayspring from on high, 
The adamantine Rock, 
Whence never storm can make me fly, 
That fears no earthquake’s shock, 
My Jesus Christ, my sure Defense, 
My Saviour and my Light, 
That shines within and scatters thence 
Dark phantoms of the night. 


Who once was borne, betrayed and slain, 
At evening to the grave; 

Whom God awoke, who rose again; 
A Conqueror strong to save; 

Who pardons all my sin, who sends 
His Spirit pure and mild; 

Whose grace my every step befriends 
Who ne’er forgets His child! 


Therefore I know in whom I trust, 
I know what standeth fast, 
When all things formed of earthly dust 
Are whirling in the blast; 
The terrors of the final foe 
Can rob me not of this, 
And this shall crown me once, I know, 
With never-fading bliss. 
Ernest Maurice Arndt, 1819. Zr, C. Winkworth, 1858. 


6 66 Make a joyful noise unto the Lord. fa) 
salm xcviii. 4. 


Oh, all ye lands, rejoice and sing, 
Your Maker’s praise proclaim ; 
Let earth and sea adore their King, 

And magnify his name. 


. M 


Behold, he comes a world to bless, 
Long bound in Satan’s thrall; 


-——| Soon shall he reign in righteousness, 


And God be all in all, 
H., 1884, 


199 


667-668 


w 
667 Thy word js a lamp unto my feet, ay, | 5 My book! my book! my grand old hook! 


2 My chart! my chart! my changeless chart! 
By thee I guide my bark, 
A simple child on ocean wild, 
O’er mountain billows dark; 
By thee I steer in safe career, 
With canvas all unfurled, 
And onward sail before the gale 
To yonder blissful world. 


8 My staff! my staff! my trusty staff! 
Tl grasp thee in my hand, 

As faint and weak on Pisgah’s peak 
I view the promised land; 

Not sadly told, as one of old, 
To see, but not explore. 

My hold I'll keep thro’ Jordan’s deep 
Till safe on Canaan’s shore. 


4 My sword! my sword! ay two-ede’d sword ! 
By thy unerring might, 

I deal my foe the deadly blow 
In faith’s unequal fight; 

Thy tempered blade that lent me aid 
In every conflict past, 

Shall make me ‘‘more than conqueror, 
Through Him who loved,” at last, 


By Permission, 


Heav’n speed thee on thy way, 
From pole to pole, as ages roll, 
The harbinger of day. 
Till Christ, ‘the Light,” shall banish night 
From this terrestrial ball, 
And earth shall see her jubilee, 
And God be allin all! 3, a, p,, cir, 18507 
aaa ie ae Cc. M 
Now, Lord, I seek a holy rest, 
A victory over sin! 
T seek that thou alone should’st reign 
O’er all without, within. 
In quietness and confidence, 
Saviour, my strength shall be! 
And ‘‘ Take me, for to thee I come,” 
Is still my cry to thee. 


In thy strong hand I lay me down, 
So shall the work be done; 

For who can work so wondrously 
As the Almighty one? 


Work on, then, Lord, till on my soul 
Eternal light shall break, 
And in thy likeness perfected, 
I ‘t satisfied ” shall wake. 
Unknown, cir, 1860? 


§Qy Sout Rainteth for Shy Salvation, 


0. M.D. 


Psalmos. 
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Benjamia Smith, b..1764. 
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va-tion faints ;When willmytroubles end? Yet I have found ee good for me To 
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Consider all my sorrows, Lord, 
And thy deliverance send; 

My soul for thy salvation faints; 
When will my troubles end? 

Yet I have found ’tis good for me 
To bear my Father’s rod; 

Afflictions make me learn thy law, 
And live upon my God. 


Had not thy word been my delight 
When earthly joys were fled, 


My comfort in my affliction. 
Psalm cxix. 50. 


My soul, oppress’d with sorrow’s weight, 


Had sunk among the dead. 
This is the comfort I enjoy 
When new distress begins; 
IT read thy word, I run thy way, 
And hate my former sins. 


I know thy judgments, Lord, are right, 
, Though they may seem severe; 
The sharpest sufferings I endure 
Flow from thy faithful care. 
Before I knew thy chastening rod 
My feet were apt to stray; 
But now I learn to keep thy word, 


Nor wander from thy way. 
Tsaze Watts, 1719. 


u.| 670 


Ses =: 


How I love thy law. 
Psalm phe 7. C, M. 


Oh, how I love Thy holy law! 
Tis daily my delight: 

And thence my meditations draw 
Divine advice by night. 

My waking eyes prevent the day, 
To meditate Thy word; 

My soul with longing melts away, 
To hear Thy gospel, Lord. 


How doth Thy word my heart engage, 
How well employ my tongue, 

And in my tiresome pilgrimage 
Yields me a heavenly song. 

Am I a stranger, or at home, 
Tis my perpetual feast: 

Not honey dropping from the comb 
So much allures the taste. 


No treasures so enrich the, mind, 
Nor shall Thy word be sold 

For loads of silver, well refined, 
Nor heaps of choicest gold. 

When nature sinks, and spirits droop, 
Thy promises of grace 

Are pillars to support my hope, 


And there I write Thy praise. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 
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671 Have Raith in God. 
o.M 


. 
gst allowell. 


t ora [ 
That will not trem-ble on the brink, That will not trem - ble 


woe! That will not 


trem - ble on the brink Of an - y earth - ly woe! 
! 


Arlington. page 104, Maitland. page 106. Marlow. page 94, 

f — 2_2-2- 

ea 
671 Increase our faith. c.m. | That bears,unmoyed, the world’s dread frown, 


Nor heeds its scornful smile; 
That seas of trouble cannot drown, 
Nor Satan’s arts beguile. 


Oh, for a faith that will not shrink, 
Though pressed by every foe, 
That will not tremble on the brink 


. ! s 
Of any earthly woe! A faith that keeps the narrow way 


That will not murmur nor complain Till life’s last hour is fled, 
Beneath the chastening rod, And with a pure and heavenly ray 
But, in the hour of grief or pain, Illumes a dying bed. 


Will lean upon its God. 
A faith that shines more bright and clear 


When tempests rage without ; 
s 5 ) e’ll taste, e’ y i 
That when in danger knows no fear, yi os pre et 3 pte a 
In darkness feels no doubt; William Hiley Bathurst, 1881. 


By permission. 202 


Lord, give us such a faith as this, 
And then, whate’er may come, 


Wha Died for Ony Sins. 
ce: M.| 674 


672 Under the — —_ Almighty. 

My blessed Jesus, thou hast taught 
A grateful heart to sing, 

While sheltering my weary soul 
Beneath thy loving wing. 


I praise thee for that look divine 
Which broke my stony heart, 
And bade its sorrows and its fears 

Forever to depart. 


I praise thee for that arm of power 
Which round my feeble frame 

In loving pity has been thrown, 
And still abides the same. 


In adoration I would bow, 
O Lord, before thy throne, 
And yield myself a sacrifice 
To thee, and thee alone. 


Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine; 
Oh, help me by thy grace 
To glorify thee day by day, 


And then to see thy face. 
Unknown, cir. 1860? 


Thou knowest that I love thee. Cc 
John xxi 


673 hn xxi. 16. 

Do not I love thee, O my Lord? 
Behold my heart and see; 

And turn the dearest idol out 
That dares to rival thee. 


. M, 


Is not thy name melodious still 
To mine attentive ear? 

Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound 
My Saviour’s voice to hear? 


Hast thou a Lamb in all thy flock 
I would disdain to feed? 

Hast thou a foe before whose face 
I fear thy cause to plead? 


Oh, that my ardent soul might vie 
With angels round the throne 
To execute thy sacred will 
And make thy glory known! 


Thou know’st I love thee, dearest Lord, 
But oh, I long to soar 
Far from the sphere of mortal joys, 


And learn to love thee more. 
Philip Doddridge, ab. 1755. 


672-675 


Father, forgive them, 
uke xxiii. 84, 


In evil long I took delight, 
Unawed by shame or fear, 

Till a new object struck my sight, 
And stopped my wild career. 


Cc. M. 


I saw One hanging on a tree, 
In agonies and blood, 

Who fixed his languid eyes on me, 
As near his cross I stood. 


Sure never till my latest breath 
Can I forget that look; 

It seemed to charge me with his death, 
Though not a word he spoke. 


My conscience felt and owned the guilt, 
And plunged me in despair; 
I saw my sins his blood had spilt, 
And helped to nail him there, 


Alas! I knew not what I did! 
But now my tears are vain: 

Where shall my trembling soul be hid? 
For I the Lord have slain! 


A second look he gave, which said, 
**T freely all forgive; 

This blood is for thy ransom paid; 
I die that thou mayst live.” 


Thus, while his death my sin displays 
In all its blackest hue, 
Such is the mystery of grace, 


It seals my pardon too. 
John Newton, ab. 1779. 


675 


My God, my everlasting hope, — 
I live upon thy truth; 

Thine hands have held my childhood up, 
And strengthened all my youth. 


Cast me not off in the time of old age. 
Psalm xxi. 9. 


Cc. M. 


Still has my life new wonders seen 
Repeated every year ; 

Behold my days that yet remain, 
I trust them to thy care. 


Cast me not off when strength declines, 
When hoary hairs arise; 
And round me let thy glory shine, 


Whene’er thy servant dies. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1719, 
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Cumberland. 
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world sustains,And 
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surrounds the throne. 


grace 


676 cM, 


2 Let heaven proclaim the joyful day: 
Joy through the earth be seen; 

Let cities shine in bright array, 
And fields in cheerful green. 

Let an unusual joy surprise 
The islands of the sea; 

|: Ye mountains, sink; ye valleys, rise; :| 
Prepare the Lord his way. 


Prepare ye the way of the Lord 
Matt. iii, 3. 


83 Behold, he comes! he comes to bless 
The nations as their Lord, 

To show the world his righteousness, 
And send his truth abroad. 

But when his voice shall raise the dead; 
And bid the world draw near, 

|: How will the guilty nations dread:| 
To see their Judge appear! 

EAL seer 2 Isaac Watts, 1719. 

By permission. 


Cc. M. 


677 


Lord, I have made thy word my choice, 
My lasting heritage; 

There shall my noblest pow’rs rejoice, 
My warmest thoughts engage. 

I'll read the histories of thy love, 
And keep thy laws in sight, 

|: While through the promises I rove:} 
With ever fresh delight. 


Tis a broad land of wealth unknown, 
Where springs of life arise; 

Seeds of immortal bliss are sown, 
And hidden glory lies. 

The best relief that mourners have ; 
It makes our sorrows blest; 

|: Our fairest hope beyond the grave, ;| 
And our eternal rest. 


An heri forever. 
Eecees lll. 


Isaac Watts, 1719. 


Ghe Hirst and the Just, 
Oo. M. 


Warwick. 
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Samuel Stanlny, 1767—1822, 
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the oppressor’s” yoke. 


Marlow. 


Unto us a child is born. 


678 

On those who have in darkness walked, 
The light of life hath broke; 

Thou hast removed the tyrant’s rod, 
And burst the oppressor’s yoke. 


Cc. M. 


Tho’ fierce th’ embattled hosts may rage, 
With garments rolled in blood; 

With fire the Lord his war shall wage 
Till men submit to God. 


For unto us a child is born 
To us a Son is given; 

On him is laid, by him is borne 
All pow’r in earth and heaven. 


His name called Wonderful shall be, 
Counsellor, Mighty God; 

The Father of Eternity, 
And Prince of Peace restored. 


His peaceful government shall spread, 
Increasing without end; 

Him shall the Lord, on David’s throne, 
Establish and defend. 


Justice and judgment shall sustain 
His throne in righteousness ; 
The zeal of God, the Lord of Hosts, 


Shall yet accomplish this. 
H., 1880 
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Christ is all, and in all, 
Col. iii. 11. 


Cc. M. 

I’ve found the pearl of greatest price; 
My heart doth sing for joy; 

And sing I must, a Christ I have, — 
Oh, what a Christ have I! 


My Christ he is the Lord of lords; 
He is the King of kings; 
He is the Sun of Righteousness. 
With healing in his wings. 
My Christ, he is the tree of life 
Which in God’s garden grows; 
Whose fruit does feed, whose leaves do heal, 
My Christ is Sharon’s Rose. 


Christ is my meat, Christ is my drink, 
My medicine and my health; 

My peace, my strength,my joy, my crown, 
My glory and my wealth. 


Christ is my Father and my Friend, 
My Brother and my Love, 

My Head, my Hope, my Counsellor, 
My Advocate above. 


My Christ, he is the Heaven of heaven; 
My Christ, what shall I call? 
My Christ is first, my Christ is last, 
My Christ is All in All. 
John Mason, ab., 1683, 
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680 

2 The sun may leave the vale below, 
Yet kiss the hills in softest light; 

God’s wisdom, which we all may know, 
Will lead us through the night. 

Oh, for the strength of soul to rise 
Above earth’s deepest, darkest gloom, 

With eyes fixed on the matchless prize— 
*T will all be over soon, 


Yet alittle while. 
Heb. x. 87. 


3 There is no room for deeds unkind, 
Oh, fellow-traveler to the tomb! 


. 681 


Wat 1 Jaittle White. 


8886 or L. M. 


le 
My times are in thy hand. 
Psa. xxxi. 15. 


I take my pilgrim staff anew, 
Life’s path, untrodden, to pursue, 
Thy guiding eye, my Lord, I view; 
My times are in thy hand. 
Throughout the year my heavenly Friend, 
On thy blest guidance I depend; 
From its commencement to its end 
My times are in thy hand. 
Should comfort, health, and peace be mine, 
Should hours of gladness on me shine, 


Then clasp thy brother’s hand in thine,| Then let me trace Thy love divine; 


And walk in love toward home. 


My times are in thy hand. 


God knows what’s best for him and thee ;| Thy smile alone makes moments bright, 


Then thankful be for every boon: 
Pass calmly toward eternity— 


’T will all be over soon! 
D. T. Taylor, 1877. 
2 


That smile turns darkness into light; 
This tho’t will soothe grief’s saddest night, 
My times are in thy hand. 
Charlotte Elliott, ab. 1789-1871. 


Bring Horyth the Best Rote, 682-686 


682 Blessed are they that moun. gg & Gs, 685 He reg lost ant and a ia fore 88 & 6s. 

I heard the voice of Love divine, The wanderer no more will roam, | 
Addressing man to trouble born; The lost one to the fold hath come, 

Saviour, what accents then were thine? | The prodigal is welcomed home, 
‘‘Blessed are they that mourn.” O Lamb of God, in thee! 

_ Again it spoke—‘‘Come unto Me Tho’ clothed with shame, by sin defiled, 

“Thou, with distress and labor worn, | The Father hath embraced his child; 

“*Rest and refreshment are for thee: And I am pardoned, reconciled, 
“Blessed are they that mourn.” O Lamb of God, in thee! 

I heard a voice in truth’s pure word, It is the Father’s joy to bless; 


A saint, who sorrow’s yoke had borne, | His love provides for me a dress— 
**Blest is the man thou chastenest, Lord!| A robe of spotless righteousness, 
‘* Blessed are they that mourn,”’ O Lamb of God, in thee! 


T heard an angel voice proclaim, F 

Yon victors bright, whom crowns adorn, pee US eee Lees ted 

‘*Thro’ tribulation great they came! Etc unin the-childse ye d 
‘*Blessed are they that mourn.” OL oo of ri x th in ae or! 


Why should I then for sufferings grieve, ‘ 7 
Since sorrow leads to joy’s bright bourne,| Ya, in the fullness of his grace, 


Let me indeed the words believe, He put me in the children’s place, 
‘Blessed are they that mourn.” Where I may gaze upon his face, 
Charlotte Elliott, ab. 1789-1871. O Lamb of God, in thee! ~ 
683 orgy =a acamind 8s & 6s.| I cannot half his love express, 


Yet, Lord, with joy my lips confess, 
This blessed portion I possess, 
O Lamb of God, in thee! 


Alone with Jesus! Blessed place, 
Where I behold him face to face, 
And every line of beauty trace, — 


Companionship divine. It is thy precious name I bear, 
Alone with Jesus, while without It is thy spotless robe I wear, 
Are care and danger, fear and doubt; | Therefore, the Father’s love I share, 


But while with Him, the world shut out,| © Lamb of God, in thee! 


The joys of heaven are mine. And when I in thy likeness shine, 


Alone with Jesus, oh, the bliss The glory and the praise be thine, 
Of holding converse such as this; That everlasting joy is mine, 
All anxious care J now dismiss, O Lamb of God, in thee! 


And all of earth resign. Mary Jane Deck, 1847. 
Alone with Jesus, oh, how blest! Ye shall find rest unto your souls. 
Close folded to my Saviour’s breast, 686 : Matt, xi. 29." 8s & 68. 
Be thou, dear Lord, my constant guest, To Him who hears, I whisper all; 
And keep me wholly thine. And softlier than the dews of heaven 
Mary A. Ingalls, ab. 1880. | The tears of Christ’s compassion fall; 


c to me, all ye that labor. I know I am forgiven. 
684 foment a3. 8S & 68. 


Just as I am—Thou wilt receive, No more life’s mysteries vex my tho’t; 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve,) No cruel doubts disturb my breast ; 
Because thy promise I believe, My heavy-laden spirit sought 
O Lamb of God, I come! And found the promised rest. 
Charlotte Elliott, 1841. Harriet McEwen Kimball, ab. 1866. 
ug See Hymn 26. 20 


687-688 


Crescent. 


Xn Pant sa Ft Fe in Besvgn, 


Turkish National Air, arr. 


Thy kingdom come. 
Matt. vi. 10. 


687 


Thy kingdom come! From year to year Ruler of heaven and earth and hell, 
Thy waiting church uplift their prayer;| Who dare against thy power rebel? 


They in whose hearts thy grace has wrought 
Breathe forth the cry thy lips have taught: 
Thy kingdom come! let every knee 
Bow down and own thy majesty. 


Thy will in earth like heaven be done; 
O’er every foe be victory won; 

Till earth and heaven again shall be 
One with each other, and with thee: 
Our Father, let thy kingdom come! 
Thy will in earth like heaven be done. 


Where once beneath wrath’s gathering cloud, 
Thy sacred head in anguish bowed ; 
Where thou didst bear thy cross in pain, 
Oh, come in glorious might to reign: 
Rejoice, O earth, and hail your King! 
Ye morning stars, together sing! 


Thy Kingdom come! from day to day, 
Thy loyal church shall ever pray; 

And wait the hour in joyful hope 
When angel hands shall bear them up 
Thy bliss to share, thy glory see, 


L. M. 6 1., 688 


Why will ye die? 
TL 31. L. M,.6.. 


Ezek. 


Or disobey the heavenly King, 
Before whose face the angels sing? 
O sinner, from transgression turn, 
Before His wrath against thee burn. 


O. ye who in rebellion strong, 

Have fought against God's love so long, 
He doth to you his call extend; 

Oh, come and seek the sinner’s Friend. 
For you he bore the cross of pain, — 
Say, shall his blood be shed in vain? 


Ye weary, heavy-laden, all, 

In Christ’s own stead on you I call, 
Oh, hear his message from on high; 
“Turn ye, turn ye, why will ye die? 
To you I peace and pardon give.” 
O sinner, look to Christ and live! 


We come, O gracious Lord, we come, 
From all our wand’rings hastening home; 
And joy throughout the courts aboye, 
Shall tell the fullness of thy love. 
Hark! how the shouts of triumph sound! 


And reign o’er all the earth with Thee. | The dead’s alive, the lost is found. 
208 


H., 1880. 


H., 1880. 
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689 sratiay i ahare not seen. mM. 6 i. 69 1 Let all the angels of God worship Him, Lem 61, 


We saw thee not when thou didst come 
To this poor world of sin and death, 
Nor e’er beheld thy cottage home 

In that despised Nazareth; 

But we believe thy footsteps trod 

Its streets and plains, thou Son of God. 


We did not see thee lifted high 

Amid that wild and savage crew, 

Nor hear thy meek, imploring cry, 
‘Forgive! they know not what they do:” 
Yet we believe the deed was done 
Which shook the earth and veiled the sun. 


We stood not by the empty tomb, 
Where, Lord, thy sacred body lay, 
Nor sat within that upper room, 

Nor met thee in the open way: 

But we believe that angels said, 
‘‘Why seek the living with the dead?” 


We did not mark the chosen few, 
When thou didst through the clouds ascend, 
First lift to heaven their wondering view, 
Then to the earth all prostrate bend: 
Yet we believe that mortal eyes 

Beheld that journey to the skies. 


We see thee not enthroned in heaven 
At God’s right hand, for us to plead; 
But thou the Comforter hast given 
Within our hearts to intercede; 

And we believe that thou wilt come 


And take thy waiting people home. 
Arr. J. Buckoll, 1838. J.H. Gurney, 1831. ver, 5., H., 1882. 


GA0). Sie eretnogntGet ae. 6 | 


Jesus, the gift divine I know, 

The gift divine I ask of thee; 

That living water now bestow— 
Thy Spirit and thyself, on me; 
Thou, Lord, of life the fountain art; 
Now let me find thee in my heart. 


Thee let me drink, and thirst no more 
For drops of finite happiness; 

Spring up, O Well, in heavenly power, 
In streams of pure perennial peace, 

In joy that none can take away, 

Tn life which shall forever stay. 


Charles Wesley, 1762. 
2 


High on a throne of radiant light, 
Above dominion power and might, 
There sits a man, of woman born, 

Who oneo was scourged and crowned with thorn ; 
While sounds thro’ heav’n the word supreme, 
‘*Let all the angels worship Him! ° 


To Him all angels cry aloud, 

And tell his glory all abroad; 

And seraphim with radiant wing, 
Before him ‘‘ Holy, Holy,” sing; 

And all heaven’s shining myriads fall, 
And crown him, King and Lord of all. 


4 


We too, the angel choir would join, 
And praise and laud the King divine; 
Monarchs of earth and people all, - 
Princes and judges, great and small, 
Ye youths and maidens, old and young, 
Praise ye the Lord with heart and tongue. 


All, all above and all beneath, 
The hosts of hell and powers of death, 
Yea, he who bore sin’s venomed sting, 
Acknowledge him, and hail him King, 
By all confessed, by all adored, 

The universe proclaims him Lord. 


Let all who breathe the vital air, 

Unite God’s glory to declare, 

Let babes and sucklings sing his praise, 
Prophets and saints their voices raise ; 
Let all beneath and all above, 


Give praise to God, the God of love. 
H., 1880. 


692 L. M. 61. 


Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive moan, 
Hath taught the rocks the notes of woe; 
Cease thy complaint, suppress thy groan, 
And let thy tears forget to flow: 
Behold, the precious balm is found, 

To lull thy pain, to heal thy wound. 


Peace be unto you. 
John xx. 19. 


Come, freely come, by sin oppressed ; 
Unburden here thy weighty load; 
Here find thy refuge and thy rest, 
And trust the merey of thy God: 
Thy God’s thy Saviour—glorious word! 
Forever love and praise the Lord. 

Walter Shirley, ab. 1774. - 


693-695 Ary Ghey wot alk Ministering Spirits, 


The Little Grave. L.M. i, 1867 


69 3 And she erewored, Be well. L.' M. 69 5 us ay fons. om a eyes. L. M 
2 Yet stay the anguish of thy heart, Oh, for a prayer like his of old, 

Nor of thy grief with murmuring tell; | That ope’d his servant’s doubting eye, 
What tho’ thy hopes like dreams depart?} To bid our raptured gaze behold 

Still faith confesses, ‘‘ It is well.” The flaming chariots of the sky! 


8 Take off the little shoes, half worn Or for a dream like, his who slept 


In thorny paths and rugged ways: i 

Lay off the garments soiled and torn; Sy Eee ae ee fee of God, 

Lay down the cares of many days nile angels’ Fonk Gearon ie Svan, 
vy é many Says. __ | And round his lonely pillow trod. 

4 No more thine eyes with sorrows dim, 

Shall watch those wayward little feet; | Or that deep hour of kindling night, 

But angels bright and cherubim When moonbeam fail’d and stars grew dim, 

Shall guide them up the golden street. | As thronged seraphic forms of light 

5 Safe on that distant, shining shore, | To peal the Saviour’s natal hymn, 


Where the long parted ones shall meet, 2 : 
And meeting once shall part no more— In cherub hands the flaming sword 


. Round life’s fair tree no longer Moves; 
’ s}y¢ OTeE ’ 
There thou the lov’d and lost shall tet Those hosts who sang th’ incarnate Lord, 


serv a 
GQ4, ou Christ, ana tim erueitea. ict Now e the meanest soul he loves. 
1 Cor, ii, 2. 5 . 


Where’er salvation’s boon is given, 
For such their zealous bosoms burn; 
And sinless beings joy in heaven 
When worms like us to Jesus turn. 


O Christ! who hast our sorrows borne, 
From sin and death to set us free; 
Help us to look on Thee and mourn, 
And take the cross and follow thee. 
Oh, may His love who bore our woe, _| To that unnumbered, glorious throng, 
Constrain the souls for whom he died, Thro’ life’s short pilgrimage we come; 
That we henceforth may nothing know, | They hover round our path, and long 
Save Ohrist for sinners crucified. To come and bear us to our home. 


H., 1890. Charlotte Elizabeth Tonna, 1790-1846, 
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Obey Rest from heir Jators, 
. tL. M.| 698 


696 


Go to thy rest, with sorrows worn, 
With burdens bow’d, with woes opprest ; 
By storms and tempests tost and torn, 
All now is calm; go to thy rest. 


They shall rest in their beds. 
Isa. lvii. 2. 


Go to thy rest; thy pains are past; 

Thy groans, and sighs, and tears are o’er; 
Thy soft repose has come at last; 

Go rest in hope, and weep no more. 


Go to thy rest; in Jesus sleep, 

With heaven’s own blessing on thee shed ; 
For thee we have no tears to weep; 
Rest with the holy, blessed dead. 


Go to thy rest; thy Lord shall come, 
And vanquish’d death shall lose his sting; 
Then, rising from the rending tomb, 
Behold thy God, and wake and sing. 


Go to thy slumbers; close thine eyes; 
This brief repose no terror brings; 
Thy Sun of Righteousness shall rise 
On thee, with healing in his wings. 
H., 


697 


Deem not that they are blest alone 
Whose days a peaceful tenor keep; 
The anointed Son of God makes known 
A blessing for the eyes that weep. 


The light of smiles shall fillagain , 
The lids that overflow with tears; 
And weary hours of woe and pain 
Are promises of happier years. 


Blessed are they that mourn. 
Matt. ¥. 4. iL. M. 


There is a day of sunny rest 

For every dark and troubled night; 
And grief may bide an evening guest, 
But joy shall come with early light. 


Nor let the good man’s trust depart, 
Though life its common gifts deny, 
Tho’ with a pierced and broken heart, 
And spurned of men, he goes to die. 


For God has marked each sorrowing day, 
And numbered every secret tear; 
And heaven’s long age of bliss shall pay 
For all his children suffer here. 

William Cullen Bryant, ab. 1794-1879. 


696-698 


Behold the man, 
John xix. 5. L. M. 

Ye that pass by, behold the Man, 

The Man of Griefs condemned for you! 

The Lamb of God, for sinners slain, 

Weeping to Calvary pursue. 


Adored by angels, mocked by men, 
Speechless, the form of guilt He wears; 
Reviled he answers not again 

But meekly all their insult bears. 


“To us our own Barabbas give! 
Away with Him,” they loudly cry, 
‘Away with him, not fit to live, 
The vile seducer crucify!” 


See there his temples crowned with thorn, 
His bleeding hands extended wide, ~ 
His streaming feet transfixed and torn, 
The fountain gushing from his side. 


Beneath my load he faints and dies; 

T filled his soul with pangs unknown: 
J caused those mortal groans and cries, 
I killed the Father’s only Son! 


SECOND PART. = a= bp 


O thou dear, suffering Son of God, 
How doth thy heart to sinners move? 
Help us to catch thy precious blood ; 
Help me to taste thy dying love. 


Give me to feel thy agonies; 

One drop of thy sad cup afford: 

I fain with thee would sympathize, 
And share the sufferings of my Lord. 
The earth could to her centre quake, 
Convulsed, while her Creator died: 
Oh, let mine inmost nature shake, 
And die with Jesus crucified! 


At thy last gasp the graves displayed 
Their horrors to the upper skies: 

Oh, that my soul might burst the shade, 
And, quickened by thy death, arise! 
The rocks could feel thy powerful death, 
And tremble, and asunder part: 

Oh, rend, with thy expiring breath, 
The harder marble of my heart! 

The grace I surely shall receive; 

Thy death hath bought the grace for me: 
This is my whole desire, to live, 


To live, and then to die in thee. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1742. 
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All Saints Now. 
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I will fear no evil. 
Psalm xxiii. 4. 


699-701 


SECOND PART, L. M. 


Why should we shrink with doubt and fear, | Why should we mourn when from thesky 
Or dread to walk death’s vale of shade? |A voice proclaims the slumberers blest? 


The Lord our shepherd will be near 
To comfort us, and guide and aid, 


Cxorvs. 
Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are, 
While on his breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there. 


We lay us down in peace and sleep, 
Secure while living or while dead ; 

Our Shepherd’s love will safely keep 
The flock for whom his blood was shed. 


Not life nor death, nor earth nor hell, 
Can from his love our souls divids; 
We trust in Him and all is well,— 
With him no evil can betide. 


We smile to face a vanquished foe, 
We conquer in our conquering King; 
His resurrection power we know, 

And shout, “O death where is thy sting?” 


In peaceful triumph we lie down 
To wait the trumpet’s joyful voice; 
When Christ shall come to bring the crown, 


His saints, awaking, shall rejoice. 
H., 1878, Chorus, I. Watts, 1709. 
700 L. M. 


The dead in Christ shall rise first. 
1 Thess. iv. 16, 
Oh, sorrow not for saints that sleep, 
Like those who hopeless mourn their dead ; 
Nor o’er their graves in anguish deep 
Your bitter tears despairing shed. 


Cuorvs. 
The dead in Christ shall first arise, 
Then we that live, with them shall be 
Caught up together to the skies, 
The Lord in glory there to see. 
Then shallwo prove his faithful, faithful word, 
And so be ever with the Lord, 
And so be ever with the Lord. 
Here low beneath death’s silent clod, 
They end life’s sorrows and complaints: 
How precious in the sight of God, 
The death of his beloved saints! 


Rest ye in silence and in hope; 

We weep and sing around your bed;. 
But Christ shall come to raise you up, 
Triumphant, from among the dead. 


In Christ they live, in Christ they die, 
And from their labors now they rest. 


Awaking at the trumpet’s call, 
His resurrection they shall share; 
And with the blest and holy, all 
Shall meet the Saviour in the air. 


Those who alive that day shall see, 
Shall not precede the saints that sleep; 
Caught up together they shall be, 
With joy their risen Lord to meet. 


So shall we ever with him dwell, 
Safe in the presence of our Lord; 
To mourning souls these tidings tell, — 


Comfort each other with this word. 
-H., 1880. 


701 L. M. 
Cheerful we walk thro’ death’s dark vale, 
Nor shall our faith or courage fail, 
While Israel’s Shepherd by our side 
Doth comfort us, and guard, and guide. 


The mt ad the shadow. 
Psalm xxiii. 4. 


Cuorvs. 


Jesus, great Shepherd of the sheep, 

Lead us through all our dangerous road $ 
Our trusting souls in safety keep 

Till we shall gain thy bright abode; 

There may we in thy peace, thy peace abide, 
And never wander from thy side, 


And never wander from thy side. 


His hand will smooth the dying bed, 
And peace upon the pillow shed, 
And gently close the tearful eyes, 

To sleep till glory’s morn shall rise. 


Thro’ deserts waste and waters deep, 
Walks Christ the Shepherd of the sheep; 
And we who in his footstepstread , 
Shall rise victorious from the dead. 


Oh, joyful day, when Christ our King, 
Shall bid his saints awake and sing, 
And call the blest from every shore, 
To dwell with him forevermore. 
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702-703 


— S—~e@ = 


De-ny the Shep-herd who will kee 


Por 


X wm not Ashamed off the Gospel. 


With-in the fold his wandering sheep? 


702 oe Se a eT eee TM 


2 Deny Thee who alone canst give 
The hope that bids the sinner live, 
Can bid him burst sin’s galling chain, 
And bless him with Thy peace again? 


8 Deny Thee, Lord! who then will bear 
My grief, my burden, and my care? 
Thou, thou alone canst calm my breast, 
And bid its weary throbbings rest. 


4 Deny Thee, when thy blood was shed 
T’ avert destruction from my head? 
Deny thee, when thy pitying eye 

Shed tears for man’s infirmity? 


5 Deny the love that came to save, 
And bid him triumph o’er the grave? 
Deny the hand which gave the bread 
By which each fainting soul is fed? 


6 Deny those blessed lips whence pour’d 
Pardon for sin confessed, deplored? 
Deny the cross to which I cling; 

And from my soul its succor fling? 


. 7 Lood, grant that I may ne’er transgress 
The holy words my lips confess ;— 

Oh, save me, Lord, from casting shame 
On those that bear thy sacred name. 
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SECOND PART, 


8 Deny Thee, helper of my need; 
Support of every bruiséd reed? 

In heaven above, on earth below, 
Where, save to thee, Lord, could I go? 


9 Where could I whisper all my fears, 
And show my anguish and my tears? 
Where fly for strength, ’mid mortal strife? 
Thou hast the words of endless life, 


10 Where could I take my heart’s despair? 
Where could I breathe its fervent prayer? 
Thou bid’st me, careworn and opprest, 
Bring thee my load and sweetly rest. 


11 My Strength, my Guide, vouchsafe to be, 

I can do nothing without Thee; 

Save me in every trying hour, 

Thou God of mercy, life, and power! 
H. H—., ab, 1839. 


His hand the head of the b ing. 
7038 s hand upon ens oF e urntoffering.y M. 


A sinner, Lord, behold me stand, 

And on the Victim lay my hand; 
While I confess with shame and guilt, 
The sins for which Thy blood was spilt. 


Help me to view my Sacrifice 

With contrite heart and tearful eyes; 
And find, thro’ Jesus’ cleansing blood, 
Pardon, and life, and peace with God. 
H., 1884. 


_—— 


Ghey Rest from Bheiy Jeabors, 


Compazatag oe which are asleep. 


704 ‘hess. iv. 13. L. M. 


Asleep in Jesus! blessed sleep! 

From which none ever wakes to weep; 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the last of foes! 


Asleep in Jesus! oh, how sweet 

To be for such a slumber meet! 

With holy confidence to sing 

That death hath lost its venomed sting! 


Asleep in Jesus! peaceful rest! 
Whose waking is supremely blest; 

No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour 
That manifests the Saviour’s power. 


Asleep in Jesus! oh, for me 

May such a blissful refuge be! 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 

Waiting the summons from on high. 


Asleep in Jesus! time nor space 
Debars this precious ‘‘ hiding place:”’ 
On Indian plains, or Lapland snows, 
Believers find the same repose. 


Asleep in Jesus! far from thee 
Thy kindred and their graves may be; 
But thine is still a blessed sleep, 


From which none ever wakes to weep. 
Margaret Mackay, 1882. 


705 


Asleep in Jesus! Would ye break 

The calm which heav’n pronounces blest? 
And to a world of tears awake 

Those who in death’s soft slumber rest? 


Why weepest thou? 
Sona = 13. L. M. 


Why should we wish that those we love 
Should share the tears and woes we feel? 
Why should our hearts with sorrow move 
Their tearless eyelids to unseal? 


Weep for the pilgrim safe at home? 
Weep for the sailor moored in peace? 
The warrior whose fierce strife is done? 
Weep not for those whose sorrows cease! 


Weep for yourselves, whose weary feet 
Must still earth’s thorny pathway tread ; 
Weep not for those whose rest is sweet, 


Among the safe, the blessed dead. 
H., 1875. 
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704-707 
706 Happy is the cand Saat Sadeth wisdom. L. M. 


Happy the man that finds the grace, 
The blessing of God’s chosen race, 
The wisdom coming from above, 

The faith that sweetly works by love. 


Happy, beyond description, he 

Who knows, ‘‘the Saviour died for me!” 
The gift unspeakable obtains, 

And heavenly understanding gains. 


Wisdom divine! Who tells the price 
Of Wisdom’s costly merchandise? 
Wisdom to silver we prefer, 

And gold is dross compared to her. 


Her hands are filled with length of days, 
True riches, and immortal praise; 
Riches of Christ on all bestowed, 

And honor that descends from God. 


To purest joys she all invites, 
Chaste, holy, spiritual delights; 
Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
And all her flowery paths are peace. 


Happy the man who Wisdom gains; 
Thrice happy, who his guest retains! 
He owns, and shall for ever own, 


Wisdom, and Christ, and Heaven are one. 
Wesley, ab. 1774, 


707 
Come, Holy Spirit, Dove divine, 

On these baptismal waters shine, 

And teach our hearts in highest strain, 
To praise the Lamb for sinners slain, 


The Spirit like a dove descending. 
Pi Mark. 10. ° LM. 


We love thy name, we love thy laws, 
And joyfully embrace thy cause; 

We love thy cross, the shame, the pain, 
O Lamb of God, for sinners slain! 


We sink beneath thy mystic flood; 
Oh, bathe us in thy cleansing blood; 
We die to sin, and seek a grave, 

With thee, beneath the yielding wave. 


And as we rise, with thee to live, 
Oh, let the Holy Spirit give 
The healing unction from above, 


The breath of life, the fire of love. 
Adoniram Judson, 1788-1850, 


708-710 


Dedication Chant. 


| 
Cte — a 
a EE ie! 


H Horsq of Prayer, 


70 8 This is none other but the housebf God. y yy 
Gen. xxviii. 17. oes 


2 Here let thy holy days be kept; 
And be this place to worship given, 
Like that bright spot where Jacob slept, 
The house of God, the gate of heav’n. 


8 Here may thine honor dwell; and here, 
As incense, let thy children’s prayer, 

From contrite hearts and lips sincere, 
Rise on the still and holy air. 


4 Here be thy praise devoutly sung; 
Here let thy truth beam forth to save; 
As when, of old, thy Spirit hung 
On wings of light, o’er Jordan’s wave. 


5 And when the lips, that with thy name 
Are vocal now, to dust shall turn, 
On others may devotion’s flame 


Be kindled here, and purely burn. 
John Pierpont, 1785-1866. 
709 


Exalted Saviour, who dost stand 
In heavenly garments girt with gold, 


The myetery of shanaren stars. TM 
ey. i, 20, nar? 


Who dost in thine own strong right hand 


The angels of the churches hold. 


Oh, that like stars with steady ray, 
We may thro’ all earth’s darkness shine 


710 Data deaet keri A 

O Christ, our true and only Light, 
Dlumine those who sit in night, 
Let those afar now hear Thy voice, 
And in Thy fold with us rejoice. 


L. M. 


Fill with the radiance of Thy grace 
The souls now lost in error’s maze, 
And all in whom their secret minds 
Some dark delusion hurts and blinds. 


And all who else have stray’d from Thee, 
Oh gently seek! Thy healing be 

To every wounded conscience given, 
And let them also share Thy heaven. 


Oh make the deaf to hear Thy word, 
And teach the dumb to speak, dear Lord, 
Who dare not yet the faith avow, 
Though secretly they hold it now. 


Shine on the darkened and the cold, 
Recall the wanderers from thy fold, 
Unite those who now walk apart, 
Confirm the weak and doubting heart. 


So they with us may evermore 
Such grace with wond’ring thanks adore, 


Undimmed, unquench’d, till perfect day}; And endless praise to thee be given 


Shall dawn in brightness all divine. 
H., 1883, 


By all thy Church in earth and heaven. 
John Heermann, 1630, Zr. C. Winkworth, 1858. 
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hy Sonnet Phite of the Most Bink. 


711-715 


Grace unto you, and peace, be multiplied 
71 1 you nd pe 20, ultiplied yyy, 71 § When T see the blood Jill pase overyou. 7 yr, 


Lord, thou art with us while we pray, 
In this thy house, on this thy day; 
Thy comforts in our hearts increase, 
Let grace be multiplied, and peace. 


Grant us, O Lord, the hearing ear, 
And may we all be swift to hear 
And slow to speak, before that King * 
Whose glory veiléd seraphs sing. 


Break thou the mourner’s heavy chain; 
Heal thou the sorrowing sinner’s pain; 

- Comfort the stricken, cheer the sad; 
Oh, make the heavy-laden glad. 


Grant, Saviour, that this hour may be 
A foretaste of our rest with thee; 

A fountain in earth’s waste of sand, 
A shadow in a weary land. 


Help us to celebrate thy praise; 

Be thou our light in gloomy days; 
Bless us, and bid us part in peace, 

To meet where woes and paris coset, 


712 L. M. 
He who his dwelling hath with God, 
And rests beneath th’ Almighty’s shade, 
Can say, my fortress is the Lord, 

I trust him, and am not afraid. 


Under the shadow of the Almighty. 
Psalm xci. 1. 


From snares, and blood, and pestilence, 
God shall thy great deliverer be; 

His truth shall be thy sure defense, 

His spreading wings shall cover thee. 


He from the fowler’s snare shall save; 
His angels shall protect thy head, 
And guide thy feet in all thy ways, 
While thou shalt on the lion tread. 


A thousand at thy side shall fall, 
Ten thousand die at thy right hand; 
But yet, unharmed amid them all, 
Thou shalt in peace and safety stand. 


Thy wondering eyes shall safely see 
The wicked and their sad reward; 
Because thy refuge sure shall be 


. ighty Lord. 
In God, the high and mighty he 1881. 


Here at thy cross, my dying Lord, 

I lay my soul beneath thy love, 
Beneath the droppings of thy blood, 
Nor shall it, Jesus, e’er remove. 


Should worlds conspire to drive me thence, 
Moveless and firm this heart should lie; 
Resolved — for that’s my last defense— 
If I must perish, there to die. 


But speak, my Lord, and calm my fear; 
Am I not safe beneath thy shade? 

Thy justice will not strike me here, 
Nor Satan dare my soul invade. 


Yes, I’m secure beneath thy blood, 
And all my foes shall lose their aim; 
Hosanna to my Saviour God, 


And my best honors to his name! 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709 


714 


When silent steal across my soul 
Remembrances of broken vows, 
And tears, almost beyond control, 
Flow, as my guilty spirit bows, — 


Peter went out, and wept bitterly. 
Luke xxii. 62. 


L. M, 


Tis then I’ve caught the Saviour’s eye, 
Viewing with looks of injured love 

A soul for whom he deigned to die, 
Inconstant and ungrateful prove. 


Oh! had he not so kindly glanced, 

My weeping soul in anguish cries, 

I could have borne that searching look, 
But now I yield: my spirit dies, 


No more on promises I'll rest, 
Nor resolutions vainly made; 
But leaning on my Saviour’s breast, 
Implore his Spirit’s gracious aid. 
Mrs. Torrey, cir. 1840? 


Yh 1 5 Oh, send Hs a Bag dat and thy truth. L. M. 


Oh, send Thy light and truth abroad, 
To guide us in the heavenly way; 
That we may tread where Jesus trod, 
Nor from his footsteps ever stray. 


Draw us, and we shail follow Thee; 
With light and love our spirits fill; 
Light in thy light we then shall see, 
And gain with joy thy holy hill. fies 
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716 He will judge the world in righteousness. 7, 7] The voice of blasphemy is dumb, 


Acts xvii. 31, 


The sinner’s day of fear has come! 

r unknown : Ay 

Behold there ee — “2 ’? |The traitor’s kiss, the scorner’s sneer 
When high upon his burning throne, Avech fui) thielitaabihalts 
The Lord, who died for sinful men, re Known no more; the Judge is here, 


To judge the world shall come again. | ah, see the myriad throngs divide! 
Chorus. —Oh, there will be mourning, | To right and left they turn aside ;— 
Mourning, mourning, mourning, | What wailing bursts from every heart 


Oh, there will be mourning Which hears the awful word, Depart! 
At the judgment seat of Christ. But lol's far mange throes 
Obedient to his high command, Break forth in strains of endless song, 
From every nation, tribe and land, To hear the words, ‘‘Ye blessed, come!” 
The gathered sons of Adam meet Receive your kingdom and your home. 


1 judgment seat. 

erTound:+net aa Oh, sinner, you that Judge must meet, 
Behold the Judge! that brow of flame | 4 nq face that awful judgment seat ; 
Once wore the thorns and bore the shame! Repent and give him now your heart 
His blood a Roman cross once dyed,— | frye you shall hear his word, Depart. . 
That Judge for me was crucified, — H., 1878. 
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gsDoomsday. 


Wye! Se 

2 Nature, in wild amaze, 
Her dissolution mourns. 

Blushes of blood the moon deface; 


The sun to darkness turns. 


3 The living look with dread; 
The frighted dead arise, 

Start from the monumental bed, 
And lift their ghastly eyes. 


4 Horrors all hearts appall, 
They quake, they shriek, they cry, 
Bid rocks and mountains on them fall; 
But rocks and mountains fly. 


5 ’Tis time we all awake; 
The dreadful day draws near. 
Sinners, your proud presumption check, 
And stop your wild career. 


6 Now is th’ accepted time; 
To Christ for mercy fly. 

Oh, turn, repent, and trust in him, 
And you shall never die. 


% Great God, in whom we live, 
Prepare us for that day; 
Help us in Jesus to believe, 


To watch, and wait, and pray. 
Joseph Hart, ab. 1712-1768. 
2 


717-719 


Abraham Wood, 1752-1804, Arr. H., 1880. 


Who his own self bare our sins. 
Pet. ii. 24. 


718 

Our sins on Christ were laid; 
He bore the mighty load; 

Our ransom-price he fully paid 
In groans, and tears, and blood. 

To save a world, he dies; 
Sinners, behold the Lamb! 

To him lift up your longing eyes; 
Seek mercy in his name. 

Pardon and peace abound; 
He will your sins forgive; 

Salvation in his name is found, — 
He bids the sinner live. 

1 


Jesus, we look to thee; 
Where else can sinners go? 
Thy boundless love shall set us free 


From wretchedness and woe. 
J. Fawcett, 1789-1817. 


Come unto me, all ye that labor. 
Matt. xi. 28, 8. M. 


719 

Thou who our sins hast borne, 
And carried all our woes, 

To thee our wearied spirits turn ; 
In thee we find repose. 


Long as our trials last, 
Long as thy cross we bear, 
Help us our every care to cast 


On thee in earnest prayer. 
HL, 1883. 


9 


721-722 


Judgment Hymn. 


Great God, what do I see and hear 
The J udge of man I see appear 


720 


Great God, what do I see and hear? 
The end of things created ; 

The Judge of man I see appear, 
On clouds of glory seated. 

The trumpet sounds; the graves restore 

The dead which they contained before ; 
Prepare, my soul, to meet him. 


The dead in Christ shall first arise, 
At the last trumpet’s sounding, 
Caught up to meet him in the skies, 

With joy their Lord surrounding; 
No gloomy fears their souls dismay ; 
His presence sheds eternal day 

On those prepared to meet him. 


d of all things is at hand. 
Theta Oy 83 & 7s, 


But sinners, filled with guilty fears, 
Behold his wrath prevailing ; 

For they shall rise, and find their tears 
And sighs are unavailing 

The day of grace is past oa gone ; 

Trembling they stand before the throne, 
All unprepared to meet him, 


Great God, what do I see and hear? 
The end of things created ; 

The Judge of man I see appear, 
On clouds of glory seated. 

Beneath his cross I view the day 

When heay’n and earth shall pass away, 
And thus prepare to meet him, 

V.1, Unknown. v.24, Wm. Bengo Collyer, 1812. 


Wha Shutt Frag the Quick and the 


>The end of things created 
m clouds of glory seated 


721_"mmnpocowiein Sst 

When my last hour is close at hand, 
My last sad journey taken, 

Do thou, Lord Jesus! by me stand; 
Let me not be forsaken: 

O Lord! my spirit I resign 

Into thy loving hands divine; 
*Tis safe within thy keeping. 


Countless as sands upon the shore, 

My sins may then appall me; 

Yet, tho’ my conscience vex me sore, 
Despair shall not enthrall me; 

For as I draw my latest breath, 

Pll think, Lord Christ, upon thy — 
And there find consolation. 


T shall not in the grave remain, 
Since thou death’s bonds hast sever’d: 
By hope with thee to rise again 
From fear of death delivered, 
Tll come to thee, where’er thou. art, 
Live with thee, from thee never part; 
Therefore I die in rapture. 


And so to Jesus Christ I'll go, 

My longing arms extending; 
So fall asleep in slumber deep, 

Slumber that knows no waking, 
Till Jesus Christ, God’s only Son, 
Opens the gates "of bliss, leads on 

To light and life eternal. 

Nicolaus Hermann, 1562, 


220 


QQ Feist gee 


Surely at the appointed time, 
The Son of God in glory, 
Shall come to judge the race of men, 
The sinful and the holy. 
Then shall the scoffing throng expire, 
When.all things are dissolved by fire, 
_ As Peter has predicted. 


We then shall hear the trumpet sound 
Through all the vast creation, 

Then those that sleep beneath the ground 
Of every tribe and nation, 

Shall waken at the trumpet’s voice; 

The saints with gladness shall rejoice, 
The living be translated. 


The awful book of God behold, 
Wherein all acts are written! 

All human deeds it shall unfold, 
No crime can then be hidden. 

Oh, woe to him that mocked at God, 

He then shall reap his dread reward, 
To shame and darkness driven. 


SECOND PART. 


Oh, in the day of doom, my Lord, 
Vouchsafe me thy salvation; 

Within thy book my name record, 
With saints of every nation; 

Thou hast my sinful burden borne, 

Thou hast my deadly foes o’erthrown, 
In thee I trust completely. 


Appear my intercessor there, 
That, free from condemnation, 
I with thy blessed ones may share 
Thy holy habitation: 
There grant that by thy sacred side, 
In endless peace I may abide, 
In full, complete salvation, 


O Jesus Christ, thou tarriest long, 
Thy children’s hearts are failing ; 

For enemies both fierce and strong 
Thy flock are now assailing ; 

Oh, come, thy people to protect, 

Come and avenge thine own elect, 


And from all evil free them. 
Bartholomew Ringwalt? 1 


586. 
Johannes Magdeburg? beet Tr. H., aa 5 


Be Rath Dang all Ghings Well. 
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722-723 
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Whate’er God doth is rightly done, 

Righteous his will abideth; 

In everything his sway I own, 

In him my soul confideth: . 
My God indeed, my help in need, 
By him from every danger freed, 

King over all [ crown him. 


Whate’er God doth is rightly done, 
He will not disappoint me; 

He guides me as my course I run, 
His love and grace content me: 

I trust his grace, and rest in peace, 

Till he shall bid my troubles cease— 
My all to him confiding. 


Whate’er God doth is rightly done, 
He shelters and defends me; 

He heals with wondrous skill unknown, 
In sickness he attends me: : 

No deadly drop is in his cup, 

On him I build my faith and hope, 
Upon his grace relying. 


SECOND PART. 


Whate’er God doth is rightly done, 
My light, and life, and treasure; 


He cannot see me suffer wrong, 


My portion he will measure: 

Tn joy or woe to him I go, 

And when he comes we all shall know 
How true his words of promise. 


Whate’er God doth is rightly done, 
Though bitter cups he giveth; 

Nor will my fainting soul sink down 
In fear, while Jesus liveth: 

I soon shall rest, of peace possessed, 

With inward consolation blest,— 
Where pains and woes are ended. 


Whate’er God doth is rightly done, 

I trust him for the morrow; 
In toilsome ways he leads me on, 

Thro’ death, and pain, and sorrow. 
But safe, and calm, and free from harm, 
I rest on his paternal arm, 


And so as King I crown him. 
Samuel Rodigast, 1676. Tr. H., 187 


724 ‘She Ring of Glory 


ying of Glory, Reign forever. 7,7,7, 
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Worthy is the Lamb onceslain ; 


724 


2 King of Glory! Who is he? 

Once he bled upon the tree, 

Once he died for you and me,— 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


8 Captive in the tomb he lay, 

Angels rolled the stone away, 

Death was vanquished in that day ;— 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


4 High above earth’s puny hates, 

See, his radiant concourse waits; 

Lift your heads, eternal gates,— 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


5 Lo, angelic hosts and powers, 
Ope the everlasting doors, 


Hear the shout that through them pours, 


King of Glory, reign for ever]! 


6 High at God’s right hand I see 

Him who died on Calvary, 

There he intercedes for me ;— 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


 % Lo, he comes in yonder cloud, 
Shining myriads round him crowd; 
Hear the trump resounding loud, — 


King of Glory, reign for ever! 
Copyright, H, L. Hastings, 1886. 


We ae A a ed EY RE 
a a= a a 


King of glo-ry!reign for- ey - er! 
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T will extol thee, my God, 0 King. 73 & 8s,] 8 Vanished now the plaited thorn, 

Past the suffering, shame, and scorn; 

Many crowns his brow adorn,— 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


9 Rending graves his power attest, 

Saints arise to gain their rest, 

Hear his welcome, Come, ye blest ;— 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


10 At his throne to either side, 

Right and left the throng divide; 

See the myriads turn aside, — 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


11 Woe to those who grace despise! 

Now the soul that sinneth dies, 

While the saved immortal rise, — 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


12 Saviour, let thy kingdom come 

Let thy will on earth be done; 

Come and sit on David’s throne, — 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


13 King of Saints, on thee we call, 

At thy feet we humbly fall; 

We would crown thee Lord of all, — 
King of Glory, reign for ever! 


H., . 
229 1879 
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it Is Done. 8, 7, 2, 8, 8 % Geo. B. Lee, 1867, Arr, H., 1880. 


gre tome Whe dene.~ 7. Se, But the Lord, 
=e Sap Faithful to his sacred word, 


- : : hem o’er the desert way ; 
King of Kings, the victory’s won; Led t F v3 
< Did with hope their courage rall 
Hallelujahs roll and swell, Walked with them thro’ “eatin dark valley, 
Voices loud as mighty thunders 


Cry,,‘‘Behold,the day,.of wonders, Brought them home to endless day 
Christ has conquered death and hell.” 


Allis past, 
Lo, they stand, And the King has come at last; 
Crowned and robed, with harp in hand;|__ Grief and pain, or fear and woe, 


Storm and tempest, plague and anguish, 
Blighted hope and sick-bed languish, 
They can never feel or know. 


They have heard the trumpet’s call; 
On that sea of light and glory, 
Chanting full redemption’s story, 

While before the throne they fall. 


On, and on, 
Toil and tears, Through the bright’ning years that dawn 
Was their lot through many years— O’er the world that yet shall be; 
Bitter tears that fell like rain. Where immortal garlands crown them, 
Nothing now from Christ can sever, Deathless forms throng all around them, 
Happy through that long forever, Life is still a shoreless sea. 
They shall never weep again. 
It is done! 
Oft the foe | Far and wide beneath the sun, 
Mocked them on their march below, Spreads a bliss no tongue can tell. 
Taunted them with jibe and jeer; It has come, the day of wonders; 
Then the path seemed dark and dreary, | youder than ten thousand thunders 
Then their feet grew worn and weary, Hallelujahs roll and swell! 
And their souls were faint with fear. D. T. Taylor, cir. 1855. 
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7h 96 The Tegel he <s refuge. 


2 Other refuge have I none; 


Hangs my helpless soul on Thee: 


Leave, oh, leave me not alone! 
Still support and comfort me: 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, 
All my help from Thee I bring; 
Cover my defenseless head 
With the shadow of thy wing! 


8 Wilt thou not regard my call? 
Wilt thou not accept my prayer? 
Lo! I sink, I faint, I fall— 
Lo! on thee I cast my care: 
Reach me out thy gracious hand! 
While I of thy strength receive. 
Hoping against hope I stand, 
Dying, and behold, I live. 
Copyright, H. 1. Hastings, 1880. ——OtCtSCS 


1s, 8 lines. HL, 1880. 


guide, Oh, 


uw io 


7s.; 4 Thou, O Christ, art all I want; 


More than all in Thee I find; 
Raise the fallen, cheer the faint, 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind, 
Just and holy is thy name, 

T am all unrighteousness: 
False and full of sin I am, 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 


5 Plenteous grace with thee is found, 
Grace to cover all my sin: 

Let the healing streams abound; 
Make and keep me pure within. 

Thou of life the Fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee; 

Spring thou up within my heart, 
Rise to all eternity. 


Charles Wesley, 1740. 
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God Hhall Wipg Away alt Soars, 


727-729 


Simeon Butler Marsh, 1834. 
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Who are these arrayed in white, 
Countless as the ocean’s sand ? 
Radiant as the stars of light 
They before the Saviour stand — 
Resting not by day and night, 
Crying, ‘‘ Worthy is the Lamb!” 
Giving honor, wisdom, might, 
Praise and glory to his name. 


Arrayed in white robes. 
Rev. vii. 13. 


These are they who bore the cross, 
Came through tribulations great, 
Counted earthly things as loss, 
Braved the world’s contempt and hate. 
Lightened by divinest light, 
They ,thro’ faith, the world o’ercame, 
Wash’d their robes and made them white 
In the blood of Christ the Lamb. 


Now before the throne they stand, 
Day and night the temple throng; 
Bearing palms in every hand, 
Lifting strains of ceaseless song. 
Now their tears and sighs are done, 
Thirst and hunger all are past, 
He who sits upon the throne 
Leads them to their rest at last. 


Courage, then, whate’er thy woe; 
Faint thou not, afflicted soul; 

This for glorious comfort know, 
Thou at last shalt reach thy goal. 
Thou shalt join the ransomed throng, 

Thou shalt wear the robe of white, 
Thou shalt chant the victor’s song, 


God shall be thine endless light. 
H,, 1865 


a 


(Eas 


Seema 
Je- sus, lov - er of my soul, 


7s. 728 


Woman, why weepest thou? 
John xx. 13. 
Mary to the Saviour’s tomb 
Hasted at the early dawn; 
Spice she brought and rich perfume, 
But the Lord she loved was gone. 
For a while she lingering stood, 
Filled with sorrow and surprise, 
Trembling, while a crystal flood 
Issued from her weeping eyes. 


But her sorrows quickly fled 
When she heard her Saviour’s voice; 
Christ had risen from the dead, 
Now he bids her heart rejoice. 
What a change his word can make, 
Turning darkness into day! 
You who weep for Jesus’ sake, 
He will wipe your tears away. 


He who came to comfort her, 

When she thought her all was lost, 
Will for your relief appear, 

Though you now are tempest tossed. 
On his word your burden cast; 

On his love your thoughts employ; 
Weeping for a night may last, 

But the morning brings the joy. 

John Newton, ab. 1779. 
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78. 
All ye nations, praise the Lord, 
All ye lands, your voices raise; 
Heaven and earth with loud accord, 
Praise the Lord, forever praise! 


Praise Him, all ye people. 
Psalm exyii. 1. 


For-his truth and mercy stand, 
Past, and present, and to be; 
Like the years of his right hand, 

Like his own eternity. 


Praise him, ye who know his love; 
Praise him from the depths beneath; 
Praise him in the heights above; 


Praise your Maker, all that breathe! 
James Montgomery, 1822. 
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730° Pot my Wilk but Ghing 


Danish Hymn. »  O, Ty Buke TFs 8.8. 
100°* 


Je- sus treadeth To His 


ae = am 


Eye-ry hu-man eye be weeping, Tears of blood for him let fall! 


i. a, za 
(Ee el i _- ee? ee [= -— | 


730 Over Sohn eva ¢/ 88& 7s. All the garden flowers are wet 
2 David once, with heart atilicted, With the drops of bloody sweat 


Crossed the Kedron’s narrow strand, | From his anguished frame distilling, 
Clouds of gloom and grief about him, | World’s redemption thus fulfilling! 


When an exile from his land. 5 But, O flowers, so sadly watered 
But, oh Jesus! blacker now By this pure and precious dew, 
Bends the cloud above thy brow, In some blessed hour your blossoms 

Hasting to death’s dreary portals Neath the olive-dheadowe grew! 


For the shame and sin of mortals, Paradise’s gardens bear 


8 See how, anguish struck, He falleth | Naught that can with you compare, 
Prostrate, and with struggling breath,} For the blood thus sprinkled o’er ye, 

Three times on his God he calleth, Makes my soul the heir of glory. 
Praying that the bitter death 


And the cup of doom may go, 6 When as flowers themselves I wither, 


: H td When I droop and fade like grass, 
Till, replacing inward woe, % = ? 
Angel comforts round him gather— When the life-streams thro’ my pulses 


: ‘ Dull and ever duller pass 
(4 1» p 
Not my will, but Thine, O Father! When at last they cease to roll, 


4 See how, in that hour of darkness, Then, to cheer my sinking soul, 


Battling with the evil power, Grace of Jesus, be thou given— 
Agonies untold assail Him, Souree of triumph! Pledge of heaven! 
On his soul the arrows shower; Danish of Thomas Kingo, 1678, Tr. J. Jeffrey. 
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And pain didst un- der - go For 


my poor, worthless sake, 


2. ee 


re 


oy 


~ And pray thee from our hearts, All idle griefs and smarts, And foolish cares to take. 
oN 


Sees ei ae See 
ao 


Tal Tere nee. ee cree Rarempieer. wy 3] & Our hope is in no other save in Thee, 


im. i. 1. 
2 Thou art the King of mercy and of grace 
Reigning omnipotent in every place; 
So come, O King! and deign 
Within our hearts to reign, 
And our whole being sway; 
Shine in us by thy light, 
And lead us to the height 
Of thy pure, heavenly day. 


3 Thou art the life by which alone we live, 
And all our substance and our strength receive ; 
Comfort us by thy faith 
Against the pains of death; 
Sustain us by thy power; 
Let not our fears prevail, 
Nor our hearts faint and fail, 
When comes the trying hour. 


4 Thou art the true and perfect gentleness, 
No harshness hast thou and no bitterness: 
Make us to taste and prove, 

Make us adore and love 
The sweet grace found in Thee; 
With longing to abide 
Ever at thy dear side, 
In thy sweet unity. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1884. 


Our faith is built upon thy promise free; 
Come, and our hope increase, 
Comfort and give us peace, 

Make us so strong and sure, 

That we shall conquerors be, 
And well and patiently 
Shall every ill endure. 


6 Poor, banished exiles, wretched sons of Eye, 
Full of all sorrows, unto thee we grieve; 
To thee we bring our sighs, 
Our groanings, and our cries; 
Thy pity, Lord, we crave; 
We take the sinnev’s place, 
And pray thee of thy grace 
To pardon and to save. 


7 Turn thy sweet eyes upon our low estate, 
Our Mediator and our Advocate; 
Propitiator best, 
Give us that vision blest, 
The God of gods Most High; 
And let us by thy right 
Enter the blessed light 


And glories of the sky. 
Jobn Calvin, 1509-1564. Tr. Mrs. H. B. Smith, ab. 1868, 
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captive 
the highest heavens as-cend-ed, In 
a 


7132 He is not here: for he is risen.. 
Matt. xxviii. 6. 


9s & 6s. 
2 Weep not for him at Calvary’s station ; 
Weep only for thy sins. 
View where he lay with exultation ; 
*T is there our hope begins. 
Yet stay not there, thy sorrows feeding, 
Amid the scenes he trod; 
Look up and see him interceding 
At the right hand of God. 


3 Still in the shameful cross I glory, 
Where his dear blood was spilt; 

My soul is melted with the story 
Of him who bore my guilt. 

Yet what, ’mid conflict and temptation, 
Shall strength and succor give? 

He lives, the Captain of Salvation ; 
Therefore his servants live. 


4 By death, He death’s dark king defeated, 
And overcame the grave. 

Rising, the triumph he completed: 
He lives, he reigns to save. 

Heaven’s happy myriads bow before him, 
He comes, the Judge of men. 

These eyes shall see him and adore him. 


Lord Jesus, own me then. 
Josiah Condor, 1836. 


Oopyright, H. L, Hastings, 1879. 


lying, For 


7Egthine eyes sheloce the King in his beauty-Oc 66g 


O wearied watcher! worn with duty, 
The morning dawn is near; 

Thine eyes shall see the King in beauty 
“And majesty appear. 


Ye who in sorrow and in sadness 
Have groaned and sighed in pain, 
Shall swell the triumph-song of gladness 
When Zion’s King shall reign. 


To every kindred, tribe, and nation, 
The joyful news proclaim; 

Messiah comes to bring salvation, 
He comes in power to reign. 


Then shall the watchmen lift their voices 
And all together sing, 
When earth, long desolate, rejoices 


Before the Lord the King. 
H., 1884. 


Maitland, 
p._.| 


Whe Shall aot Hewy Ghee O Thayd ? 


lis & 10s, 


Rex Sanctorum. 
50” 


ce-les-tial glo-ry, — Brightness 
. —. —_) 


734-7385 
H., 1879. 


oe oO 


im 
and our thanks to 


734 lls & 10s. 


King of all saints, Sun of celestial glory, 
Brightness of Him whom mortals cannot 


Thou King of Saints. 
Rev. x. 3. 


To Thee the veiléd Seraphim in glory 
In ceaseless worship lift the adoring ery ; 
We, joining them, sing Holy, holy, holy, 


“see 5 Lord God of hosts, who ruleth earth and 
Humbly we worship and bow down before sky. HL, 1879 
Thee, SRaELAe 
Lifting our praises and our thanks to Thee.| 785 Tenge oeiaeeearts Aree re 
All heayen and earth are blazing with thy] Sun of our souls, ’mid shadows and ’mid 
splendor; sadness, 
Systems and suns thy glory sing and|In thy calm light each spirit basks and 
shine; sings ; 


We, too, our sacrifice of praise would render ; 
Wilt thou accept our song and own us 
thine? 


Thou who wert rich with him the High and 
Holy, 

Lord of all worlds, enthroned in glorious 
might, 

Thou who for us didst press the manger 
lowly, 

Thou art our King, our Lord, our life and 
light. : 


Thou art our shepherd, Saviour, friend and 


father ; 

We are thy people, thy blood-purchased 
ock ; 

With thine own arm thou dost us safely 
gather, 


And give us water from the smitten rock. 
Sa AS Ns ists a i ee 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1879. 
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Oh, on us shed the sunshine of thy gladness ; 
Rise on the world with healing in thy 
wings. 


The whole creation, travailing in anguish, 
Groaneth till her delivering King shall 


come : 
Thy people cry while in this world they 
languish, 
Thy kingdom come, thy will on earth be 
done. 


Spread thy good news to every land and 


nation ; 

Call home thine exiled ones who weary 
roam ; 

Come then in glory, bring complete salva- 
tion ; 

Eyen so, quickly come, Lord Jesus, come! 


H., 1879. 


186-787 Holy, Hoty, Holy is the Joord. 


Holy, Holy. 888 7s or 888 8s. H., 1878 
60°  Reverently. In repeating, sing the first strain  gottly. 


es, — es aT a La Em! et 
Pe a a =_e a Se | oe eB ce oe et 
hy) —S — a oo es | ee ee Se ee ee 
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Singing, Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho-ly, Allearth’sfullness is thy glo-ry; 
a. Pe per ee tj 


2 a 
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a 
Cry-ing Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho-ly, Wor-ship-ping th’ in-car-nate Word. 
Ho-ly, _ho-ly, ho-ly, ho-ly, Ho-ly, ho-ly is theLord! 
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7 3G He saw His glory and spake of im. gs ¢ 7s,| While my heartis longing, yearning; 


In the temple of Thy glory While the sacrifice is burning; 

Veiled seraphs stand before Thee, Lo, a seraph, swift returning, 2 

Crying Holy, holy, holy, Cleanseth me from every stain! 
Worshipping th’ Incarnate Word, | On my lips a coal he layeth, 

Singing Holy, holy, holy, Words of peace to me he sayeth, 

All earth’s fullness tells Thy glory ; Now no more my tongue delayeth, 

Holy, holy, holy, holy, Now I catch the rapturous word: 
Holy, holy is the Lord. Praise to God who peace hath brought me; 


Glory to the Lamb who bought me; 

Heavenly hosts rehearse the story, Glory 2 an i ae) + bhi diary ¥ Be 

‘May a sinful man adore Thee, y y . 1878. 
Holy, holy, holy Lord? 737 Hglggiie say tomqest 83 & 78 

Waiting at Thy footstool lowly te. 

We on earth would fall before Thee; 

We would join the anthem holy, 
Holy, holy, is the Lord! 


Suns and stars declare Thy glory, 


Lo, the storms of life are breaking, 
Faithless fears our hearts are shaking; 
For our succor undertaking, 

Lord, in mercy, help and save! 


Woe is me, while sin pursuing, Lo, the world, from thee rebelling, 

I have wrought my own undoing, Round thy church in pride is swelling; 

Dwelling mid a people ruined, With thy word their madness quelling; 
Lost in sin, unclean, abhorred: Lord, in mercy, help and save. 

How can I, with lips unholy, On thine own command relying, 

Lift the seraphs’ strain of glory, We our onward task are plying; 


Crying Holy, holy, holy, 


. Unto thee for safety sighing, 
Holy, holy, is the Lord? 


Lord, in mercy, help and save. 


Full of dread I shrink and falter, ou nie p th cross, and: passion, 

Gazing on the flaming altar, By thy Sanh ater bonnie alan 

Where the victim, led to slaughter, Tord ial ap h az a 
Burns for sin, a spotless lamb ;— ee ee 


pita) se eee a Horatius Bonar, b. 1808 
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Hay and Night Saying Boty, Boty, Boty! 


738 

Angel choirs in glory singing, 

‘To their Maker praises bringing 
~ On the King in beauty gazing, 

Hearts adoring, voices praising, 

Harps and bells and timbrels chiming, 
_ Waving wings, and vestments shining, 
_ | There before the King of glory - 

“Cry they, Holy, holy, holy! 


Astant angelorum chort, 
Psalm cxly, 2. 


Sorrow fleeth, anguish ceaseth, 

_ Endless harmony increaseth; 

- Through that city bright, supernal, 
Sounds the song of praise eternal; 
Love in every bosom beameth; 
Light on every vision gleameth: 
Cherubim there bow before Him 
Crying Holy, they adore Him. 


O that fair celestial region! 

~ O that bright and beauteous legion! 
Angel hosts and saints immortal 
Throng within yon pearly portal! 
Tranquil; free from all disorders ; 
Light and peace in all their borders; 
There in majesty and glory, 

_ They adore the Lord most holy. 


They who dwell amid that brightness 
Shine in robes of sun-like whiteness; 
Loving law, and linked in union, 
Bound in holy, sweet communion ; 
Toil and ignorance are banished, 
Troubles and temptations vanished, 
Full of health, and free from sadness, 
God they praise, the Fount of gladness, 
Lat. Thomas a Kempis, 1880—1471. 7'r. H., 1878. 


739 8s. 


To Mount Sion, Lord, admit me; 
Sion, David’s tranquil City;— « 
Built by Him whe light. createth, 
And whose cross its entrance maketh: 
By apostles’ words thrown open, 
Thronged by saints in bliss unbroken; 
‘ Walled by living stones erected ;— 
By the King of joy protected. 


He receptet Sion ila. 
Heb. xii. 22, 


There light’s solemn splendors blending ; 
Spring eternal, peace unending ;— 

All heaven’s odors floating round us, 
While perpetual joys surround us:— 
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738-740 


8s | No corruption there destroyeth, 


No defect nor strife annoyeth, — 
Nothing dwarfed, and nought deforméd 
To Christ’s image all conforméd. — 


Heavenly home of joy unbounded, 
On the Rock of..Ages founded ; 
Safely kept in peaceful beauty, 

I, in far-off lands, salute thee! 
Thee I hail! my soul aspiring, 

All thy peace and rest requiring :— 
City fair, when shall I win thee, 
And forever dwell within thee? 


How that festive throng rejoices; 

How in praise they lift their voices; 
What eternal joys have crowned them; 
What pure ties of love have bound them; 
What fair stones their light combining, 
On those gem-decked walls are shining: 
Only those within thee dwelling, - 
Know those joys beyond all telling! 


To that city’s-glorious center, 

With the ransomed may we enter; 
With the myriads of the pious, — 

And with Moses and Elias, — 

May we dwell in peace unending, 

Holy songs of rapture blending ;— 
There may we in light supernal 

Praise the Lord, the King eternal. 

Lat. Hildebert de Lavardin, Abp. of Tours,1125. Z71.H., 1878, 


740 


Sing of Jesus, sing forever 
Of the love that changes never: 
Who or what from him can sever 
Those he loves and makes his own? 
With his blood the Lord hath bought them ; 
When they knew him not, he sought them, ~ 
And from all their wanderings brought them: 
His. the thanks and praise alone. 


I will sing and give praise. 
Psalm lvii. 7. 


8s. 


Through the desert Jesus leads them ; 
With the bread of heaven he feeds them ; 
And through all the way he speeds them 
To their bright eternal home. 
There they see the Lord who bought them, 
Him who came from heaynand sought them: 
Him who by his Spirit taught them: 
Him they serve before his throne. 
Thomas Kelly, ab. 1855. 


- yA1748 A Better Country. 


wy Wedgewood. 10s & 63, H., 1879. 


When I am weary, and’ti 


1. read a _. let-ter, writ-ten long 


, 741 These bg ped eet and true. {Og @& 6s. 742 I vil sine rau 2egt 10s&6s. 
2 It came from a far country,and it tells; Come unto me, the suff’ring Saviour said, 
Of one more distant still, All ye with sin oppressed ; 
In whose brave mansions He who sent|Come, and my peace shall crown each 
it dwells, weary head, 
As all who love Him will. For I will give you rest. 
Come take my yoke upon you, learn of me 
Lowly and meek in heart; 
Ye shall find rest which sinners can not see, 
Which I alone impart. 
My yoke is easy and my burden light, 
41 know the way so well; and there is One Love doth my law fulfill; 


8 Tread of thee with many a loving note, 
O country fair to see! 

And pondering here, thy palaces remote 
No longer seem to me. 


Who in his place afar, And I have loy’d thee, thro’ thy sin’s 

Shines in thy light that comes not from dark night, 
the sun, Come, for I love thee still. 

Dearer than others are. HL, 1868, 
5 Orest and peace! O city, far away, 743 Stanger et febexi is 108 & 68. 

Thy gates wide open stand! Pilgrims and strangers on the earth confest, 
Thon hast no night; in thee the endless day This world is not our home; 

Of God is now at hand! Longing, we look to our eternal rest, 


And cry, Lord Jesus, come! 
Chosen of God, we leave the world behind; 
Guided by Him we roam; 
Earth's joys no longer satisfy the mind; 


6 Pilgrim TI am, slow toiling thro’the dust, 
Where He I seek hath trod, 
To find, some morn, when sight shall 
conquer trust, 


Tho. City otangaGandl Come, then, Lord Jesus, come, 
Our eyes with tears are dim, our hearts 
7 The home of him who sent myletter old, grow sad, 
Whose promises divine Wandering afar from home; 
Are more to me than all the earth can hold, But oh! the hope of glory makes us glad ; 
For all He has is mine! Come, then, Lord Jesus, come! 


C. I, Wedgewood, cir. 1870? 


H., 1884, 
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i shallrest. 


So Mae aS ee 
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fiy-3 Fs s:—8- Fess st ee 
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1 { I shall rest. I shall rest, When time’s tempests all are o’er, 
I shall rest, I shall rest, When I reach the heavenly shore, 


Pe aa o~ <& 2. — . 
es) oe: i See es eee o: 3 is Fr —"— Ss 
(Oo Z| ee eee oo ty fe Sse 
=== = 
Fine. 


I shall rest, I shall rest, Whenall mor- tal toils are past, 
I shall rest, I shall rest, With the ransomed ......... host at. last. 


and. dy - ing, 
EY fect 


744 A rest - ~ pomete of God. 
2 I shall rest, I shall rest, 
When the Christian race is run, 
I shall rest, I shall rest, 
When the glorious crown is won; 
T shall rest on Zion’s mountain, 
I shall rest by life’s pure fountain, 
I shall rest, and rest in glory, 
With my Lord who’s gone before me: 
I shall rest, I shall rest, 
When my faith and hope are tried, 
I shall rest, I shall rest, 
By the crystal river’s side. 


8 I shall rest, I shall rest, 
When life’s conflicts all are o’er, 
I shall rest, I shall rest, 
Where the tempted weep no more; 
T shall rest from all temptation, 
T shall share the great salvation ; 
T shall rest with Christ my Saviour, 
Rest in peace, and rest forever; 
I shall rest, I shall rest, 
When the saints are glorified, 
T shall rest, I shall rest, 
By my conquering Saviour’s side. 


H.., 1835. 
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Come to Christ, come to Christ, 
Every heavy laden one! 
Come to Christ, come to Christ, 
All who now in darkness roam. 
He will give you songs for sadness, 
He will give you light and gladness, 
Peace that floweth like a river, 
Bliss and love and life forever. 
Come to Christ, come to Christ, 
All who labor seeking rest! 
Come to Christ, come to. Christ, 
All ye weary and be blest! 


Come to Christ, come to Christ, 

All ye longing thirsty souls! 
Come to Christ! Lo for you 

Life’s pure water gently rolls. 
Come and taste that crystal river, 
Come and drink and live forever, 
Come from every tongue and nation, 
Come and share this great salvation ; 
Come to Christ, come to Christ, 

And be cleansed from every stain, 


_| Come to Christ, come to Christ, 


And a crown of glory gain! 


H., 1858, 


Come unto me all ye that labor. 
Matt. xi, 98, 68 & 78. 


746 
In The Morning. 


ae ' s 
And our songs of praise shall sing, While the harps of gladness ring, In the morn-ing. 


c a =~ 
iC)“ I 
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746 Joy pamnets, & ae morning: 
2 We shall see Him on his throne, 
Who was once despised, unknown, 
When he comes to claim his own, 
In the morning. 
We shall wear the raiment bright, 
In the realms of heavenly light, 
We shall walk with Christ in white 
In the morning. 


3 Though the world may mock and hate, 
Yet the angels bright who wait, 
Shall fling wide each pearly gate 
In the morning. 
Then we'll leave this world of sin, 
And with gladness enter in, 
Then our glory shall begin 
In the morning. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1881. 


7s & 4s.|4 Ye who now in gloom and tears 


Pass away the dreary years, 
You shall end your woes and fears 
In the morning. 
Then with him who once was slain 
We in endless life shall reign. 
And shall never part again, 
In the morning. 


5 O ye burdened and oppressed, 

Come to Jesus Christ and rest, 

And with all his saints be blessed 
In the morning. 

Ye who mourn in sin’s dark night, 

Follow Christ, the life and light, 

He will put the shades to flight 


In the morning, 
H., 1879. 
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Oke Maruing Gungth. 444 


OTT gy Morgeniand. 8, 7,8, 7} 10,1020, "8. H., 1880, 
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g,Home to the realms of the blest; Farewell to 


the priests of the Lord we shall see; 
e___« re 
= 


747 oe ere Pp. M,| Weeping endures till the morning, 
We shall go home in the morning, Gladness shall come with the day; 
Home to the realms of the blest ; sare from te saints returning, 
“atts orrow shall vanish away: 
i ~ elatat hae ath bk ert a Bright shall the sun in its beauty arise, 


We shall return to our rest! 
Palms for the victors and crowns for the free,| Glory eternal shall flash on our eyes, 


Robes for the priests of the Lord we shall see,| Jesus shall call us and bid us arise, — 
Harps that shall tremble with sweet melody ; We shall go home in the morning. 
We shall go home in the morning. © 


We shall go home in the morning, 


We shall go home in the morning, Home to the land of our King; 
Then shall death’s shadows be past; | Crowns each glad victor adorning, 
Ended all sorrowful longing, Striking our harps while we sing; 

Glory shall come and shall last : He who of old in a stable was born, 


Son shall that day in its splendor roll in, | Hewhowassmittenand crowned with thorn, 

Banishing sorrow, afiliction, and sin; | Gometh in glory outshining the morn :— 

Glory eternal the victors shall wint— | We shall go home in the morning. 
We shall go home in the morning. H., 1880. 
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748-749 


Dark is the night andthe desert 


=—— 


age long 


Chorus. 


gladness, song! Roll on, dark a-ges of 
) @. 3 : 


m: 


Saviour who died. 


Joy cometh in the morning. 
2 a 10s & 7s. 


748 Psalm 6 


Dark is the night and the desert is drear; 

Thorny our path and our pilgrimage long: 
But the day breaketh, the morning is near; 
Morning of sunshine, and gladness, and song! 


Chorus. 
Roll on, dark ages of time, 
Bring in that splendor sublime, 
When out of heay’n from our God shall come 
down, 
City, and mansion, and sceptre, and crown ; 
When all the ransom’d, with Christ glorified, 
Sing their glad songs to their Saviour who 
died. 


Weeping endureth, andmournings and sighs 

Burden the breezes and sadden the night; 

Soon will the day-star in glory arise, 

Gladness shall come with the day’s dawn- 
ing light. 


Kingdoms are quaking, and nations dis- 
tressed, 

Writhe in their anguish and sink in their sin ; 

Soon the King cometh who giveth us rest, 

Then shall earth’s era of glory begin. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


She Night is Har Spent. 


Rollon, Dark Ages of Time, 103 & 7. 
60” 


is drear; Thorny our path and our pilgrim- 


; But the day breaketh, he morning is near;Morning of sunshine, and 
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ight is far spent and the day is at hand, 
Night of earth's weeping and sorrow and sin : 
Morning is coming, resplendent and grand, 
Bringing the day of eternity in, 


H., 1879. 
Strangers = pilgrims on the earth. 


749 eb. xi, 13. 10s. 


Pilgrims, and strangers, and sojourners here, 
Dark is the night, and the wilderness drear ; 
But thro’ the desert God grants us his grace, 
Till he shall bring us to gaze on his face. 


When the dark ages of sorrow are o’er, 

Safe we shall rest on the glorified shore; 

There take the harp, and the robe, and the 
crown, 

And on his throne with the Saviour sit down. 


Strong in our God, in his love we rejoice, 
Give him the homage of heart and of voice, 
Shout the glad news of his glorious reign, 
Tell all the nations, He cometh again. 


Saviour come quickly ; we watch and we pray, 
Waiting till thou with thine angels shalt 
come ; 
Gather thy saints to the regions of day, 
Give us to rest in thy presence at home, 
H., 1879. 
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A Light Ghat Shingth in a Dauk Lisey. 


wings of the Morning. 


~ 
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day; And it cheers us 


a - long on our journey, Till the shadows shall vanish a- 


7; 50 They that watch Eas morning. 10g & 9s, 


There’s a light that is shining in darkness, 
While we wait for the dawning of day; 

And it cheers us along on our journey, 
Till the shadows shall vanish away. 


Chorus. 
Oh, we wait and we watch for the dawning, 
The day of eternity blest ; 
Then we'll take the wings of the morning, 
And we'll fly away to our rest. 


From the sure word the prophets have spoken 
There is light flashing forth thro’ the gloom ; 

For the Scripture can never be broken, 
And the King in his glory will come. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1883. 


Now we sing ’mid the darkness and shadows 
And we pray and we watch for the dawn ; 
Till the Day-star, in glory arising, 
Shall betoken the coming of morn. 


We are not of the night nor of darkness, 
Let us walk then as children of day ; 

So our weeping shall be for a moment, 
And our joy shall not vanish away. 


From thehill-tops the watchers give warning, 
It is high time from sleep to awake ; 
For the night i is far spent, and the morning 
Soon o’er earth in its splendor shall break. 
HL, 1880. 
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451—752 
yy Rotirement. 


fore the throne of grace, There within that ho - ly place Thou art safe and blest. 


7. 5 1 center tne thy clack 


Steal away from earthly care, 
Soul with sin oppressed ; 
Call upon the Lord in prayer, 
He can give thee rest, 
. Haste to seek the Saviour’s face, 
Kneel before the throne of grace, 
There within that holy place 
Thou art safe and blest. 


Steal away from scenes of mirth, 
Soul with sorrow riven; 

Some have gladness here on earth, 
Grief to thee is given. 

Christ can heal affliction’s smart, 

He can bind the broken heart, 

He will peace and bliss impart, 
Bliss that comes from heaven. 


Steal away to Jesus’ breast— 
To the Saviour flee ; 

He will give the weary rest, 
He will welcome thee; 

He thy broken prayer will hear, 

He will dry thy bitter tear, 

He will calm thine every fear, 
He thy God will be. 
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H., 1890. 
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4s & 5s.| 752 


Retuyn Anta Ghy Rest, O ny Sout, 


7, 5, 7, 5, 1, 7, 7, 5. 


Steal a-way from earthly care, Soul with sin oppressed; Call up - on the 


Then hear thou in heaven. 
1 Kings viii. 49. 


When the weary seeking rest, 
To thy goodness flee; 

When the heavy laden cast 
All their load on thee: 

Ref. Wear thou then in heaven above, 
Let thy heart with pity move, 
Answer thou in tenderest love, 

Those who ery to thee, 


When the worldling, sick at heart, 
Lifts his soul above; 

When the prodigal looks back, 
To his Father’s love: Ref. 


When the widow weeps to thee, 
Sad and lone and low; 

When the orphan brings to thee, 
All his orphan woe: Ref. 


When creation in her pangs, 
Heaves her heavy groan; 

When thy Salem’s exiled sons, 
Breathe their bitter moan: Ref. 


When thy widowed, weeping church; 
Looking for a home, 
Sendeth up her silent sigh, 
Come, Lord Jesus, come: Ref. 
Horatius Bonar, ab. 1866. Ref, H, 


7s & 5s, 


7 5 3 The = a —_ Rock. 
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A Hiding Plate fron the Wind. 


ap Ne Shadow of the Rock. 
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753-754 


me rest, When I feel 


. 2. 2 « 


While I hide, And my tran- 


ae 


quil sta - tion keep By thy side. 


= f= Weir 


In the shadow of the Rock 
Let me rest, 

When I feel the tempest’s shock 
Thrill my breast; 

Allin vain the storm shall sweep, 
While I hide, 

And my tranquil station keep 
By Thy side. 


On the parched and desert way 
Where I tread, 

With the scorching noontide ray 
O’er my head ; 

Let me find a welcome shade, 
Cool and still, 

And my weary steps be stayed 
While I will. 


Tin peace will rest me there 
Till I see 

That the skies again are fair 
Over me; = 

That the burning heats are past, 
And the day 

Bids the traveler at last 
Go his way. 


78 & 38. 


vf 54. They which follow the Lamb. 
Rev. xiv. 4. 
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Then my pilgrim staff Pll take, 
And once more 
Tl my onward journey make, 
As before; 
And with joyous heart and strong 
I will raise 
Unto Thee, O Rock! asong 
Glad with praise. 
Ray Palmer, 1880. 


48 & 88. 


Lamb of God, for sinners slain, 
Slain for me; 

Who didst suffer grief and pain, 
On the tree; 

I to thee my all resign, 
Bought with blood; 

May I evermore be thine, 
Lamb of God! 


All along the desert way 
Be my guide; 
May I never, never stray 
From thy side. 
When the wilderness is past, 
And the sea, 
May I rest in peace at last, 
Rest with Thee! H., 1884, 


755 Whqu We Were Without Strength. 


Asthenia. 8, 7, 8, 8, 7, 1 H., 1879. 
ye 


i——— 
a at 
Gloom to-day and death 


all that earth can give thee, Christ alone 


He is waiting to forgive, Sinner, look to him and_ live. 


755 Having no Rape. snd without God. 8s & 7g.| Though the world may mock our longing, 
Christ can life and comfort give; 
Trusting him ’mid troubles thronging, 

Dying, yet betiold we live: 
Earth may trouble us and grieve us, 
Christ will never, never leave us: 
He is waiting to forgive, 
Sinner, look to him and live! 


Hopeless in a world of sorrow, 
Christless in a world of sin;— 
Gloom to-day and death to-morrow, 
Foes without and fears within: 
This is all that earth can give thee, 
Christ alone can help and save thee; 
He is waiting to forgive, 
Sinner, look to him and live. 


Oh, ye hearts that sigh and languish, a4 ae ntabettintiion: pleasure, 
E Burdened with a guilty lead; =| Qhrist is my delight and treasure 
arth can give you naught but anguish,| ~ 7, pig ebrktnietetea ae alte 
All your help must come from God. {mo the sinner hat belicteths 
Hear the word that he hath spoken, Litd-eternal dita haivebh & 
Ye whose hearts are crushed and broken ;| ~ yy), j, waiting ¥ tornive y 
aa a8 waiting to forgive, _. Sinner, look to him and live! 
inner, look to him and live, 


H,, 1879. 
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Ohrist Alea Suifered toy Sins, 


8, 6, 8, 6, 


see the Man who died for thee, Up-on t 


he aceursed 


756-757 


G6, 7, 6, 6. Arr. 1867, 


- va~ry, Cal - va-ry, And 
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¥ are 
tree. HowcanI for-get thee? 
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How can I forget my Lord?How can I 


for-get thee? Dear Lord, remember me. 
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7 56 The Shoes which $e saued. Calvary. P.M. 

2 Behold the Saviour’s agony, 

While groaning in Gethsemane, 
Beneath the sins of men. 


3 With purple robe, and thorny crown, 
And mocking soldiers bowing down, 
The Saviour bears my shame. 


4 Behold, they shed his precious blood; 
Oh, hear him cry, ‘‘ My God, my God, 
Hast thou forsaken me?” 


5 He died: the earth was robed in gloom; 
They laid him then in Joseph’s tomb, 
While soldiers watched around. 


6 But in the light of dawning day, 
Bright angels rolled the rock away, 
And Christ, the Conqueror, rose, 


7 Now He who died on Calvary, 
Still lives to plead for you and me, 
And bids us look and live. 


ae a eee re ee al ae a 


10 Oh! then the Man of Calvary 
Shall reign supreme from sea to sea :— 


All hail that glorious day! H., 1867 


757 P.M, 
Jesus, the Lord, hath died for thee, 
Died for thee, died for thee; 
And paid thy ransom on the tree 
With his own precious blood, 
CHORUS, 
Now, sinner, receive him, 
Oh, sinner, believe his love; 
Now, sinner, receive him, 
He died to ransom thee! 
With glory and with honor crowned, 
Above angelic hosts renowned, 
He stoops to hear you pray. 
Before him heaven’s bright armies bow 
Oh, who will dare reject him now, 
At God’s right hand enthroned? 


He sits upon the throne of grace, 
And bids the helpless seek his face, 
O sinner, come to-day! 


Now is the day of salvation. 
2 Cor. Vi. 2. 


8 Soon He who once was scourg’d and bound, He sends His word to every land, 


Shall come again, with glory crowned, 
And reign forevermore. 


‘Repent, God’s kingdom is at hand;” 
Oh, hear that call to-day! 


9 His saints shall crown him Lord of all; | Now heed His voice, and turn, and live, 


Before him every foe shall fall, 
And every knee shall bow, 
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Eternal life he waits to give, 


Oh, turn! why will ye die? gz, 199, 


758-759 


Duane Street. 


His track I see, and I'll pur-sue - 
The King’s highway of ho - li - ness 


he 
"ll 


narrow way till Him I © view. 
go; for all His paths are peace. 


page 14, Sessions, 


I am the way. 


758 gm the wa 


Jesus, my all, to heaven is gone; 
He whom I fix my hopes upon: 
His track Isee, and I’ll pursue 
The narrow way, till Him I view. 


The way the holy prophets went, 

The road that leads from banishment; 
The King’s highway of holiness, 

Tl go, for all his paths are peace. 


L. M. ! 


) 


This is the way I long have sought, 
And mourned because I found it not; 
My grief a burden long has been 
Because I could not cease from sin. 


The more I strove against its power, 
T sinned and stumbled but the more; 
Till late J heard my Saviour say, 

‘Come hither, soul, Iam the Way.” 


Lo! glad I come; and thou blest Lamb 
Shalt take me to thee, as I am; 
Nothing but sin have I to give,— 
Nothing but love shall I receive. 


Going Home. 


fat an 
2.17 Tae es ee a 
| ol = ol 
Qe pease ae: 


Then will I tell to sinners round 
What a dear Saviour I have found; 
Tl point to thy redeeming blood, 


And say, ‘‘ Behold the way to God!” 
John Cennick, ab. 1743. 
759 


Oh that =< would praise the Lord. Tea 
salm evii. 8 ‘7 2 

Ye sons of men, with joy record 
The various wonders of the Lord; 
And let his power and goodness sound 
Thro’ all your tribes, the earth around, 
Let the high heay’ns your songs invite, 
Those spacious fields of brilliant light, 
Where sun, and moon, and planets roll, 
And stars that glow from pole to pole. 
But oh, that brighter world above, 
Where lives and reigns incarnate Love! 
God’s only Son, in flesh arrayed, 
For man a bleeding victim made. 
Thither, my soul, with rapture soar, 
There, in the land of praise, adore; 
The theme demands an angel’s lay, 


Demands an everlasting day. 
Philip Doddridge, ab, 1740, 
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Ohat Shey JA may ke One. 


760-762 


ZEO The spostles’ doctrine snd fellowship. y, yr} Oh, let them all thy mind express, 


Happy the souls that first believed, 
To Jesus and each other cleaved; 
Join’d by the unction from above 
In mystic fellowship of love. 


Meek, simple followers of the Lamb, 
They liv’d, and spake, and tho’t the same; 
Brake the commemorative Bread, 

And drank the Spirit of their Head. 


To Jesus they performed their vows, 
A little church in every house; 
They joyfully conspired to raise 
Their ceaseless sacrifice of praise. 


With grace abundantly endued, 

A pure, believing multitude, 

They all were of one heart and soul, 
And only love inspired the whole. 


Ye different sects, who all declare 

“0, here is Christ !” or‘‘Christis there !” 
Your stronger proofs divinely give, 
And show me where the Christians live. 


The gates of hell cannot prevail; 
The church on earth can never fail: 
Ah, join me to thy secret ones! 

Ah, gather all thy living stones! 


Scattered o’er all the earth they lie, 
Till thou collect them with thine eye; 
Draw by the music of thy Name, 
And charm into a beauteous frame. 


For this the pleading Spirit groans 
And cries in all thy banished ones; 
Greatest of gifts, thy love impart, 
And make us of one mind and heart. 


761 SECOND PART. ‘ogy 


Jesus, from whom all blessings flow, 
Great Builder of thy Church below; 
If now thy Spirit moves my breast, 
Hear, and fulfil thine own request: 
The few that truly call thee Lord, 
And wait thy sanctifying word, 
And Thee their utmost Saviour own, 
Unite and perfect them in one. 

Join every soul that looks to thee 

In bonds of perfect charity ; 

Now, Lord, the glorious fulness give, 
And all in all forever live. 


Stand forth thy chosen witnesses, 
The fulness of thy grace receive, 
And simply to thy glory live. 


In them let all mankind behold 
How Christians lived in days of old; 
Mighty their envious foes to move, 
A proverb of reproach and love. 


Oh, make of them one soul and heart, 
The all-conforming mind impart; 
Spirit of peace and unity, 

The sinless mind that was in Thee! 


Call them into thy wondrous light, 

Worthy to walk with Thee in white; 
Make up thy jewels, Lord, and show 
The glorious, spotless Church below! 


Oh, might my lot be cast with these, 
The least of Jesus’ witnesses; 

Oh, that my Lord would count me meet 
To wash his dear disciples’ feet! 


This only thing do I require; 

Thou knowest ’tis all my heart’s desire: 
Freely what I receive, to give; 

The servant of thy Church to live; 


After my lowly Lord to go, 
And wait upon thy saints below, 
Enjoy the grace to angels given, 


And serve the royal heirs of heaven. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1743. 


In the whirlwind and the storm. L. M 
Nahum i. 3. : . 


Oh, the immense, th’ amazing height, 
The boundless grandeur of our God, 
Who treads the world beneath his feet, 
And sways the nations with his rod. 


He speaks, and lo, all nature shakes; 
Heaven’s everlasting pillars bow; 
His voice in rolling thunder breaks, 
And flames of fire before him go. 


Celestial King, thy mighty power 
Kindles our hearts with solemn joys; 
We shout to hear thy thunders roar, 
And echo to our Father’s voice. 


Thus shall our God and Saviour come, 
And lightnings round his chariot play. 
Ye whirlwinds, fly to make him room! 


Ye glorious storms, prepare his way! 
B ads Wotia, ab.1100. HL. 188 
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“163-765 


Anvern. 


| 
strike their golden harps, 


full of peace and joy above; 
@ 


— 
And raise the tuneful notes oflove. 


And raise the tuneful notes of love, 


7638 L. M, 


2 No anxious care, nor thrilling grief, 
No deep despair, nor gloomy woe _ 
They feel, when high their lofty strains 
Tn noblest, sweetest concord flow. 


8 When shall we join the heavenly host, 
Who sing Immanuel’s praise on high, 
And leave behind our doubts and fears, 
To swell the chorus of the sky? 

4 O come, thou rapture-bringing morn, 
And usher in the joyful day ; 

We long’to see thy rising sun 


Drive all their clouds of grief away. 
Robert Stevens McAIl, ab. 1812. 


TG grok not thou upon the wine when it is red.y, M 
Prov. xxiii. 31. je see 


Look not upon the ruby wine, 

That sparkles with its witching light; 
Tho’ bright its gleaming bubbles shine, 
It leads to sorrow, gloom, and night. 
The mirth shall end, the joy be past, 
And hushed the notes of those who sing ; 
And then shall come to thee at last 

The serpent’s bite, the adder’s sting. 


Then look not on the poisoned bowl, 
Butfrom the path of danger flee; 
Lest thou shalt sink, a ruined soul, 
And angels shall lament for thee, 


"9 


And they sung a new song. 
Rev. V. 9 


A 
Ase 
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76 5 He went pb BSE acting. L. M. 


O happy day, that fixed my choice 
On thee, my Saviour, and my God! 
Well may this glowing heart rejoice, 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 

O happy bond, that seals my vows 
To him who merits all my love! 

Let cheerful anthems fill his house 
While to that sacred shrine I move. 


*T is done, the great transaction’s done; 
Tam my Lord’s, and he is mine; 

He drew me, and I followed on, 
Charmed to confess the voice divine. 


Now rest, my long-divided heart; 
Fixed on this blissful centre, rest: 
With ashes who would grieve to part, 
When called on angels’ bread to feast! 


High heaven, that heard the solemn vow, 
That vow renewed shall daily hear, 
Till in life’s latest hour I bow, 


And bless in death a bond so dear. 
Philip Doddridge, 1755. 


Happy day! happy day! 

When Jesus washed my sins away. 
He taught me how to watch and pray, 
And live rejoicing every day; 
Happy day! happy day! 

When Jesus washed my sins away. 


Cho. 
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766 His great love na he i the us. or ow. 76 8 Behold, how gpod ae paw pleasant. ~ L. M. 


Come, sing the wonders of that love, 
Which angels sound on every string ; 
Let hosts below and hosts above, 
With hallelujahs praise their King. 


Sing of his agony and shame, 

His purple robe and thorny crown; 
Sing how he bore the sinner’s blame, 
And for our guilt in death bowed down. 


Sing how his precious blood he shed, 
To cleanse us from each sinful stain; 
Entered the prison of the dead, 

And death and hell for us o’ercame. 


Sing how at God’s right hand he sits, 
Living to intercede for us; 

Till the last foe to him submits, 

And bows before him in the dust. 


He lives, he saves, he comes to reign, 
When time its weary course hath run; 
Then Paradise shall bloom again, 

And heaven and earth be joined in one! 


Amen, Lord Jesus, quickly come; 
This blood-bought world to thee is giv’n; 
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done 


In earth, as it is done in heaven. 
H., 1880. 


. M, 


767 


Triumphant Zion, lift thy head 

From dust, and darkness, and the dead! 
Though humbled long, awake at length, 
And gird thee with thy Saviour’s strength. 


Put on thy beautiful garments. 
. Tonia Bi2” L 


Put all thy beauteous garments on, 
And let thy excellence be known; 
Decked in the robes of righteousness, 
Thy glories shall the world confess. 


No more shall foes unclean invade, 
And fill thy hallowed halls with dread; 
No more shall hell’s insulting host 
Their victory and thy sorrows boast. 


God from on high has heard thy prayer, 
His hand thy ruins shall repair; 
Nor will thy watchful Monarch cease 


To guard thee in eternal peace. 
Philip Doddridge, ab. 1740. 


Psalm exxx 


How blest the sacred tie that binds, 

Tn union sweet, according minds! 

How swift the heavenly course they run, 
Whose hearts, and faith, and hopes are one! 


To each the soul of each how dear! 
What jealous care, what holy fear! 
How doth the generous flame within 
Refine from earth, and cleanse from sin! 


Their streaming tears together flow 
For human guilt and human woe; 
Their ardent prayers united rise 
Like mingling flames in sacrifice. 


Together oft they seek the place 

Where God reveals his awful face; 
How high how strong their raptures swell 
There’s none but kindred minds can tell. 


Nor shall the glowing flame expire 
’*Mid nature’s drooping, sickening fire; 
For they shall live when time is 0’er, 


In peace and joy for evermore. 
Anna Letitia Barbauld, 1791. 


769 


Thy kingdom come! thus day by day, 
We lift our hands to God and pray; 
But who has ever duly weighed. 

The meaning of the words he said? 


Thy kingdom come. 
Y Matt. vi. 10. L, M. 


Thy kingdom come! O day of joy, 
When praise shall every tongue employ; 
When hate and strife and war shall cease, 
And man with man shall be at peace! 


Jesus shall reign on Zion’s hill, 
And all the earth with glory fill; 
His word shall paradise restore 
And'sin and death afflict no more. 


Then bears and wolves, no longer wild, 
Obey the leading of a child; 
The lions with the oxen eat, 


| And dust shall be the serpent’s meat. 


God’s holy will shall then be done 
By all who live beneath the sun; 
For saints shall then as angels be, 


All changed to immortality, 
Unknown, cir. 1840? 


70-772 


Tyota. 


a, * 


God, 
a 
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my ‘soul, re-joice  Re-j 


Duke Street. page 20, 


770 Ces ly —— 
2 Rejoice in Christ, the Son of God, 
He for thy pardon shed his blood, 
Lift up to him thy heart and voice, 
Rejoice, my soul, rejoice, rejoice. 
3 Rejoice, my soul; the Holy Ghost, 
The Spirit of the Lord of Hosts, — 
Has come with blessings and with joys, 
Rejoice, my soul, rejoice, rejoice. 
4 Rejoice, ye children of the King, 
Ye pardoned ones, give thanks and sing’; 
Lift up to God a joyful voice, 
Rejoice in God, my soul, rejoice. 
5 Rejoice in hope, the day will come 
When Christ shall take his people home 
To sing his praise with joyful voice. 
Rejoice in hope, rejoice, rejoice. 

vy 1880, 


771 L. M. 


Lord, as we leave the place of prayer, 
Help us to cast on Thee our care; 
And feel as sinks the setting sun, 
Thro’ faith in Thee the victory’s won. 


Henceforth may we thy likeness wear, 
Thy gracious image ever bear; 

Till our last shadows melt away, 
Before the bright eternal day. 


He sent the multitudes away. 
Matt. xiv. 22. 


H., 1882. 
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Te ME Y iy Be Thy pea, O Lord, tT heavens. IM. 


High in the heavens, eternal God! 

Thy goodness in full glory shines; 

Thy truth shall break thro’ every cloud 
That veils and darkens thy designs. 


Forever firm thy justice stands, 

As mountains their foundations keep: 
Wise are the wonders of thy hands; 
Thy judgments are a mighty deep. 


Thy providence is kind and large; 
Both man and beast thy bounty share ; 
The whole creation is thy charge, 

But saints are thy peculiar care. 


My God, how excellent thy grace! 
Whence all ourhope and comfort springs. 
The sons of Adam, in distress, 

Fly to the shadow of thy wings. 


From the provisions of thy house 
We shall be fed with sweet repast; 
There mercy like a river flows, 
And brings salvation to our taste. 


Life, like a fountain rich and free, 
Springs from the presence of my Lord; 
And in thy light our souls shall see 
The glories promised in thy word. 

Issac Watts, 1719. 


Along Hugyy Yau, 


"783 . Tho Father ponketh | such to worship Him. UMN: 77 5 


When, as returns this solemn day, 

Man comes to meet his Maker, God, 
What rites, what honors shall he pay? 
How spread his sovereign praise abroad? 


From marble domes and gilded spires 
Shall curling clouds of incense rise; 
And gems, and gold, and garlands deck 
The costly pomp of sacrifice? 


Vain, sinful man! creation’s Lord 

Thy golden offerings well may spare; 
But give thy heart, and thou shalt find 
Here dwells a God who heareth prayer. 


Oh, grant us in this solemn hour, 
From earth and sin’s allurements free, 
To feel thy love, to own thy pow’r, 


And raise each raptured thought to thee. 
+ Anna Letitia Barbauld, 1743-1825. 


774 Why stand ye gazing Ana into heaven? L. M. 


All praise to our ascending Lord; 
Who while his little flock adored, 
Blessed them, and upward took his flight 


To realms of everlasting light. 


From Olivet, with eyes upraised, 

His dear disciples wondering gazed; 
And marked how in his upward flight, 
A cloud received him from their sight. 


While looking steadfast to the sky, 
Behold two shining ones stood by, 
Which said, ‘‘ Ye men of Galilee, 
Why gazing up to heaven stand ye?” 


‘This very Christ, your Lord and Friend, 
Whom ye have seen to heaven ascend, 
Shall in like manner come again, 

In power and majesty to reign.” 


Then his disciples worshiped him, 
And hastened to Jerusalem, 
Rejoicing in the promise given, 

And waiting for their Lord from heaven. 


Lord Jesus, on thy Father’s throne, 
Help us this ancient faith to own, 
And wait for thee to come and reign; 


O Saviour, quickly come, Amen! 
H., 1879. 


773-776 


More than conquerors. 
Rom. vil Or L. M. 


Dearest of names, our Lord, our King! 
Jesus, thy praise we humbly sing; 

In cheerful songs we'll spend our breath, 
And in thee triumph over death. 


Death is no more among our foes, 

Since Christ, the mighty Conqueror; rose ; 
Both pow’r and sting the Saviour broke; 
He died, and gave the finished stroke. 


Saints die, and we should gently weep; 
Sweetly in Jesus’ arms they sleep; 

Far from this world of sin and woe; 
Nor sin, nor pain, nor grief they know. 


Death is a sleep; and oh, how sweet 
To souls prepared its stroke to meet! 
Their dying beds, their graves are blest, 
For all to them is peace and rest. 


Soon shall the earth’s remotest bound 
Feel the archangel’s trumpet sound ; 
Then shall the grave’s dark caverns shake, 
And joyful all the saints shall wake. 


Oh, may I live with Jesus nigh, 
And sleep in Jesus when I die! 
Then, joyful, when from death I wake, 


I shall eternal bliss partake. 
Samuel Medley, ab, 1790. 


776 L. M. 
We long to move and breathe in thee, 
Our souls inspired with thine own breath 
To live thy life, O Lord, and be 
Baptized into thy bitter death. 


Baptized into his death. 
Rom. vi. 8. 


Thy death to sin we die below, 

But we with Christ shall rise again; 
We here are planted in thy woe, 

But we with thee shall live and reign. 


Then shall we in thy glory share, 

As we thy‘cross on earth have borne; 
For we shall crowns of honor wear, 
When we the crown of thorns have worn. 


Thy crown of thorns, thy cross of shame, 
Thy pains and tears are all our boast, 
While now baptized into the name 


Of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
Unknown. cir, 1840? 
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: Akanthos. 


777 


2 My soul with sorrow crying, = 
With sins and woes oppressed, 
Beholds the Saviour dying, 
And in his death finds rest ; 
To tell this blissful story, 
My soul counts all things dross, — 
Oh, never may I glory, 
Save in my Saviour’s cross. 


Bruised for our iniquities. 
Isa. liii. 5. 


8 O King, whose head, thorn-crownéd, 
Upon the cross didst bow; 
Exalted and renowned, 
What glory crowns thee now! 
Heaven’s host, on radiant pinions, 
Thy praises ceaseless sing ; 
And all earth’s wide dominions 
Shall hail thee as their King. 


4 To thee, the poor and needy, 
The broken-hearted come; 
In thee the worn and weary 
Find rest, and peace, and home; 
In thee the sick find healing, 
The sorrowing comfort know; 
And in thy blood the ‘guilty 
Are washed as white as snow. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880. 


7s & 63.1778 


Hy Was Wounded foy Ony Gransgyyssians. 


7s & 6s. 


Fear not, little flock. 
Luke xii. 82. 


In heavenly love abiding, 
No change my heart shall fear, 
And safe is such confiding, 
For nothing changes here: 
The storm may roar without me, 
My heart may low be laid; 
But God is round about me, 
And can I be dismayed? 


Wherever he may guide me, 
No want shall turn me back; 

My Shepherd is beside me, 
And nothing can f lack; 

His wisdom ever waketh, 
His sight is never dim; 

He knows the way he taketh, 
And I will walk with him. 


Green pastures are before me, 
Which yet I have not seen; 
Bright skies will soon be o’er me, 
Where darkest clouds have been: 
My hope I can not measure; 
My path to life is free; 
My Saviour has my treasure, 


And he will walk with me. 
Anna Letitia Waring, 1850. 
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Lawak thy Sospat te Bugny Creature. 


Missionary Hymn. 


779-780 


L. Mason, 1823, 


779 Go ye, eae and ges nations. 7 8 & 6s. 780 


2 What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o’er Ceylon’s isle; 
Though every prospect pleases, 
And only man is vile: 
In vain with lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are strown; 
The heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone. 


3 Can we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high, 
Can we, to men benighted, 
The lamp of life deny? 
Salvation, oh, salvation! 
The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till each remotest nation 
Has learned Messiah’s name. — 


4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, 
And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory, 
It spreads from pole to pole; 
Till o’er our ransomed nature, 
The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 


In bliss returns to reign! 
Reginald Heber, 1819. 


= 
many a palmy plain, They call us to de-liv-er Their land from error’s chain. 


The time of the latter rain. 
Zech, x. 1. 


"3 & 6s. 


Ye souls in patience seeking 
Him never sought in vain, 
See every sign bespeaking 
The days of latter rain. 
Awaken all your powers, 
And plead the word divine, 
The Lord will give sweet showers, 
And cause the clouds to shine. 


On the mown grass descending, 
Now liquid diamonds glow, 
And o’er the earth extending 
Behold the cov’nant bow. 
The valleys sing with gladness, 
Joy decks the mountain height, 
And every shade of sadness 
Is melting into light. 


Oh, Thou so long expected, 
Shall Israel plead in vain? 
Oh, Thou by man rejected, 
When wilt thou come and reign? 
God of our adoration, 
Establish now thy throne, 
And gather every nation, 


And seal them all thine own. 
Charlotte Elizabeth Tonna, 1792-1848. 
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Supplication. 


In thee our souls confide; While o 


ss < 

a el PO A | NS 

ie ES NE A i et | a S 
bas 


781 Let us come boldly. 
Heb. iv. 16. 
2 O Saviour, lend a listening ear 
To thine afflicted saints; 


c. m.| 782 


. 


Gyarg to Help in Gime of Need. 


There remaineth therefore a rest. re] 
Heb. iv. 9, . 
O land of rest, for thee I sigh! 
When will the moment come, 


Help us to breathe, from hearts sincere,| When I shall lay my armor by, 


Our troubles, needs, and plaints: 

To Thee each want and woe we bring; 
Our sorrows are thine own; 

The fiery darts, the words that sting, 
All, all to Thee are known. 


8 Our secret sins are in thy sight, 
Thou knowest our tears and sighs; 
Tn silent watches of the night 
Thou hearest our groans and cries: 
For snares our weary feet beset, 
And enemies are strong; 
But thou wilt make us triumph yet, 
And tune our lips to song. 


4 With boldness now we seek thy face, 
And for thy blessings plead— 

Find mercy at the throne of grace, 
And help in time of need. 

Thou wilt our strong deliverer be, 
Our trust is in thy word; 

Thank God who gives the victory 


Through Jesus Christ, our Lord. 
H., 1884. 


By Permission. 


And dwell with Christ at home? 
No tranquil joys on earth I know, 
No peaceful, sheltering dome; 

This world’s a wilderness of woe, 
This world isnot my home. ~ 


To Jesus Christ I sought for rest; 
He bade me cease to roam, 

And fly for refuge to his breast, 
And he’d conduct me home. 

I would at once have quit this place, 
Where foes in fury roam, 

But ah! my passport was not sealed, 
I could not yet go home. 


When by afflictions sharply tried, 
I view the gaping tomb; 


| Although I dread death’s chilling flood, 


Yet still I sigh for home. 

Weary of wandering round and round 
This vale of sin and gloom; 

I long to leave th’unhallowed ground, 


And dwell with Christ at home. 
Elizabeth Mills, 1805-1829. 
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Faith, Boye, Sharity, 


783 


I’m on my way to Canaan, 
I bid this world farewell ; 
Come on, my fellow travellers, 
In spite of earth and hell; 
Tho’ Satan’s army rages hard, 
And all his hosts combine, 
Yet scripture doth engage the sword 
And strength of love divine. 


Come thou with us. , 
\ Num. x, 29. c. M. 


I'll blow the gospel trumpet loud, 
And on the nations call, 

For Christ hath me commission giv’n 
To say he died for all: 

Come try his grace, come prove him now, 
You shall the gift obtain; 

He will not send you empty away, 
Nor let you come in vain. 


My soul looks up and sees him smile 
While he the blessing sends, 

And I am thinking all the while— 
‘* When will this journey end?” 

I contemplate it can’t be long 
Till He will come again, 

Then I shall join that heav’nly throng 
And in his kingdom reign. 


Oh, could I reach that heav’nly throng, 
I'd ne’er return again, 

Nor would I think the season long 

’ That I had suffered pain. 

The sons of Zion marching home 
Along the heav’nly street, 

There would I hail them as they come 
And fall at Jesus’ feet. 


SECOND PART. 


The glories of the heav’nly land, 
I’ve ofttimes felt before ; 
The earnest of my heritage 
But makes me long for more. 
Had I the pinions of a dove 
Td fly and be at rest; 
Then would I from these scenes remove, 
And dwell among the blest. 


Says Faith, ‘“Look yonder, see the crown 
Laid up in heaven above!” 

Says Hope, ‘‘It shortly shall be mine;”’ 
‘Pl wear it soon,” says Love; 


783-784 


Desire cries out, ‘‘This is my home, 
Then to my place I'll flee, 

I can not bear a longer stay, 
My rest I fain would see.” 


‘‘But stop,” says Patience, ‘‘wait awhile, 
The crown’s for those who fight; 

The prize for those who run the race 
By faith and not by sight.” 

Thus Faith doth take a pleasing view, 
Hope waits, Love sits and sings, 

Desire still flutters to be gone, 


But Patience clips her wings. 
Unknown, cir. 18102 
784 


My span of life will soon be done, 
The passing moments say ; 

As lengthening shadows o’er the mead 
Proclaim the close of day. 

Oh, that my heart might dwell aloof 
From all created things; 

And learn that wisdom from above, 
Whence true contentment springs! 


My days as an hand-breadth. 
fog hese ate ira C. M. 


Courage, my soul! thy bitter cross, 
In every trial here, 

Shall bear thee to thy haven of love, 
But shall not enter there. 

The sighing ones, that humbly seek 
In sorrowing paths below, 

Shall in eternity rejoice, 
Where endless comforts flow. 


Soon will the toilsome strife be o’er 
Of sublunary care; 

And life’s dull vanities no more 
This anxious breast ensnare. 

Courage, my soul! on God rely; 
Deliverance soon will come; 

There is a straight and narrow way 
To bring believers home. 


Ere first I drew this vital breath 
From nature’s prison free, 

Crosses in number, measure, weight, 
Were written, Lord, for me. 

But thou, my Shepherd, Friend, and Guide, 
Hast kindly led me on; 

Taught me to rest my fainting head 


On Christ, the Corner Stone. 
Frances M. Cowper, cir. 1792. 


Amazing Grace, p. 123. Pisgah, p. 114. 
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’ 


w 
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Oh, weep no more’ the 


785 


2 Ye mourning saints! dry every tear 
For your departed Lord; 

‘*Behold the place—He is not here,” 
The tomb is all unbarred: 

The gates of death were closed in vain; 

The Lord is risen—He lives again. 


He is not here, for he is risen. 
att. xxviii. 6. 


3 Now cheerful to the house of prayer 
Your early footsteps bend, 

The Sayiour will himself be there, 
Your Advocate and Friend; 

Once by the law your hopes were slain, 

But now in Christ ye live again. 


4 How tranquil now the rising day! 
Tis Jesus still appears 
A risen Lord, to chase away 
Your unbelieving fears: 
Oh, weep no more your comforts slain, 
The Lord is risen—He lives again. 


5 And when the shades of evening fall, 

When life’s last hour draws nigh, 
If Jesus shine upon the soul, 

How blissful then to die. 
Since he has risen that once was slain, 
Ye die in Christ to live again. 

Thomas Hastings, 1832. 

By Permission. 2 


1 Howcalm and beau+ti -.ful the morn That gilds the sa-cred 
Where Christ,the' eru + ci- fied was borne,And veiled in midniglit 
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He lives a - gain. 


ethan 7 OG eee Se eee 


O North, with all thy vales of green! 
O South, with all thy palms! 

From peopled towns and fields between, 
Uplift the voice of psalms. 

Raise, ancient East, the anthem high, 

And let the youthful West reply. 


Lo! in the clouds of heaven appears 
God’s well-beloved Son, 

He brings a train of brighter years; 
His kingdom is begun; 

He comes a guilty world to bless 

With mercy, truth, and righteousness. 


O Father! haste the promised hour, 
When at his feet shall lie 

All rule, authority, and power, 
Beneath the ample sky ; 

When He shall reign from pole to pole, 
The Lord of every human soul. 


When all shall heed the words He said, 
Amid their daily cares, 
And by the loving life he led, 
Shall strive to pattern theirs; |. 
And He who conquered Death shall win 


The mightiest conquest over sin. 
illiam C, Bryant, 1794-1878. 


] 
—————————————— 


Pay Without Sgasisny, 
c.L. M.| 789 


787 ak CR A a 
Come, let us pray; ‘tis sweet to feel 
That God himself is near; 
That, while we at his footstool kneel, 
His mercy deigns to hear. 
_ Though sorrows crowd life’s dreary way, 
This is our solace—let us pray. 


Come, let us pray; the burning brow, 
The heart oppressed with care, 

And all the woes that throng us now, 
Will be relieved by prayer. 

Our God will smile our griefs away; 

Oh, glorious thought !—come, let us pray. 


Come, let us pray; the sin-sick soul 
Her weight of guilt must feel; 
But, hark! the glorious tidings roll, 
While here we humbly kneel, 
Jesus will wash that guilt away, 
And pardon grant—then let us pray! 


Come, let us pray; the mercy-seat 
Invites the fervent prayer ; 
Our heavenly Father waits to greet 
The contrite spirit there: 
Then loiter not, nor longer stay 
From him who loves us—let us pray! 
Josiah Conder, 1789-1855. 


788 The ee rise. @sLAM. 

How sweetly o’er earth’s gloomy skies 
Shall break th’eternal morn, 

When those who sleep in Christ shall rise, 
To life immortal born; 

When countless forms in glory fair, 

Shall meet their Saviour in the air. 


Oh, may we see our Saviour’s face 
With gladness in that day, 

There know the fulness of his grace, 
When sorrow flees away: 

This hope our fainting hearts shall cheer, 

While pilgrims in earth’s desert drear. 


Nor shall we sorrow when we know 
The joys laid up in heaven; 
Nor think that to us here below 
Too much of toil was given; 
For earthly woes endured while here, 
Shali brighten all our glories there, 


787-790 


saul tempont pial sound. Oar, M. 
Be still, be still, impatient soul, 
Rest, weary mourner, rest; 
The trump shall sound, the thunder roll, 
And heaving earth’s cold breast 
Call from their stern and silent bed 
The millions of the ransomed dead. 


The hour is coming, when the sun 
At once shall pass away: 
Eclipsed before a mightier one, 
The light of Heaven’s pure day; 
A splendor, high above all height, 
Sun of a morn that knows no night. 


Yet, ere that hour, Almighty King, 
Thy vials shall be poured ; 

Famine the heart of nations wring, 
And death unsheath the sword; 

And thrones, to flee that hour of doom, 

Call to the mountains and the tomb. 


Lord, like thine angels make us here, 
A spirit and a flame; 
Teach. us, in holy faith and fear, 
To triumph in thy name, 
Cling to the cross, and plead thy love, 
And join thee with thy saints above. 
George Croly, 1780-1860. 
79 () Becicing in kage sd a in tribulation. O.L.M. 
When I can trust my all with God, 
In trial’s fearful hour,— 
Bow, all resigned beneath his rod, 
And bless his sparing power; 
A joy springs up amid distress, — 
A fountain in the wilderness. 


Oh! to be brought to Jesus’ feet, 
Though sorrows fix me there, 
Ts still a privilege: and sweet 
The energies of prayer, 
Tho’ sighs and tears its language be, 
If Christ be nigh, and smile on me. 


Then blessed be the hand that gave; 
Still blessed when it takes. 

Blessed be he who smites to save, 
Who heals the heart he breaks. 

Perfect and true are all his ways, 


Whom heay’n adores and death obeys. 
Josiah Conder, 1789-1855. 
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791 Shy Daxr Men Shalt Rise. 
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dawn; We shall meet to part no, ney - er, On the res-ur-rection morn. 


79 1 Comserniieg jy ad asleep. 88 & Ys, 


3 We shall sleep, but not forever, 


2 When we see a precious blossom, In the lone and silent grave; 
That we tended with such care, Blessed be the Lord that taketh, 
Rudely taken from our bosom, . Blessed be the Lord that gave. 
How our aching hearts despair. In the bright, eternal city, 
Round its little grave we linger Death can never, never come; 
Till the setting sun is low, | In his own good time he’ll call us 
Feeling all our hopes have perished From our rest to home, sweet home. 
With the flower we cherished so. Mrs. M. A. Kidder, cir. 1840? 


By Permission. y) 5 4 


Comfort Ong Arother. 


Sorrow not even as others. 


792 1 Thess. iv. 18. 88 & 7s. 

Not in dark and hopeless anguish 
Should the heirs of glory weep 

O’er the beds of saints who languish, 
O’er the graves of saints who sleep; 


792-794 


Cuorvs. 
Lo, the King of Glory reigneth! 
Earth his power and sway shall own; 
God his righteous cause maintaineth, 
And his will on earth is done. 


God who brought from death’s dejection| Lo, the King of Glory reigneth! 


Christ, our Shepherd, and our Kin 
Shall with him, in resurrection, 
Those who sleep in Jesus bring. 


Cuorvs. 

Blessed hope! what consolation 
Doth this word of truth afford. 
We shall share complete salvation, 

And be ever with the Lord. 


We who wait as for the morning, 
And our vigil faithful keep, 

Shall not sooner see the dawning 
-Than shall they who are asleep ; 

For the Lord from heav’n descending, 
Loud shall shout his high command ; 

Angel throngs his course attending, 
Wait the signal of his hand. 


Loud th’ Archangel’s voice resoundeth! 
Startling earth with strange surprise; 
Hark, God’s mighty trumpet soundeth ! 
First the dead in Christ arise: 
Breaking from death’s dark dominions, 
Changed to glory at his word, 
We with them, on angel pinions, 
Shall arise to meet the Lord. 


We shall meet, no more to sever 
From the saints we loved so well; 
So shall we, in joy forever, 
With the Lord in glory dwell: 
We shall know him as our Brother, 
Share the bliss His home affords; 
Wherefore comfort one another 


With these sweet, consoling words. 
H. 1880. 


793 Behold, he Sig = clouds. 8s & Wg, 


Lo, the King of Glory cometh! 
On his head are many crowns; 
Thronged by bright, angelic legions, 
Loud his mighty trump resounds. 
Then the slumbering saints awaking, 
Shall their songs immortal sing; 
Thro’ death’s gloomy prison breaking, 
See them rise to meet their King. 


Death and hell before him fall; 


ey Hark, a mighty voice proclaimeth, 


Crown him, crown him, Lord of all. 
Far to every tribe and nation 
~ Spreads the knowledge of his name, 
Lo, he comes to bring salvation, 
Myriad voices sound his fame. 


Earthly power, and pomp, and glory, 
Passes like a meteor’s gleam; 
Ended.is earth’s transient story, 
Vanished like a mocking dream. 
Gone the hopes that mortals cherish, 
Like the mists before the day; 
Earthly crowns and thrones shall perish, 


His shall never pass away. 
H., 1880, 


794. The cross of on err Christ. 88 & Ys, 


In the cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o’er the wrecks of time; 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 
When the woes of life o’ertake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy, 
Never shall the cross forsake me; 
Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 
CHoRvs. 
In the cross of Christ I glory, 
Towering o’er the wrecks of time; 
All the the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 


When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way, 

From the cross the radiance streaming, 
Adds new luster to the day. 

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 
By the cross are sanctified ; 

Peace is there, that knows no measure, 
Joys that through all time abide. 


John Bowring, 1825. 


Autumn. p. 256. Greenville. p. 258. 
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Autumn 
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Oh, lift 


Lo, to you the Lord hath spo-ken, He hath said the sa 
up thy heart with gladness, For thy tears are of 


Thou hast prayed and longed in sadness, Andhast sighed to see his face; 


Shay Shalt. by Comffoytyd. 


83 & Ta, 


Spanish Melody. From Marechio. 


Le * 


Blessed are they that mourn. 
Matt. v. 4. 


795 


88 & 7s.,796 


88s & 7s. 


As an anchor of the soul. 
Heb. vi. 19. 


Heart oppress’d with griefs, and broken,} Far beyond these sea-girt islands, 


Vainly longing for a rest, 
Lo! to you the Lord hath spoken, 
He hath said the sad are blest. 
Thou hast prayed and longed in sadness, 
And hast sighed to see his face; 
Oh, lift up thy heart with gladness, 
For thy tears are of His grace, 
All thy longings and thy pleadings 
Are the voice of God within, 
By his Spirit’s intercedings 
Breaking off the yoke of sin. 
All thy seeking for thy Saviour, 
Is the Saviour seeking thee, 
And thy longings for his favor, 
Are his yearnings deep o’er thee. 
Then take courage, sad and mourning, 
Though thy hope be long delayed; 
Tis God’s Spirit gives thy longing, 
In this trust be undismayed. 
To his throne thy sighings gather; 
For in these his Spirit mild, 
As thy heart cries, ‘‘O, my Father!” 


Answers back, ‘‘ My child! my child!” 
256 


H., 1860. 
By Permission; 


Far beyond time’s stormy shore, — 
Rise the glad celestial highlands, 

Where the woes of earth are o’er. 
Though my bark at anchor lying 

Feels the storms that round me blow, 
Yet my homesick heart is sighing— 

Loose the cable; let me go! 
Crested waves are dashing near me, 

Howling winds around me wail; 
But to comfort me and cheer me 

I’ve a hope within the vale. 

One by one earth’s ties dividing, 
Part me from this scene of woe; 
From the shore I'll soon be gliding, 

Loose the cable; let me go! 


When the stormy voyage is ended, 
With what peace I shall be blest, 

Christ, with angel hosts attended, 
Shall appear to give me rest. 

Oh, to reach that land of gladness, 
Free from sorrow, sin and woe, 

Glad I quit earth’s scenes of sadness, 


Loose the cable; let me go! 
H., 1865, 


Hq Civeth PRowgy tr the Huint. 


see Ie 88 & 78.) ZOQ _ Give thy strength unto thy. servant. ge 457g, 


797 


When the pilgrims and the strangers 
Have this vale of sorrows trod, 

They shall rest from toils and dangers 
In the Paradise of God. 

There, redeemed, o’er death victorious, 
They the songs of joy shall sing, 

In the many mansions glorious, — 
In the palace of the King. 


All their warfare shall be ended, 
All their weary struggles o’er, 
And, by angel hosts attended, 
They shall reach the heavenly shore. 
From all kindreds, tribes and nations, 
Shall the Lord his ransomed bring, 
To the city of foundations 
To the palace of the King. ae 
. 1980. 


798 8s & 7s. 


Come, poor sinners, come to Jesus, 
Weary, heavy-laden, weak; 
None but Jesus Christ can ease us, 
Come ye all, his mercy seek. 
“Come,” it is his invitation; 
‘Come to me,” the Saviour says; 
Why, oh, why such hesitation, 
Gloomy doubts, and base delays? 


Do you fear your own unfitness, 
Burdened as you are with sin? 

Tis the Holy Spirit’s witness; 
Christ invites you—enter in. 

Do your sins and your distresses 
’Gainst this sacred record plead? 
Know that Christ most kindly blesses 

Those who feel the most their need. 


Hear his words, so true and cheering, 
Fitted just for the distressed ; 

Dwell upon the sound endearing: 
‘‘Mourners, I will give you rest.” 

Stay not pondering on your sorrow, 
Turn from your own self away: 

Do not linger till to-morrow, 


Come to Christ without delay. 
William Freeman Lloyd, 1835. 


I will give you rest. 
Matt. xi. 28, 


Greenville, p.258. Zion’s Glory. p. 260. 
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Give thy strength unto thy servant, 
Weak and trembling in his way; 

Let thy matchless grace imparted 
Be sufficient for his day ; 

Let thy mighty hand uphold hin, 
Let thy truth engird him round, 

Till at last, when thou appearest, 
May he in thy peace be found. 


Give thy strength unto thy servant, 
Standing in the battle’s van, 
Where his many foes are thronging, 
Stronger than the arm of man; 
Be his shield in hours of conflict, 
Be his armor in the fight; 
Be his Captain and deliverer, 
Be his glory and his light. 

Give thy strength unto thy servant, 
When, in dark temptation’s hour, 
Human strength becomes as weakness, 

At the tempter’s cruel power; 
Then, O Master, ever faithful, 
Let thy help supply my need, 
Till I sing the song of triumph, 
From temptation ever freed. 
Give thy strength unto thy servant, 
When ny heart and flesh shall fail, 
When the hopes of earth shall perish, 
Jn death’s dim and shadowy vale. 
Tzusting in thy sacred promise, 
Let me on thine arm recline, 
Knowing that, alive or dying, 
T am still forever thine. 
Give thy strength unto thy servant, 
In that dread approaching day, 
When the King shall come to judgment, 
And the world shall pass away ; 
When the youths are faint and weary, 
And no hand can help afford, 
Let me mount on wings as eagles. 
And be ever with the Lord. mae 


800 88 & 7s. 
Now to him who loved us, gave us 
Every gift that love could give, 
Freely shed his blood to save us— 
Suffering death that we might live, 
|: Be the kingdom, and dominion, 
And the glory evermore. :| 


Unto Him that loved us. 
Rev.i. 5. 


H., 1865. 


801-802 


Greenville. 85 


-( - 7 
Come, ye sinners, poor and need- 
Je-sus read-y stands to 


save you, Full of 


Gong unto MMe, alk Yo that Jerhor. 


& 7s. J. J. Rousseau, 


 e ; 
Weak and wounded, kok and sore; 
pit - y, love.and pow’: 
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801 Comma 88. 7s, 
Come, ye sinners, poor and needy, 
Weak and wounded, sick and sore; 
Jesus ready stands to save you, 
Full of pity, love, and power: 
|: He is able, He is able, 
He is willing, doubt no more. :| 
Now, ye needy, come, and welcome: 
God’s free bounty glorify ; 
True belief and true repentance, 
Every grace that brings you nigh, 
|: Without money, without money, 
Come to Jesus Christ and buy. :|] 


Let not conscience make you linger, 
Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 
All the fitness he requireth 
Is to feel your need of him: 
|: This He gives you, this He gives you; 
Tis the Spirit’s glimmering beam. :| 
Come, ye weary, heavy-laden, 
Bruised and mangled by the fall; 
If you tarry till you’re better, 
You will never-come at all; 
|:Not the righteous, not the righteous, 
Sinners Jesus came to call. :|| 
Agonizing in the garden, 
Lo! your Maker prostrate lies; 
On the bloody tree behold him! 
Hear him cry, before he dies, 
|: “It is finished!” ‘It is finished!” 
Sinners, will not this suffice?:| 


2, 


a 


Lo! th’incarnate God, ascended, 
Pleads the merit of his blood: 

Venture on him, venture freely; 
Let no other trust intrude: 

|: None but Jesus, none but Jesus 
Can do helpless sinners good. :| 


Saints and angels joined in concert, 
Sing the praises of the Lamb; 

While the blissful seats of heaven 
Sweetly echo with-his name: 

|: Hallelujah! hallelujah! 
Sinners here may sing the same. :|| 


Joseph Hart, 1759. 
802 Fen nine 88 & 7s. 


God is love; his mercy brightens 
All the path in which we rove; 
Bliss he wakes, and woe he lightens; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 
Chance and change are busy ever; 
Man decays, and ages move; 
But his mercy waneth never; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 


Hen the hour that darkest seemeth, 
Will his changeless goodness prove; 
From the gloom his brightness streameth 
God is wisdom, God is love. 
He with earthly cares entwineth 
Hope and comfort from above; 
Everywhere his glory shineth; 
God is wisdom, God is love. 
mR John Bowring, 1825. 


Wharg Guo oy Shyeg arg Gathered. 808-807 


808 MALES ssa 78/805 BOLO Be a ts 
Far from mortal cares retreating, Yes, for me the Saviour careth 
Sordid hopes and vain desires, With a brother’s tender care; 
Here, our willing footsteps meeting, Yes, with me, with me he sharetk 
Every heart to heaven aspires. Every burden, every fear. 
From the Fount of glory beaming, Yes, o’er me, o’er me he watcheth, 
Light celestial cheers our eyes, Ceaseless watcheth, night and day, 
Mercy from above proclaiming Yes, and even me he snatcheth 
Peace and pardon from the skies. From the perils of the way. 
Who may share this great salvation? Yes, for me he standeth pleading 
Every pure and humble mind, At the mercy-seat above; 
Every kindred, tongue and nation, Ever for me interceding, 
From the dross of guilt refined. Constant in untiring love. 
Blessings all around bestowing, Yes, in me abroad he sheddeth 
God witholds his care from none, Joys unearthly,—love and light; 
Grace and mercy ever flowing And to cover me, he spreadeth 
From the fountain of his throne. His paternal wing of might. 


Every stain of guilt abhorring, 
Firm and bold in virtue’s cause, Tin Hi ani hea wee 
Peas Pee Bone, And my empty soul he filleth, 
Faithful subjects to thy laws; Here and through eternity. 
Lord, with favor still attend us, Thus wait for his retursing, 
pice ueweth toy ayondrous loves. Singing till he come from heaven, 
Thou our Sun and Shield defend us, Stich the joyful son’of’morming 
All our kope is from above. J ? 


Such the tranquil song of even. 
arte ee 4 Uoratius Bonar, 1857. 


Yes, in me, in me he dwelleth ;— 


B04. regattas Bs & 7s. 
Jesus Christ, our Lord and Saviour, 806 _ Werthy is thoLamb that wasslain. 86 5, 79, 
Wikpsbath biditas; come tothee; With the mouth our Lord confessing, 

Now extend to us thy favor, Now we magnify his name; 
Little children though we be; Worship, honor, glory, blessing, 
Low we humbly bend before thee, Bette Godand to the Lamb: 

AT PuewernEPbthy aves Heaven and earth take up the story; 
Lord of life, and light, and glory, Wide the joyful sound proclaim; 
Hear us from thy throne above. Tell his resurrection glory, 
Thou who holdest high dominion Praise the Lamb for sinners slain. 


Over air, and earth, and sea, H., 1884. 


Yet didst bless the little children , : 
That of old were brought to thee: BOT The srace pf the Lord Jesus Christ-gs, g, 7g, 


- h bl 14 “s Ts ues 1 3 
EG oe ahetag pipe May the grace of Christ, the Saviour, 
May we all, our 4 confessing, And the Father’s boundless love, 

pace? | ee ae 


j i 7 ith the Holy Spirit’s favor, 

e our Lord and Saviour own. Wit 

79 Unknown, ab. cir. 1870? Rest upon us from above, 
Thus may we abide in union 
Autumn. p- 256. Zion’s Glory. p. 260.| With each other and the Lord, 


——— = z And possess, in sweet communion, 
a = Joys which earth can not afford. 
aa ’ hd John Newton, 1779. 


259 


808-809 She Moning Cometh. 


gZion’s Clory. - 88 & Ts. Pye Arr. E, ada] 


1 Watchman, tell me,Doesthe morning Of fair Zi-on’s glo- ry dawn? 
Have the signs thatmarkits com-ing Yet up - on my path-way shone? 


Watchman, what of the night? g. ¢ 7 |5 Watchman, see! the land is nearin 
808 9 tee aie if With its vernal fruits and flowers! _ 
On! just yonder, oh, how cheering, 
Bloom forever Eden’s bowers. 
Hark! the choral strains there ringing, 
Wafted on the balmy air! ~ 
See the millions! hear them singing! 


Soon the pilgrims will be there! 
Sidney Smith Brewer, ab. 1853. 


2 Watchman, see! the light is beaming 
Brighter still upon the way! 

Signs thro’ all the earth are gleaming, 
Omens of the coming day. 

When the Jubal Trumpet, sounding, 
Shall awake, from land and sea, 

All the saints of God now sleeping, 


Clad in immortality. : 
? 809 There eS ees a ee 8s & 7s. 
3 Watchman, hail the light ascending | This is not my place of resting: 
Of the grand Sabbatic year, Mine’s a city yet to come; 
All with voices loud portending Onward to if Iam hasting— 
That the kingdom’s very near. On to my eternal home. 
Pilgrim, yes, I see, just yonder, In it all is light and glory; 
Janaan’s glorious height arise; O’er it shines a nightless day; 
Salem, too, appears in grandeur, Every trace of sin’s sad story, 
Towering ‘neath its cloudless skies. All the curse hath passed away. 


There the Lamb, our Shepherd, leads us 
By the streams of life along, 

On the freshest pastures feeds us, 
Turns our sighing into song. 

Soon we pass this desert dreary, 
Soon we bid farewell to pain; 

Never more are sad or weary, 


Never, never sin again. 
Horatius Bonar, 1857. 


4 Watchman, in that golden city, 
Seated on his jasper throne, 

Zion’s King, enthroned in beauty, 
Reigns in peace from zone to zone. 

There, on sun-lit hills and mountains, 
Golden beams serenely glow; 

Pearly streams and crystal fountains, 
On their banks sweet flow’rets grow. 
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Oly Sun Shak mx Morg go Down, 


81 0 O thou See eet with tempest. 88 & 7s. 


Hear what God the Lord hath spoken: 
O my people, faint and few, 
Comfortless, afflicted, broken, 
Fair abodes I build for you. 
Scenes of heartfelt tribulation 
Shall no more perplex your ways; 
You shall name your walls “ Salvation,” 
And your gates shall all be ‘‘ Praise.” 


There, like streams that feed the garden, 
Pleasures without end shall flow, 
For the Lord, your faith rewarding, 
All his bounty shall bestow. 
Still in undisturbed possession, 
Peace and righteousness shall reign, 
Never shall you feel oppression, 
Hear the voice of war again. 


Ye, no more your suns descending 
Waning moons, no more shall see; 
But, your griefs forever ending, 
Find eternal noon in me: 
God shall rise, and shining o’er you, 
Change to day the gloom of night; 
He, the Lord shall be your glory, 


God, your everlasting light. 
William Cowper, 1779. 


811 88 & 7s. 


Come, thou long-expected Jesus, 
Born to set thy people free; 
From our fears and sins release us, 
Let us find our rest in thee: 
Israel’s strength and consolation, 
Hope of all the saints thou art; 
Dear Desire of every nation, 
Joy of every longing heart. 


The desire of all nations. 
ag. ii. 7. 


Born thy people to deliver; 

Born a child, and yet a King: 
Born to reign in us forever, 

Now thy gracious kingdom bring: 
By thine own eternal Spirit 

Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By thine all-sufficient merit, 


Raise us to thy glorious throne. 
Charles Wesley, 1744. 


p. 258. 


Autumn, 


p- 256. 


Greenville. 
= en — 


810-813 


812 


While, to several paths dividing, 
We our pilgrimage pursue, 

May Jehovah, safely guiding, 
Keep his scattered flock in view ; 

May the bond of blest communion 
Every distant soul embrace, 

Till, in everlasting union, 
We attain our resting-place. 


He that goeth forth and weepeth. 
Pain exxvii, a Ret Biacds 78. 


Oh, ’tis sweet, each other aiding, 
In companionship to move, 

One pure flame each heart pervading, 
One our Lord, our faith, our love; 
Sweet, when each can bend, imploring 

Soothing for each brother’s pain, 
And, the stumbling foot restoring, 
Cheer him to the race again. 


Here, a passing breath may sever 
Friends in dearest union tied; 
But created power can never 
Tear us from our Shepherd’s side, 
Life, and death, and hell combining, 
Present things and things to come, 
Can not quench the promise shining— 
Can not bar us from our home. 


Now we part in tearful sadness, 
Bearing forth the precious grain: 
But shall yet, in mirth and gladness, 
Bring our harvest sheaves again. 
Thus, while fond affection weepeth, 
Faith exalts her cheering voice, 

He that sows, and he that reapeth, 


Will together soon rejoice. 
Charlotte Elizabeth Tonna, 1790-1846, 


81 3 As the rig ag waters. Qu & Vg, 
Like the voice of many waters, 
Like the thunder’s mighty roar, 
Break the anthems of the ransomed 
On the bright, eternal shore. 


Oh, may we, o’er sin victorious, 
Washed and cleansed in Jesus’ blood, 
Join that glad, immortal cherus, 


In the Paradise of God. 
H., 1882. 


814-815 


Suygly J Come Quigkhy. 


1. Lo! he comes with clouds descending, Once for favored sinners slain ; 
Thousand thousand saints attending, Swell the triumph of his train 


| ws 
A ne! ie ee a 
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} ane. 


page 258. Sicily. 


814 


8 When the solemn trump has sounded, 
Heaven and earth shall flee away: 
All who hate him must, confounded, 
Hear the summons of that day; 
‘*Come to judgment, 
Come to judgment! come away!” 


4 Now the Saviour, long expected, 
See, in solemn pomp, appear ; 
All his saints, by man rejected, 
Now shall meet him in the air; 
Hallelujah! 
See the day of God appear. 


5 Yea, amen, let all adore thee, 
High on thine eternal throne; 
Saviour, take thy power and glory; 
Make thy righteous sentence known; 
Oh, come quickly, 
Claim the kingdom for thine own. 
V.1, 2,5, C. Wesley, 1758. 


ith clouds. 
Behold, He oe. woe clou 8s, yas) &4s. 81 5 


2 Every eye shall now behold him, 
Robed in dreadful majesty: 
Those who set at naught and sold him, 
Pierced, and nailed him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true Messiah see. 


omiey z Ey people. 8s, "sg & As. 
On the mountain’s top appearing, 
Lo! the sacred herald stands, 
Welcome news to Zion bearing, 
Zion, long in hostile lands: 
Mourning captive! 
God himself shall loose thy bands. 


Has thy night been long and mournful? 
Have thy friends unfaithful proved? 
Have thy foes been proud and scornful, 
By thy sighs and tears unmoved? 

Cease thy mourning; 
Zion still is well beloved. 


God, thy God, will now restore thee; 
He himself appears thy Friend; 
All thy foes shall flee before thee; 
Here their boasts and triumphs end; 
Great deliverance 
Zion’s King will surely send. 


Enemies no more shall trouble, 
All thy wrongs shall be redress’d, 
For thy shame thou shalt have double, 
In thy Maker’s favor bless’d. 
All thy conflicts 


End in everlasting rest. 
Thomas Kelly, 1806. 
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Row is any Salvation Qearer, 


Even Repeonaes Lcd TOR 4g & 4s. 818 


816 


Over the distant mountains breaking, 
Comes the reddening dawn of day; 
Rise, my soul, from sleep awaking, 
Rise, and sing, and watch and pray: 
Tis thy Saviour, 
On his bright returning way. 


O, thou long-expected! weary 
Waits my anxious soul for thee; 
Life is dark, and earth is dreary 
Where thy light I do not see: 
O my Saviour! 
When wilt thou return to me? 


Long, too long in sin and sadness, 
Far away from thee I pine; 
When, oh when, shall I the gladness 
Of thy Spirit feel in mine? 
O my Saviour! 
When shall I be wholly thine? 


Nearer is my soul’s salvation, 
Spent the night, the day at hand; 
Keep me in my lowly station, 
Watching for thee, till I stand, 
O my Saviour! 
In thy bright, and promised land. 


With my lamp well-trim’d and burning, 
Swift to hear, and slow to roam, 
Watching for thy glad returning 
To restore me to my home; 
Come, my Saviour, 


O my Saviour, quickly come! 
John 8. B. Monsell, 1862. 


817 Omtiy asim, Lemna sre a9; 


Prov. viii. 
Hear, O sinner! Mercy hails you; 
Now with sweetest voice she calls; 
Bids you haste to seek the Saviour, 
Ere the hand of justice falls. 
Hear, O sinner! 
Tis the voice of Mercy calls. 


Haste, O sinner, to the Saviour! 
Seek his mercy while you may; 
Soon the day of grace is over, 
Soon your life will pass away; 
Haste, O sinner! 
You must perish if you stay. 


Andrew Reed, 1787-1862. 
26 


816-819 


Bless the Lord, O m 1! 
Pealm cli. 1) 88, 73 & 4s, 


Praise, my soul, the King of heaven; 
To his feet thy tribute bring. 
Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
Who like me his praise should sing? 
Praise him, praise him, 
Praise the everlasting King. 


Praise him for his grace and favor 
To our fathers in distress; 
Praise him still the same as ever, 
Slow to chide and swift to bless, 
Praise him, praise him, 
Glorious in his faithfulness. 


| Father-like he tends and spares us, 


Well our feeble frames he knows; 


| In his hand he gently bears us, 


Rescues us from all our foes. 
Praise him, praise him, 
Widely as his mercy flows. 


Frail as summer’s flower we flourish, — 
Blows the wind, and it is gone; 
But while mortals rise and perish, 
God endures unchanging on. 
Praise him, praise him, 
Praise the High, Eternal One. 


Angels, help us to adore him ;— 
Ye behold him face to face; 
Sun and moon, bow down before him; 
Dwellers all in time and space, 
Praise him, praise him, 


Praise with us the God of grace. 
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834. 


A sower went forth to sow. 


819 Matt. xiii. 3, 88, 73 & 4s. 


Come, thou soul-transforming Spirit, 
Bless the sower and the seed; 
Let each heart thy grace inherit ; 
Raise the weak, the hungry feed; 
From the gospel 
Now supply thy people’s need. 


Oh, may all enjoy the blessing 
Which thy word’s designed to give; 
Let us all thy love possessing, 
Joyfully the truth receive, 
And forever 


To thy praise and glory live. 
yP 2 Telitiaes Evans, 1784. 


820-821 Ghe Brightness of Bis Cfony. 


Radiance. 83, 7s. HL, 1881. 
6 foo a = = 
1 Brightness of the Father’s glory,Heaven’s own Light to earth come down, 
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Cry - ing, Ho - ly, ho ly, ho-ly, Wor-thy is the Lamb once slain. 


820 Let all the aspen tree worship Him, 8s & 7s. 831 _— one ee 88 & 7s. 

2 Heaven’s unnumber’d hosts assembling] Praise the Lord; ye heavens, adore him; 
Angel throngs, and seraphim, Praise him, angels, in the height; 

Hear the awful word with trembling, | Sun and moon, rejoice before him; 
“ All ye angels worship Him.” Praise him, all ye stars of light. 

Angels bow; should men, despising, Praise the Lord, for he hath spoken; 
Cover him with shame and scorn? Worlds his mighty voice obeyed; 

No! Let loud hosannas rising, Laws, which never can be broken, 
Honor him once crown’d with thorn. For their guidance he hath made. 

3 In our Saviour’s cross we glory, — Praise the Lord, for he is glorious; 
Glory in his sacred shame — Never shall his promise fail; _ 

Tell the world the joyful story, God hath made his saints victorious ; 
If we suffer we shall reign. Sin and death shall not prevail. 

Reign with him when death is ended, | Praise the God of our salvation; — 
Free from sorrow, sin, and pain, Hosts on high, his power proclaim ; 

When, by angel guards attended, Heaven, and earth, and all creation, 
Christ shall come to earth again. Praise and magnify his name. 


H., 1881. John Kempthorne, 1810. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880. 264 Autumn. p. 256. Greenville. p. 258. 


’ 8228inz unto the Lord » with | the voice of a psalm. 
Raise the psalm; let earth adoring 
Thro’ each kindred, tribe, and tongue, 
To her God, his praise restoring, 
Raise the new, accordant song. 
Bless his name, each farthest nation, 
Sing his praise, his truth display; 
Tell anew his great salvation, 
With each new return of day. 


To the heathen, far asunder, - 
Tidings of his glory bear; 
Let them hear his deeds of wonder, 
And adore the love they share. 
Tell it out beneath the heaven, 
To each kindred, tribe, and tongue; 
Tell it out from morn till even 
In your unexhausted song. 


Tell that God forever reigneth, 
He who set the world so fast, 
He who still its state sustaineth, 
Tull the day of doom to last. 
Tell them that the day is eoming 
When that righteous doom shall be; 
Then shall heaven new joys illumine, 
Gladness shine o’er earth and sea, 


nto onr Cod Sing Pyaisgs, 


822-824 


God has promised, Christ prepares it, 
There on high our welcome waits; 
Every humble spirit shares it, 
Christ has passed th’ eternal gates. 


Life eternal! heaven rejoices; 
Jesus lives who once was dead; 
Join, O man, the deathless voices, 
Child of God, lift up thy head! 
Patriarchs from the distant ages, 
Saints all longing for their heaven, 
Prophets, psalmists, seers and sages, 
All await the glory given. 


Life eternal! Oh what wonders 
Crowd on faith; what joy unknown, 
When, amidst earth’s closing thunders, 
Saints shall stand before the throne! 
Oh, to enter that bright portal, 
See that glowing firmament, 
Know, with thee, O God Immortal, 


‘* Jesus Christ whom thou hast sent!” 
William J. Irons, b. 1812. 


The heavenly host praising God. 
Eekadiker ss 88 & 7s. 


824 


Hark! what mean those holy voices, 
Sweetly warbling in the skies? 


‘| Sure, th’ angelic host rejoices; 


Yea, the far resounding ocean 
Shall its thousand voices raise; 
All its waves in glad commotion 
Chant the fullness of his praise. 
When the Judge to earth descending 
Righteous judgment shall ordain, 
Fraud and wrong shall then have ending ; 
Truth, Immortal truth shall seIeD- 
Unknown 
He is aS mere, fort ig? _ risen. 85 g 79, 


8238 


Sing with all the sons of glory, 
Sing the resurrection song! 

Death and sorrow, earth’s dark story, 
To the former days belong: 

All around the clouds are breaking, 
Soon the storms of time shall cease; 

In God’s likeness, man awaking, 
Knows the everlasting peace. 


Oh what glory, far exceeding 
All that eye has yet perceived! 

Holiest hearts for ages pleading, 
Never that full joy conceived. 


Loudest hallelujahs rise. 
Listen to the wondrous story, 

Which they chant in hymns of joy: 
‘Glory in the hignest, glory! 

Glory be to God most high! 


‘¢Peace on earth, good-will from heaven, 
Reaching far as man is found ; 
Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven ; 
Loud our golden harps shall sound. 
Christ is born, the great Anointed ; 
Heaven and earth his praises sing! 
Oh, receive whom God appointed 
For your prophet, priest, and king! 


‘“‘Hasten, mortals, to adore him; 
Learn his name and taste his joy; 

Till at last you sing before him, 
Glory be to God most High.” 


| Let us learn the wondrous story 


Of our great Redeemer’s birth ; 
Spread the brightness of his glory, 


Till it cover all the earth. 
John Cawood, 1825. 
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Reliance. 
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Bread of heay-en, Bread of heay-e 
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825T shalt guide me by thy speosel: Da Ae & 4s. 826 


salm lxii. 24. 
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim through this barren land; 
Tam weak, but thou art mighty ; 
Hold me with thy powerful hand: 
Bread of heaven, 
Feed me now and evermore. 


Open now the crystal fountain 
Whence the healing streams do flow; 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through. 
Strong Deliverer, 
Be thou still my Strength and Shield. 


When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside; 


Guide me, O thou great Je-ho-vah, Pilgrim thro’ this bar - ren 
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Bho Ford Shall Guide Shes. 


8s, Ts & 48. 
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Saviour, like a shepherd lead us, 
Much we need thy tenderest care; 
In thy pleasant pastures feed us, 
For our use thy folds prepare: 
Blessed Jesus, 
Thou hast bought us, thine we are. 


We are thine, do thou befriend us, 
Be the Guardian of our way; 
Keep thy flock, from sin defend us, 
Seek us when we go astray: 
Blessed Jesus, 
Hear, oh, hear us when we pray. 
Thou hast promised to receive us, 
Poor and sinful though we’ be; 


Death of deaths, and hell’s Destruction, | Thou hast mercy to relieve us, 


Land me safe on Canaan’s side. 
Songs of praises 
I will ever give to thee. 
Musing on my habitation, 
Musing on my heavenly home, 
Fills my soul with holy longing, — 
Come, Lord Jesus, quickly come. 
Oh, come quickly, 


Lord, I long to be with thee. 
, William Williams, 1774. 


By Permission. 


Grace to cleanse and power to free: 
Blessed Jesus, 
We will early turn to thee. 


Early let us seek Thy favor, 
Early let us do thy will;- 
Blessed Lord and only Saviour, 
With thy love our bosoms fill: 
Blessed Jesus, 


Thou hast loved us, love us still. 
Dorothy Ann Thrupp, 1833. 
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The Lord is my Shepherd. Q. ‘ 
Palm xeii, 7 83,78 & 4s. 


Wlaythy is the Jesnuk. 827-829 


Sicilian Hymn. 838 & Ts. Sicilian Melody. Arr. Mozart, d. 1791, 


od of my sal-ya-tion, My Redeem - er from all sin; 
Moved by thy di- vine com - pas-sion, Who hast died my heart to win, 


Ly 


827 Dee God Wwthe Ged of edlvation.65. 7c 44K, Sinners in derision crowned him, 
2 Though unseen, I love the Saviour; Mocking thus the Baviour’s claim ; 
He hath brought salvation near; Saints and angels crowd around him, 

= % Own his title, praise his name: 


Manifests his pardoning favor; Crtwnthim®ciewn Bin« 
aandiiehey Jodie doth appear, Spread abroad the Victor’s fame. 


Soul and body ; 
Shall his glorious image bear. Hark, those bursts of acclamation! 
8 While the angel choirs are crying Hark, those loud triumphant chords! 
“*Glory to the great I AM,” Jesus takes the highest station: 
I with them will still be vying— OR white Jon, #88, Signe AtOndS! 
Crown him, crown him, 


lor lory t ; ; ’ 
sist Be eee aay Ol King of kings, and Lord of lords. 
’ ; Thomas Kelly, 1804. 
Is the sound of Jesus’ name! 
J 829 The Lord ed Let we keep thee.g 8, Ws &A4S. 


4 Angels now are hovering round us, 
Unperceived amid the throng; 

Wondering at the love that crowned us, 
Glad to join the holy song; 


Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing ; 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace; 

Let us each, thy love possessing, 

Halielujah! Triumph in redeeming grace; 


Love and praise to Christ belong! Oh, refresh us, 
e Thomas Olivers, 17170, Traveling through this wilderness. 


$QE Onbdisheads were many crowns. gq 7g g 4g,| Thanks we give, and adoration, 
Look, ye saints, the sight is glorious Hov-thy.eeapelegoy aleouml 5 
oe : el s * |May the fruits of thy salvation 


See the Man of Sorrows now; . i 
From the fight returned victorious, a ue nes SnOB A: 
Every knee to him shall bow: With us evermore be found. 


Crown him, crown him; ; : ip 
Crown’s become the victor’s brow. Then, whene’er the signal’s given, 
Us from earth to call away, 


Crown the Saviour, angels, crown him: Borne on angels’ wings to heaven, 


Rich the trophies Jesus brings : Glad the summons to obey 
Tn the seat of power enthrone him, May we ever , 
While the vault of heaven rings: Reign with Christ in endless day. 
Crown him, crown him; Walter Shirley, 1774, 


Crown the Saviour King of kings. Greenville. p. 258. Zion. p. 262. 
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830-8381 
I Will Follow Thee. 


PD (eee 


ee ES 
ee 
ppg — A 


Where thou go-est I will fol-low, 


Jioyd, F wilt Holfom Ghee. 


James Lawson, 1866. 


Yes, my Lord, 


And though a men mphgne forsake thee, By thy gracel’ll fol-low thee. 


(a et we SS Se ee 
ee 


Whithersoever thon goest. 


830 Matt, viii 
2 Tho’ the road be rough and thorny, 


Trackless as the foaming sea; 

Thou hast trod this way before me, 
And I gladly follow thee. 

8 Tho’ ’tis lone, and dark, and dreary, 
Cheerless though my path may be; 

If thy voice I hear before me, 
Fearlessly I’ll follow thee. 

4 Though I meet with tribulations, 
Sorely tempted though I be, 

T remember thou wast tempted, 
And rejoice to follow thee. 

5 Tho’ thou lead’st me thro’ affliction, 
Poor, forsaken, though I be; 

Thou wast destitute, afflicted, 
And I only follow thee. 


6 Though to Jordan’s rolling billows, 
Cold and deep, thou leadest me, 


Thou hast crossed the waves before me, 


And T still will follow thee. 


Cxorvs. 
I will follow thee, my Saviour, 
Thou didst shed thy blood for me; 
And though all men should forsake thee, 
By thy grace I’ll follow thee. 


James Lawson, 1866. 
By Permission. 


8s & 7s. 


greene > eg Jesus. 
Heb. xii. 2. 


8s & 7s. 

Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, 
Which before the cross I spend, 

Life, and health, and peace possessing, 
From the sinner’s dying Friend. 


Here I'll sit forever viewing 
Mercy’s streams, in streams of blood; 
Precious drops! my soul bedewing, 
Plead and claim my peace with God. 


Truly blessed is this station, 
Low before His cross to lie; 

While I see divine compassion 
Floating in his languid eye. 


Here it is I find my heaven, 
While upon the cross I gaze: 
Love I much? I’ve much forgiven; 

I’m a miracle of grace. 


Love and grief my heart dividing, 
With my tears his feet I'll bathe, 

Constant stillin faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his death. 


May I still enjoy this feeling, 
In all need to Jesus go, 
Prove his wounds each day more healing, 


And himself more fully know. 
James Allen, 1757. Walter Shirley, 1774. 
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832-835 


H., 1879, 


0 
CR SR ae a EES 
a ee aaa ees 7 SS TET 

OY Seen a So eee eee et ee > ee 


Saviour, breathean evening blessing, Ere re-pose our spir-its seal; 


< a—_ae —, 


a FE | 
== = 


Under the shadow of the Almighty. i i ; 4 
832 ea te ighty. 8s & 4s. 834 The met a [we od and the glory. 88, is, 


Saviour, breathe an evening blessing, 
Ere repose our spirits seal; 

Sin and want we come confessing; 
Thou canst save and thou canst heal. 


Though destruction walk around us, 
Though the arrow past us fly, 
Angel guards from Thee surround us; 
We are safe if thou art nigh. 
Though the night be dark and dreary, 
Darkness cannot hide from Thee; 
Thou art He, who, never weary, 
Watchest where thy people be. 


Should swift death this night o’ertake us, 
And command us to the tomb, 

May the morn in heav’n awake us, 
Clad in bright, eternal bloom. 


James Eid meston, 1820. 
833 age trees os 
0. XIV. ol. 
From the table now retiring, 
Which for us the Lord hath spread, 
May our souls, refreshment finding, 
Grow in all things like our Head. 
His example by beholding, 
May our lives his image bear; 
Him our Lord and Master calling, 
His commands may we revere. 


Love to God and man displaying, 
Walking steadfast in his way, 
Joy attend us in believing, 


Peace from God, thro’ endless day. 
John Rowe, d. 1832. 


By Permission: ifs 


88 & 7s. 


269 Sicilian. p. 267. 


Smitten, stricken, bruised and gory, 
See the Sufferer on the tree. 

Lamb of God and Lord of glory; 
Lo my Saviour dies for me. 

In the gloom behold him languish, 
List his last expiring cry. 

Hear, O earth, his wail of anguish. 
“Tt is finished,” see him die. 


Captive now, in death’s dark prison; 
Soldiers watch the sealéd tomb ;— 

Angels cry, ‘‘The Lord is risen; 
Scattering glory through death’s gloom. 

Now to God’s right hand ascended, 
Lo, he lives to die no more; 

Thence he comes with hosts attended, 
Comes to reign from shore to shore. 

it is toward evening. 


H., 1886. 
835 Luke xxiv, 29. 


88 & 7s. 

Blessed Light of holy glory 

Of the deathless Father in heaven: 
Holy, blessed Christ, our Saviour, 

For our light and comfort given. 
Day is dying, shadows gather, 

Now the evening lamp we trim ; 
While to Father, Son, and Spirit, 

We uplift our joyful hymn. 
Thou art worthy at all seasons 

To be hymned with sacred lays; 
Fount of life and source of blessing, 


All the world proclaims Thy praise. 
Primitive Greek Hymn, cir. 200? Zr. H., 1881. 


Greenville. p.» 258. 


836-837 


Jordan’s Stream. 
80 


Virtory Ghrongh Ony Ford Fess Christ. 


83 & Ts. 


See beneath those wavesof dark—ness, J 
eo 


torrent, 


a = i, = 
. Bordering on the promised land: 


8367": priests wot siren ex ne midst of Jordan.g q 7, s 
Firm in Jordan’s rolling current, 
Lo, our great High Priest doth stand ; 
Wrestling with the surging torrent, 
Bordering on the promised land: 
Over him in awful blackness, 
Death’s cold, gloomy waters rise; 
See, beneath those waves of darkness, 
Jesus bows his head and dies! 


Overwhelmed by death’s dark surges, 
Short his stay beneath the wave; 
Lo, triumphant He emerges, 
Mighty to redeem and save! 
At his feet the flood divideth, 
High the watery wall doth stand, 
Through the deep his flock he guideth, 
Onward to the goodly land. 


Forward Israel’s hosts are pressing, 
Jordan’s waves no more we dread ;— 

Him who died and rose, confessing, — 
Safe in Him alive or dead. 

All death’s dark and angry waters 
Never can our footsteps stay ; 

He who by his blood hath bought us, 
Parts the waves and points the way. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880. 


270 Greenville. p. 258. 


Priest of God, death’s floods dividing, 
Stay for us the rolling tide; 
Thus may we, in thee confiding, 
Reach in peace the other side; 
Partners in Thy resurrection, 
Death’s dark waves we dread no more, 
Under thy divine protection 
We shall gain the shining shore. 


837 


Jesus, while our hearts are bleeding 
O’er the spoils that death has won, 

We would, at this solemn meeting, 
Calmly say, ‘‘Thy will be done.” 

| Tho’ cast down, we’re not forsaken; 

Though afflicted, not alone: 

Thou didst give, and thou hast taken; 
Blessed Lord, ‘* Thy will be done.” 


Tho’ to-day we're filled with mourning, 
Mercy still is on the throne; 
With thy smiles of love returning, 
We can sing, ‘‘ Thy will be done.” 
By thy hands the boon was given; 
Thou hast taken but thine own: 
Lord of earth, and God of heaven, 
Evermore, ‘* Thy will be done.” 
Thomas Hastings, 1850. 


Autumn. p. 256. 


Blessed be pea: ta ad the Lord. 8s & Ys. 


Ghe Iight of the Wark, 


y Consolation. 


God of mer-cy and sal - ya-tion, Grant to 
Ey- er = last-ing con-so -la-tion, Give to 
3. 


> 


Tho’ earth’s storms may beat. a-round us, 


838-839 


rE 
all who seek thy face, 
us good hope thro’ grace. 


Andearth’s surges o’er us break, 


us_ for - sake, 


838 2 Thess. ii. 16. 


God of mercy and salvation, 
Grant to all who seek thy face, 
Everlasting consolation, 
Give to us good hope through grace. 
Tho’ earth’s storms may beat around us, 
Though death’s surges o’er us break, 
Love’s eternal bands have bound us; 
Thou wilt never us forsake. 


Tossed with tempest and afflicted, 
Weary, comfortless and sad; 

In thy word thou hast predicted 
Scenes that make the tearful glad. 

Peace shall come to all our borders, 
Ending tumults and alarms; 

We shall rest from earth’s disorders 
In thine everlasting arms. 


Everlasting consolation, 
And a blessed hope through grace, 
Christ, the author of salvation, 
Gives to all who seek his face. 
Safe from Satan’s rage and rancor, 
Where no tempests can assail, 
Here we cast our soul’s strong anchor, 
Entering that within the veil. 
H., 1883. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. _ 


Everlasting consolation and good hope. 8s &7 s 839 


8s & 7s. 


Light of those whose dreary dwelling 
Borders on the shades of death, 

Come, and by Thy love revealing, 
Dissipate the clouds beneath. 

The new heaven and earth’s Creator, 
In our deepest darkness rise, 

Scattering all the light of nature, 
Pouring eyesight on our eyes. 


A_great light. 
Isa, ix. 3 


Still we wait for thy appearing; 

Life and joy thy beams impart, 
Chasing all our fears, and cheering 

Every poor, benighted heart. 
Come, and manifest the favor 

God hath for our ransomed race; 
Come, thou universal Saviour, 

Come, and bring the gospel grace! 


Save us in thy great compassion; 
O thou mild, pacific Prince ; 
Give the knowledge of salvation; 
Give the pardon of our sins, 
By thine all-restoring merit, 
Every burdened soul release; 
Every weary, wandering spirit 
Guide into thy perfect peace. 
Charles Wesley, 1745. 


840-841 


Rhondda, or Tal-y-Bont. 


840 The God of 4 eae consolation. 88 & 78. 


God of endless consolation, 
Filled with griefs we fly to Thee; 
Thou, our strength and our salvation, 
Shalt our joy and comfort be. 
As upon a mother’s bosom 
Weeping babes forget to cry, 
|:8o0 let thy divine compassion:| 
Dry each tear and hush each sigh. 


Sore afflicted, tost with tempest, 
Weary, desolate, bereaved ; 

Since the world has proved deceitful, 
We in Jesus have believed. 

In this Rock our souls we anchor, 
Safe from tempests and alarms; 

|: Finding refuge, rest, and shelter, :| 
In his everlasting arms, 


Soon each wailing surge of sorrow 
Soft shall die on yonder shore; 
Then in the eternal morrow 
Songs shall burst like ocean’s roar; 


By Permission, 


8s & 7s. 


Fueylasting Consolation. 


Old Welsh. Arr. John Owen, 1877. 


ery, So let th 


High shall roll the notes of gladness 
In that endless, cloudless day; 

|: We shall think of earthly sadness, :| 
As of streams that pass away. 


841 

‘Mid death’s dark and swelling billows, 
Where no mortal arm can save, 

There my dear companion, Jesus, 
Holds my head above the wave, 

He my friend in scenes of sadness, 
He who shed for me his blood, — 

|: Seeing Him I sing with gladness, :} 
’Mid death’s dark and chilling flood. 


Bi phe ala gy 8s& Ys, 


This my anchor on the ocean, ' 
God’s unchanging word secure; 
In the wounds of Christ who suffered, 
My eternal life is sure. 
Grace shall never be defeated, 
Oh, omnipotence of love! 
|: When my journey is completed, :| 
I shall all its fullness prove, 
Welsh of David Williams. Tr. I1., 1880. 
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Undgr the Shadow off Shy Wings, 


88s & Ts 


Shelter. 


1 Son of God, earth’sstorms are breaking On th poor, 


tem - pest bid me sing; 
—_| Ke — > 


842 A covert Frome the tempest. 
Ob, lL. Ze 
On thy poor, defenceless child; 
And the world, in terror quaking, 
Shrinks before the tempest wild. 


Cxorvs. 
Saviour, comfort me and guide me, 
*Mid the tempest bid*me sing ; 
Saviour, hide me, safely hide me, 
In the shadow of thy wing. 


Fierce and furious foes assail me, 
Waves of trouble round me roll; 
Heart, and flesh, and courage fail me, 
Saviour, cheer my fainting soul. 


Death’s dark shadows gather o’er me, 
Death’s cold surges swell and roar; 

Saviour, thou hast gone before me, 
Thou canst lead me safely o’er. 


Lo! the morn of judgment breaketh, 


Black with tempest, wrath, and gloom; 


Woe to him who God forsaketh, 
Now he meets his fearful doom. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


Naviour, hide “me, safe-ly hide me 


88 & 7s. 
Son of God, earth’s storms are breaking 


842-843 


H., 1879. 


In the shad - ow af 


See! the day of joy is dawning, 
When the woes of time shall end; 
May we meet that blessed morning 


With our Saviour, Brother, Friend. 
H., 1879. 


843 Spare ety peor, O Lord. 88. & Ws, 
Dread Jehovah! God of nations! 
From thy temple in the skies, 
Hear thy people’s supplications; 
Now for their deliverance rise. 


Lo! with deep contrition turning, 
Humbly at thy feet we bend: 

Hear us, fasting, praying, mourning, 
Hear us, spare us, and defend. 


Tho’ our sins, our hearts confounding, 
Long and loud for vengeance call, 

Thou hast mercy more abounding, — 
Jesus’ blood can cleanse them all. 


Let that love veil our transgression ; 
Let that blood our guilt efface: 
Save thy people from oppression ; 


fr il thy holy place. 
Save from spoil thy (os ipceeidaieree 


273 


844-846 


t. 
yy Belmon 


Christ hath died and risen to glo 


Sing,O ye heav’ns, for the Lord hathdoneit,Shout,ye low - 


844 


Hark, redemption’s joyful story 
Rolls in gladdening strains along; 

Christ hath died and risen to glory, 
Praise him in triumphant song. 


Sing, O ye heavens. 
=. 4 ty 23. 


Cnrorvs. 
Sing, O ye heavens, for the Lord hath done it, 
Shout, ye lower parts of the earth; 
Mountains, valleys, trees and forests, 
Praise the Lord who gave us birth, 


Wanderer, to the Lord returning, 
God hath not forgotten thee ; 
O’er the lost his heart is yearning, 
He hath died to set thee free. 


Turn, he cries, I have redeemed thee; 
Lo! I wait to take thee in; 

T have covered thy transgressions 
As a cloud have hid thy sin. 


Lo! redemption’s day is dawning, 
Karth’s dark curse shall then remove; 

Bright shall break th’ eternal morning, 
Christ shall reign in truth and love. 


Like the voice of many waters, 
Like the mighty thunder’s roar, 
Like the voice of heavenly harpers, 
Praise shall sound from shore to shore. 
H., 1880. 


By Permission. 


Ghq Froud hath Doug Ft. 


88 & 7s. 


Hark, redemption’s joy - ful sto - n gladdeni 
- ry, Praise him with tri - umphant song. 


88 & 7s.) 845 


Jeremiah Ingalls, 1805. Arr, L. M., 1830. 


ry Rollsin gladdening strains along, 


8s & 7s. 


Mourning ones whose hearts are broken, 
Weary souls with sin opprest; 
Hear the word the Lord hath spoken; 
Come, and I will give you rest. 
Cuorvs. 
Turn to the Lord, and seek salvation, 
Sound the praise of his dear name}; 
Glory, honor, and salvation, 
Worthy is the Lamb once slain! 
Come to-day, your need confessing, 
Weary, hungry, sinful, sad ; 
Jesus waits to give his blessing,— 
He can make the sorrowing glad. 
Time is short and life is flying, 
You must perish if you stay; 
Christ is coming, men are dying 
Halt no longer, come to-day! 
H., 1984. 
846 Confess with tay nepal) ha Lord Jesus. 8se7s. 
Now our risen Lord confessing, 
Loud we hymn his wondrous name; 
Giving honor, thanks, and blessing 
Unto God and to the Lamb. 
Holy Spirit, with us meeting, 
While we part be with us still; 
Guide us through time’s shadows fleeting 
Till we meet on Zion’s Hill. 


Now is the day of salvation. 
2 Cor. vi. 2. 


Hi, 1884. 
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Choosy Yq Ghis Bay, 


8s, Ts. 


Decision. 
85" 


847-848 


to thy Maker’s word ;At his feet 0 - bedient falling, Choose this day to serve the Lord! 


rsh 


How long halt ye? 
1 Kings, xviii. 21. 


Halting, lingering, fearing, longing, 
Why not heed the Spirit’s voice? 
Holy thoughts within thee thronging, 
Bid thee make the blessed choice. 


847 


CHORUs. 
Halt no longer! God is calling, 
Listen to thy Maker’s word; 
At his feet obedient falling, 
Choose this day to serve the Lord! 


Lo, thy Saviour standeth pleading, 
Waiting to bestow his grace; 
Why wilt thou, his call unheeding, 

Linger at the parting ways? 


Heavy’n and hell for man contending, — 
Who the matchless prize shall win? 
Wilt thou seek the life unending? 
Wilt thou perish in thy sin? 


Lo, He comes! his trumpet sounding, 
Calls the nations to his bar; 

Angel myriads throng around him, 
Canst thou meet thy Saviour there? 


a ee hd Oar ee ae 
Copyright, H L, Hastings, 1886. 


8s & 7s.| 848 


H., 1678. 
9 


275 


Hol i 
Ee 88878, 


Round the Lord, in glory seated, 
Cherubim and seraphim 

Filled his temple, and repeated 
Each to each the alternate hymn: 


‘Lord, thy glory fills the heaven; 
Earth is with its fullness stored; 
Unto thee be glory given, 
Holy, holy, holy Lord.” 


Heaven is still with glory ringing; 
Earth takes up the angels’ cry, 

“* Holy, holy, holy,” singing, 
‘Lord of hosts, Lord God most high,” 


With his seraph train before him, 
With his holy Church below, 
Thus unite we to adore him: 
Bid we thus our anthem flow: 


“Lord, thy glory fills the heaven; 
Earth is with its fullness stored ; 
Unto thee be glory given, 


Holy, holy, holy Lord.” 
Richard Mant, ab. 1837. 


Greenville. 258. Zion’s Glory. 260. 


849-850 Shq City 


Nettleton. 


of Our God, 


Saviour Hine, in hallowed wun - ion, At thy sa-cred feet webow; 
Heart with heart, in blest commun -ion, Join to ag thy fa- vor now. 
a a 


And our praise be 


set be-fore thee, Sweet as even- ing 


sac - ri- fice. 


8s & 7s. 


849 

Saviour King, in hallowed union, 
'At Thy sacred feet we bow; 

Heart with heart, in blest communion, 
Join to crave thy favor now. 

Though celestial choirs adore Thee, 
Let our prayer as incense rise ; 

And our praise be set before Thee, 
Sweet as evening sacrifice. 


‘The evening sacrifice. 
Psalm exli, 2. 


Heav’nly Fount, thy streams of blessing 
Oft have cheered us on our way; 

By thy power and grace unceasing, 
We continue to this day. 

Raise we then in glad emotion 
Thankful lays; and while we sing, 

Vow a pure, a full devotion 
To thy work, O Saviour King. 


When we tell the wondrous story 
Of thy rich, exhaustless love, 
Send thy Spirit, Lord of glory, 
On each waiting heart to move. 
Oh that he, the Ever-living, 
May descend, as fruitful rain, 
Till the wilderness, reviving, 
Blossom as the rose again, 


Then may they, whom we have guided 
Life’s tempestuous ocean o’er, 

In the house thou hast provided 
Meet us, to depart no more. 


There, beside the crystal river 
Flowing from the eternal throne, 
Shall arise to thee forever 


Praise more meet than earth has known, 
Boardman’s Collection. 


Hitherto hath the Lord helped us. 
sath ye | emma kL 


850 


Come, thou Fount of every blessing, 
Tune my heart to sing thy grace; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
Sung by flaming tongues above; 
Praise the mount—oh, fix me on it, 
Mount of God’s unchanging love. 


Here I raise my Ebenezer, 
Hither by thine help [m come; 
And I hope, by thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home. 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God, 
He, to rescue me from danger, 
Interposed his precious blood. 


Oh to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I’m constrain’d to be! 

Let that grace, now, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to thee. 

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it; 
Prone to leave the God I love— 

Here’s my heart, oh, take and seal it, 


Seal it from thy courts above. 
Robert Robinson, 1758. 
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Be Shak Hegd is Htork. 


Bless me, even me also. 
ii. 34. 


851 Gen. xxvii. 


Lord, [ hear of showers of blessing 
Thou art scattering, full and free; 

Showers the thirsty land refreshing; 
Let some droppings fall on me. [Even me. 


Pass me not, O gracious Father! 
Sinful though my heart may be; 
Thou might’st leave me, but the rather 
Let thy mercy light on me. 


Pass me not, O teuder Saviour! 
Let me love and cling to thee; 

Iam longing for thy favor; 
When thou comest, call for me. 


Pass me not, O mighty Spirit! 

Thou canst make the blind to see; 
Witnesser of Jesus’ merit, 

Speak the word of power to me. 


Have I long in sin been sleeping, 
Long been slighting, grieving thee? 

Has the world my heart been keeping? 
Oh, forgive and rescue me. 


Love of God, so pure and changeless, 
Blood of Christ, so rich and free, 

Grace of God, so strong and boundless, 
Magnify them all in me. 


Pass me not, this lost ene bringing, 
Satan’s slave thy child shall be, 

All my heart to thee is springing; 
Blessing others, oh, bless me. 


Elizabeth Codner, 1860. 

852 8s & 7s. 
Let thy kingdom, blessed Saviour, 

Come, and bid our jarrings cease; 
Come, oh, come and reign forever, 

God of love and Prince of peace! 
Visit now thy precious Zion, 

See thy people mourn and weep; 
Day and night thy lambs are crying, 

Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep. 


Many follow men’s inventions, 
And submit to human laws; 
Hence division and contentions 
Sully the Redeemer’s cause— 
Hence we suffer persecution: 
While the foolish virgins sleep, 
All is uproar and confusion ; 


Iam the good Shepherd. 
John x. I4. 


Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep. | Greenville. p. 258. 
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851-853 


8s & 7s.| Some of Paul, some of Apollos, 


Some of Cephas, none agree; 

Jesus, may we hear thee call us, 
Help us, Lord, to follow thee: 

Then we'll rush thro’ what encumbers, 
Every hindrance overleap, 

Fearing not their force or numbers; 
Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep. 


SECOND PART. 


Hear the Prince of your salvation, 
Saying, ‘‘Fear not, little flock, 

I myself am your Foundation, 
Ye are built upon this Rock: 

Shun the paths of vice and folly, 
Lest you sink into the deep; 

Look to me, and be ye holy, 
I delight to feed my sheep.” | 

Come, good Lord, with courage arm us, 
Persecution we’ll not fear; 

Nothing, Lord, we know can harm us, 
While our loving Shepherd’s near; 
Love’s our bond, and Christ our centre— 

At his name our hearts do leap; 
On the gospel word we’ll venture, 
Come, good Shepherd, feed thy sheep. 
Sweetest of all names is Jesus, 
Taught by him, we bear his name; 
Christ both comforts us and frees us, 
Glad we tell his wondrous fame. 
Over death and hell victorious, 
Strong is He, his flock to keep; 
He will clear our way before us, 


The good Shepherd feeds his sheep. 
John A. Granacle, 1762-1807. 
853 


88 & 78. 


Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me, 

Bless thy little lamb to-night ; 
Through the darkness be thou near me, 
Watch my sleep till morning light. 

All this day thy hand has led me, 
And I thank thee for thy care: 

Thou hast cloth’d me, warm’d and fed me 
Listen to my evening prayer. 

Let my sins be all forgiven, 
Bless the friends I love so well; 

Take me to thy blessed kingdom, 


Make me there with thee to dwell. 
Mary Lundie Duncan, 1839. 


Belmont. p. 274. 


He shall gather the lambs. 
Isa. lxi. 11. 


854-856 


gotarp Awake. 


sal - yvation’s 


Sound a- new 


Awake psaltery and harp. 
Eoalce Wii. 8. - 


854 


sto - ry, 


Join the songsthat angels sing. 


8s& 78.| GHG — Uttup thy voice with strength. gs g 7g, 


2 Sing how He, in Bethlehem’s manger, | Lift the voice and sound the trumpet, 


Pillowed low his infant head; 
Sing of Him on earth a stranger, 
Scorned, and crucified, and dead. 


8 Sing of Him in anguish dying, 
Pierced and bleeding on the tree, 

Suffering for our sins, and crying, 
‘¢ Why hast thou forsaken me?” 


4 Sing of Him who hell defeated, 
Bursting through death’s iron band ; 

Who, with toils and pains completed, 
Sitteth now at God’s right hand. 


5 Sing of Him in pomp descending; ~ 


King of kings, and Judge of men;— 
In Thy kingdom, never ending, 
Think on me and own me then. 
H,, 1880, 


To him be glory. 
18. 


855 2 Pet. iii. 


Praise the God of all creation, 
Praise the Father’s boundless love; 

Praise the Lamb, our expiation, 
Priest and King enthroned above. 


8s & 7s. 


Praise the Fountain of salvation, 
Him by whom our spirits live ; 
Undivided adoration 
To the one Jehovah give, 


Josiah Conder, 1837. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


Watcher on the mountain height; 
Roll the clarion notes around thee, 
Shout, as flees the passing night. 


Lift the voice in words of warning; 
Wake the slumbering hosts below; 

Cry aloud, ‘‘Behold the dawning, 
Rouse and gird to meet the foe!” 


Lift the voice! Lo, weak and dying, 
Warriors struggling, faint and fall; 

Bid them fight, on God relying; 
Jesus comes to conquer all! 


Lift the voice in notes of gladness, 
Ring the shout along the sky: 

‘*Cease your tears, ye sons of sadness, 
Sing! rejoice! your God is nigh.” 


Lift the voice, like music blended 
With heart-healing minstrelsy ; 

Cry ‘‘ Thy warfare now is ended; 
Lo, thy Saviour comes to thee!” 


Soon, beyond time’s night of sadness, 
Watchmen, ye shall joyful sing; 
Eye to eye shall see with gladness, 
When the Lord shall Zion bring. 

-» 1864. 


Autumn 256. Nettleton 276. Zion’s Glory 260. 
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Haste to those in darkness 


Tell aloud the great.sal-va-tion, Speed the 


857-858 
H., 1878, 


lying, Haste and bring the wanderers in. 


res-cue while ye may! 


857 


Speed the rescue! souls are dying! 
Far from God and deep in sin! 
Haste to those in darkness lying, 
Haste and bring the wanderers in. 
Ye who on a firm foundation 
View the mire where once you lay, 
Tell aloud the great salvation, 
Speed the rescue while ye may! 


Compel them to come in, 
Luke xiv, 23. 


Deep in hearts long crushed and broken 
Hidden springs of gladness sleep, 
Till some word in kindness spoken 
Bids them forth to sunshine leap. 
Speak that word, O sister, brother! 
To the lost glad tidings spread ; 
Speak that word, O Heavenly Father! 
Speak in tones that wake the dead! 


Lo, the hours are swiftly flying, 
Sinks the low descending sun, 
Speed the rescue! souls are dying 
And the day will soon be done: 
Shepherd, o’er the lost ones yearning, 
May we Thy compassion share, 
Many wanderers homeward turning, 


Till at last we meet them there. 
H.,1878. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1879. 


8s & 7s.| 858 


Behold what snanare of love. 88 & 78. 


See, oh! see what love the Father 
Hath bestowed upon our race! 
How he bends, with sweet compassion, 
Over us his beaming face! 
See how he his best and dearest, 
For the very worst, hath given, — 
His own Sou for us poor sinners; 
See, oh! see, what love of heaven! 


See, oh! see what love the Saviour, 
Also, hath on us bestowed! 

How he bled for us and suffered, 
How he bore’the heavy load! 

On the cross and in the garden, 
Oh how sore was his distress! 

Ts not this a love, that passeth 
Aught that tongue can e’er express? 


See, oh! see, what love is shown us, 
Also, by the Holy Ghost! 


How he strives with us, poor sinners, 


Even when we sin the most, 
Teaching, comforting, correcting, 
Where he sees it needfulis! * 
Oh! what heart would not be thankful 


For a threefold love like this? 
German, Carl J. P, Spitta, 1833. Tr,, Richard Massie, 1859. 


850-861 


Angel’s Song. 
$5" 


"a va ; : 
Earthward we our way are winging, Gathering saints to mansions blest.” 


Praise Yq Bim, aff Bis Angels. 


88 & 18. 


—— 


859 


2 Hark! I hear the trumpet calling, 
Rolling forth its peal sublime; 
On the ear like music falling, 
Glad as shouts of harvest time. 


Are they not all ministering spirits? 9 b 
Fee Heb ddaec: ty geet oe 


8 Hark! I hear, triumphant swelling, 
Songs of victory o’er the grave, 
Songs from ransomed millions, telling 
“Jesus comes, his saints to save!” 


4 Saviour, in that day of glory, 
When the world aghast shall stand, 
Call me then in peace before thee, 


Bid me dwell at thy right hand. 
H., 1865. 


860 Wromhy. is the ah ie 

Hark! the notes of angels, singing, 

“Glory, glory to the Lamb!” 

All in heaven their tribute bringing, 
Raising high the Saviour’s name. 


Filled with holy emulation, 
Let us vie with those above: 
Sweet the theme—a free salvation! 
Fruit of everlasting love. 


Endless life in Him possessing. 
Let us praise his precious name, 
Glory, honor, power, and blessing, 
Be forever to the Lamb. 
‘Thomas Kelly, ab, 1804. 


Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1883. 


.| 861 


8s & 7s. 


The heavenly host praising God. 
AY poe ee 83 & 7s. 


As the world around was sleeping, 
In the calm and silent night; 

While the shepherds watch were keeping 
Came an angel robed in light. 


Gazing on his matchless splendor, 
They were troubled and dismayed; 
But in accents kind and tender, 
Soon he said, ‘‘ Be not afraid. 


‘‘Lol to you, I bring good tidings, 
Words of peace to all your race; 
For in Bethlehem abiding, 
Now is born the Prince of Grace. 


** Would you know the royal Str anger, 
By this sign you may be sure; 

Ye shall find him in a manger, 
Wrapped in swaddling garments poor.” 


Hark! heaven’s hosts take up the story, 
Praising God o’er Bethlehem’s plain; 
‘*Qlory in the highest, glory; 
Peace on earth, good will to men.” 


We would join the rapturous story, 
Swell the angels’ lofty strain, 
Glory in the highest, glory; 


Worthy is the Lamb once slain. 
H., 1881. 


Autumn. 256. Nettleton. 277. Greenville. 258. 


Rest fo your Sauts. 


85 & Ts. 


; Southland. 
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862 


I will give you rest. 
Matt. xi. 28, 


ee a ee | =. a 
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8s &7s.| 863 


862-863 


Southern Melody, arr. Geo. E. Lee, 1870. 


| 
i 


To alost andruined race; 
Ye with burdens sore op-prest ; 


a 


ses un-bro - ken, Lis-ten tohiswordsof grace. 
you, Come, and I willgiveyou rest. 


Blessed are th i irit. 
Marl per 8s & Ts. 


Hear what Christ the Lord hath spoken Listen to the Man of Sorrows 
? 


To a lost and ruined race; 
Trust his promises unbroken, 
Listen to his words of grace. 
Cxorvus. 
Come, ye weary, heavy-laden, 
Ye with burdens sore opprest; 
Take My easy yoke upon you, 
Come, and I will give you rest. 
Weary sinrer, seek thy Saviour, 
For thy Saviour seeketh thee; 
Find thy refuge in his favor, 
He thy comforter shall be. 


Tempest-tost, by man forsaken, 
Earth no peace nor comfort gives; 
Let his word thy hopes awaken, 
He who trusts his promise lives. 


Round thee are the dead and dying, 
All things earthly pass away ; 
Life is ebbing, time is flying; 
Why not seek the Lord to-day? 
Clouds of darkness, storm, and tempest, 
Veil his flying judgment throne; 
Can we meet him, can we greet him, 
Will he claim us as his own? 
Haste, O sinner, seek his mercy 
Ere the judgment thunders roll; 
Learn of Christ, the meek and lowly, 
There find rest, O weary soul! a ee 


’ 


as 
By Permission. 


He whose heart with grief was torn; 
From his words some comfort borrow, 
He has blessed the souls that mourn. 


You of meek and lowly spirit, 

You who sorrowing turn from sin, — 
You the earth shall yet inherit, 

You the kingly crown shall win. 


You whose names are scorned as evil, 
You whose hearts are filled with pain, 
Sing, rejoice o’er sin and devil, 
Glory in the Saviour’s shame. 


He to your delight appearing, 
Ye shall then astonished see ; 
Thorny crowns you now are wearing, 
Then shall wreaths of honor be. 


Broken hearts and contrite spirits, 
These the Lord will not despise; 

Trust in Christ’s atoning merits, 
In his precious sacrifice. 


Partners in his cross and sorrow, 
You his crown and joy shall wear, 
And in yon eternal morrow, 


Robes of deathless gladness wear. 
H., 1880, 
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864 Bounded for Our Gransyreasions. 


Passion. 8s & 7s. M. Adelene Tiffany, 1874 


aN ne es a 
o_o 
a 


in a ae ee oe ee 


Rise, my heart, to Je - sus speeding, Haste thee to his sacred side; 


Where he hangeth torn and bleeding, Deep with-in his wounds abide. 
— 


7 >] ef 5 iv a a a) 
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o will give the dove's bright pinions To my soul with sin op - pressed, 
: 
H 
; 
1 


le 
Where, in ag - o - ny suspended, Earth’s De-sire is nailed and torn— 
In thy clefts, oh, Rock of Ages, 


—— 


Dwell. my soul, in conscious peace; 


Swift to fly death’sdark do-min-ions,And on Calvary’s cross to rest? 


aes Mes Soe. Lo 
- 9-2 
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There with bleeding hands ex-ten-ded, Scorn andshame my Lord hath borne. 
There, above each storm that rages, All my woes and fears shall cease. 


864 ThA aerate Obeles 8s & 78.| May that love, o’er all victorious, 
Reign in blest unconquered might, 

Spoiling death in triumph glorious, 
Tillits woes, like dreams, take flight. 


3 O my God, my love, my Saviour, 
Did’st thou groan and die for me? 
Did’st thou for my sad behavior 


Bleed upon the rugged tree? 5 Great Creator, man redeeming, 
O my Lord, did men deride thee? Thou the lost doth make anew; 

Did’st thou suffer shame and loss? May thy love within me beaming, 
And for me, with thieves beside thee, Fire my heart with fervor true! 

Did’st thou hang upon the cross? Make my soul in loving union 


4 All unworthy thy compassion, SBverlthice SoMa tetomeienk ae? 


Yet thy heart toward me doth move; : 
What is all life’s empty fashion Leb'me phic itty gee 1878. 
Till my soul return thy love? Greenville. p. 258. Rhonnda. p. 272. 
Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1880, 282 


Ou the Day of Gronble, 865-867 


865 The feeling of our infirmities. gy ¢ 7s,] Flame and fire and desolation 


Full of trembling expectation, 
Feeling much, and fearing more, 
Mighty God of my salvation, 
I thy timely aid implore: 
Suffring Son of man, be near me, 
All my suff’rings to sustain; 
By thy sorer griefs to cheer me, 
By thy more than mortal pain. 


Call to mind that unknown anguish, 
In thy days of flesh below, 

When thy troubled soul did languish 
Under a whole world of woe; 

When thou didst our curse inherit, 
Groan beneath our guilty load, 

Burdened with a-wounded spirit, 
Bruised by all the wrath of God. 


By thy most severe temptation, 
In that dark, satanic hour, 
By thy last mysterious passion, 
Screen me from the adverse pow’r; 
By thy fainting in the garden, 
2 By thy bloody sweat, I pray,— 
Write upon my heart the pardon, 
Take my sins and fears away. 


By the travail of thy spirit, 
By thine outcry on the tree, 
By thine agonizing merit, — 
In my pangs remember me: 
By thy death I now implore thee, 
Lord, my dying soul befriend; 
Make me lovingly adore thee, 


Make me faithful to the end. 
Charles Wesley, 1767. 


866 Apparebit repentina magna Dies Domini. 3 5 9, 79, 


That great day of wrath and terror, 
That last day of woe and doom, 

Like a thief at darkest midnight 
On the sons of men shall come. 

When the pride and pomp of ages 
Ali shall utterly have past, 

And they stand in anguish, owning 
That the end is here at last. 


Then the trumpet’s pealing clangor, 


At the Judge’s feet shall go, 
Earth and sea and all abysses 
Shall his mighty sentence know. 


Then the elect upon the right hand 
Of the Lord shall stand around, 

But like goats the evil-doers 
Shall upon the left be found. 

**Come, ye blessed, take the kingdom” 
Shall be there the King’s award, 

‘* Which for you before the world was, 
Of my Father was prepared.” 


Wherefore man, while yet thou mayest 
From the dragon’s malice fly, 

Give thy bread to feed the hungry 
Hoard thy treasures in the sky; 

Let thy loins be straitly girded, 
Life be pure, and heart be right, 

At the coming of the bridegroom, 
That thy lamp may glitter bright. 

Unknown Latin, cir. A. D. 735. Tr. J. M. Neale, ab. 1851. 


867 Wounded ager — 8s & 78. 


Stricken, smitten, and afflicted, 
See Him dying on the tree! 
Tis the Christ by man rejected, 
Yes, my soul, ’tis he! ’tis he! 
Tell me, ye who hear him groaning, 
Was there ever grief like this? 
Friends thro’ fear his cause disowning, 
Foes insulting his distress. 


Ye who think of sin but lightly, 
Nor suppose the evil great, 

Here may view its nature rightly, 
Here its guilt may estimate. 

Mark the sacrifice appointed! 
See who bears the awful load! 

’Tis the Word, the Lord’s Anointed, 
Son of man, and Son of God. 


Here we have a firm foundation ; 
Here’s the refuge of the lost: 
Christ, the Rock of our Salvation; 

His the name of which we boast, 
Lampb>f God for sinners wounded, 
Sacrifice to cancel guilt! 


Thro’ the earth’s four quarters spread, | one shall ever be confounded, 


Waxing loud and ever louder, 
Shall convoke the quickened dead ; 


Who on Him their hopes have built. 
Thomas Kelly, ab. 1769-1855 
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868-869 


Td soar and touch the heavenly strings, 
And yie with Gabriel while he si 


KH Nanre Which is toug Bugyy Nang. 


868 


Oh, could I speak the matchless worth, 
Oh, could I sound the glories forth, 
Which in nyy Saviour shine, 
I’d soar and touch the heavenly strings, 
And vie with Gabriel while he sings 
In notes almost divine. 


To Him be glory. 
‘et. iai. 18. 


on Cn PaM. 


I'd sing the precious blood he spilt, 

My ransom from the dreadful guilt 
Of sin, and wrath divine: 

I'd sing his glorious righteousness, 

In which all-perfect heavenly dress 
My soul shall ever shine, 


I'd sing the characters he bears, 
And all the forms of love he wears, 
. Exalted on his throne: 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
I would to everlasting days 

Make all his glories known. 


Well, the delightful day will come, 
When my dear Lord will bring me home, 
And T shall see his face; 
Then with my Saviour, Brother, Friend, 
A blest eternity I'll spend, 
Triumphant in his grace. 


Samuel Medley, ab. 1789. 
Garden Hymn. p. 288. 


869 


Oh, glorious hope of heavenly love! 

It lifts me up to things above; 
It bears on eagles’ wings; 

It gives my ravished soul a taste, 

And makes me for some moments feast 
With Jesus’ priests and kings. 


Rejoicing in hope. 
om di C.. Pas M. 


Rejoicing now in earnest hope, 

I stand, and from the mountain top 
See all the land below: 

Rivers of milk and honey rise, 

And all the fruits of Paradise 
In endless plenty grow. 


A land of corn, and wine, and oil, 

Favored with God’s peculiar smile; 
With every blessing blest; 

There dwells the Lord, our righteousness, 

And keeps his own in perfect peace 
And everlasting rest. 


Oh that I might at once go up; 
No more on this side Jordan stop, 
But now the land possess! 
This moment end my toilsome years, 
Sorrows, and sins, and doubts, and fears, 
A howling wilderness! 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1742. 


Willoughby. p. 286. Meribah. p. 292. 
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Ghy Resurrection and the Tkits, 
c. Pp. M.| 872 


870) -Paiyhiptastansene 
Begin, ye saints, th’ exalted lay, 
Let each enraptured thought obey, 

And praise th’ Almighty’s name ; 
Lo! heaven and earth, and seas and skies, 
In one melodious concert rise, 

To swell th’ inspiring theme. 


_ ¥e angels, catch the thrilling sound; 

While all th’ adoring thrones around 
His boundless mercy sing: 

Let every listening ear above 

Wake all the tuneful soul of love, 
And touch the sweetest string. 


Thou heav’n of heay’ns, his vast abode, 
Ye clouds proclaim your Maker God, 
Ye thunders speak his power ; 
Lo! on the lightning’s fiery wing 
In triumph rides th’eterna! King, 
The astonished worlds adore. 


Let every element rejoice ; 

Ye thunders! burst with awful voice 
To him who bids you roll: 

His praise in softer notes declare 

Each whispering breeze of yielding ai, 
And breathe it to the soul. 


Let man, by noble passions swayed, 

The feeling heart, the judging head, 
In heavenly praise employ; 

Spread His tremendous name around, 

Till heav’n’s broad arch rings back the sound 


The general burst of joy. 
: John Ogilive, ab. 1749. 


871 C. P.M. 

O Christ, of men the Life and Light, 

Thy glory breaks thro’ earth’s dark night 
With pure, celestial ray: 

Thou art our Star till night is done, 

But oh, when wilt thou be our Sun, 
And bring eternal day? 


Iam the Hight of the world. 
John viii 12. 


Till the Day dawns and shadows flee, 
Thy church shall wait and watch for Thee 
While through the night she sings ;— 
Till on her view, with sweet surprise, 
The Sun of Righteousness shall rise, 
With healing in his wings. 
H., 1884. 


870-873 


He is as) nan Behe risen. Oo. P.M. 
Come, see the place where Jesus lay, 
And hear angelic watchers say 

‘* He lives who once was slain: 
Why seek the living ’midst the dead? 
Remember how the Saviour said 

That he would rise again.” 


O joyful sound! O glorious hour. 
When by his own almighty power 
He rose and left the grave! 
Now let our songs his triumph tell, 
Who burst the bands of death and hell, 
And ever lives to save. 


The first-begotten from the dead, 
For us he rose, our glorious Head, 
Immortal life to bring; 
What tho’ the saints like him shall die, 
They share their Leader's victory, 
And triumph with their King. 


No more they tremble at the grave, 

For Jesus will their spirits save, 
And raise their slumbering dust: 

O risen Lord, in thee we live, 

To thee our ransomed souls we give, 


To thee our bodies trust. . 
Thomas Kelly, ab. 1866. 


873 c. P.M. 


Thou God of power, thou God of love, 
Whose glory fills the realms abeve, 
Whose praises angels sing, 


Holy, holy, hay the Lord. 


| And veil their faces while they cry, 


‘Thrice holy,” to their God mest high, 
‘Thrice holy,” to their King. 


Thee as our God we too would claim, 
And bless the Saviour’s precious name, 
Through whom this grace is given: 


| He bore the cross to sinners due, 


He forms their ruined souls anew, 
And makes them heirs of heaven. 


The veil that hides thy glory, rend, 

And here in saving power descend 
And fix thy blest abode; 

Here to our hearts thyself reveal, 

And let each waiting spirit feel 


The presence of our God. 
John Walker, 1769-1833, 
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874-875 


Come on, 


our bod-ies = feel; 
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Vou Companion in Gritutation. 


CG. P.M. Crane, in Jocelin’s Chorister's Companion, 1788 


my partners in distress, My 


of tears, To that ce - les - 
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874 


Come on, my partners in distress, 

My comrades through the wilderness, 
Who still your bodies feel; 

Awhile forget your griefs and fears, 

And look beyond this vale of tears, 
To that celestial hill. 


See where the Lamb in glory stands, 
Encircled with his radiant bands, 
And join th’ angelic powers; 
For all that height of glorious bliss 
Our everlasting portion is, 
And all that heaven is ours. 


Who suffer with our Master here, 

We shall before his face appear 
And by his side sit down; 

To patient faith the prize is sure, 

And all that to the end endure 
The cross, shall wear the crown. 


Thrice blessed, bliss-inspiring hope! 
It lifts the fainting spirits up, 

It brings to life the dead. 
Our conflicts here shall soon be past, 
And you and I ascend at last, 


Triumphant with our Head. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 


We abel aise sien wit Him. 0, PIM. 875 


The love of God is shed abroad. 
Rom. iv. Cc. P. M, 


O Love divine, how sweet thou art! 

When shall I find my willing heart 
All taken up by thee? 

I thirst, I faint, I die to prove 

The greatness of redeeming love,— 
The love of Christ to me. 


Stronger his love than death and hell: 
No mortal can its riches tell, 

Nor first-born sons of light; 
In vain they long its depths to see; 
They cannot reach the mystery, — 

The length, the breadth, the height! 


God only knows the love of God; 

Oh, that it now were shed abroad 
In this poor, stony heart! 

For love I sigh, for love I pine; 

This only portion, Lord, be mine, 
Be mine this better part. 


Oh, that I could forever sit 
In transport at my Saviour’s feet! 
Be this my happy choice; 
My only care, delight, and bliss, 
My joy, my heaven on earth, be this, 


To hear my Saviour’s voice. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749, 
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Ghis is (Ry Batoved Son. 


876 


How happy are the little flock, 

Who, safe beneath their guardian Rock, 
In all commotions rest; 

When war’s and tumult’s waves run high 

Unmoved above the storm they lie, 
And lodge in Jesus’ breast. 


Such happiness, O Lord, have we, 
By mercy gathered into Thee, 

Before the floods descend; 
And whilethe bursting cloud comes down 
We mark the vengeful day begun, 

And calmly wait the end. 


The plague, and dearth, and din of war, 
Our Saviour’s swift approach declare, 
And bid our hearts arise; 
Earth’s basis shook, confirms our hope; 
Its cities’ fall but lifts us up 
To meet Thee in the skies. 


Fear not, little flock. 
Luke xii. 82. Cc. P.M. 


Thy tokens we with joy confess; 

The war proclaims Thee Prince of peace ; 
The earthquake speaks thy power; 

The famine all thy fullness brings; 

The plague presents thy healing wings, 
And nature’s final hour. 


Whatever ill the world befall, 

A pledge of endless good we call, 
A sign of Jesus near. 

His chariot will not long delay; 

We hear the rumbling wheels, and pray, 
‘‘Triumphant Lord, appear.” 


Appear with clouds on Sion’s hill, 
Thy word and mystery to fulfill, 
Thy faithful to approve; — 
Thy members on thy throne to place, 
And stamp thy name on every face, 
In glorious, heavenly love. 
Charles Wesley, 1758. 


877 Cc. P.M. 


Salem’s bright King of wondrous fame, 
In ancient time to Jordan came, 
All righteousness to fill: 
*T was there the ancient Baptist stood, 
The messenger sent forth from God, 
To do his Master’s will. 


In thee I am well pleased. 
Luke ii 


ie 


Ariel. p. 284. 


Garden Hymn, p. 288.| Meribah. p. 292. 
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876-879 


Down in old Jordan’s rolling stream 
The Baptist led the holy Lamb, 
And there did him baptize; 
The Father saw his darling Son, 
And was well pleased with what he’d done, 
And owned him from the skies. 


‘“This is my Son,” the Father cries; 
On him to rest the Spirit flies; 
O children, ‘‘ Hear ye him!” 
Hark! ’t is His voice; behold, he cries, 
‘Repent, believe, and be baptized, 
And wash away your sin!” 


Come, children, come; his voice obey;- 

Salem’s bright King has mark’d the way, 
And has a crown prepared ; 

Oh, then arise and give consent, 

Walk in the way that. Jesus went, - 
And have the great reward! 


Believing children, gather round, 
And let your joyful songs abound, 
With cheerful hearts arise; 
See, here is water, yet there’s room, 
A loving Saviour calling ‘‘ Come,” 


Believe, and be baptized. 
Clement Phinney, 1780-1855. 
878 o. Ps Me 


Joined in the bonds of faith and love, 
With saints on earth and saints above, 
One spirit with the Lord; 
In happy union here we meet, 
To worship at the Saviour’s feet, 
And own his works and word. 


Access by one Spirit. 
Eph. ii. 18> 


Thy gracious presence, Lord, impart, 
Display thy power in every heart, 
And shed thy blessings round; 
Oh! may thy truth our spirit cheer, 
Confirm our hope, dispel our fear, 


And make our joys abound. 
Hymns for the Church of God, 1872. 


Endue us, Lord, with heav’nly power; 
On us thy benedictions shower; 

Our faith and love increase; 
The grace of Christ, the love of God, 
The holy Spirit shed abroad, 

Remain and never cease. 


Endued with power from on high. 
niet yeaa: eC. P.M, 


HL., 1884, 
Solemn Inquiry, p. 293. 


atitias Ghe Prince of Jhiky. 


Garden Hymn. CO. P. M, Jeremiah Ingalls, 1804. Arr, Ly M. 


dee 
didst my soul re - deem, 


_——” 
Who didst my soul re - deem. 


a 


Who 


And wash and makeme _ clean, And wash and makeme clean. 


880 Heart! = C. P. M.| And wait in hope the joyful hour, 
Thou Prince of glory, slain for me, When I shall see Thee come in power, 
In deep distress I fly to Thee And gaze upon thy face. 

Who didst my soul redeem. Lord, grant that in that joyful day, 
Oh, from thy Father’s throne on high, | When thou shalt call thy saints away, 
Hear Thou my penitential cry, By thy commanding word, 

And wash and make me clean. That I may join thee in the air; 

d And dwell with all the holy there, 
A laboring, heavy-laden soul, Forever with the Lord. 
On Thee my every care I roll, Hi, 1878, 

Though burdened and distressed. 881 O my God, unto thee will Ising. ¢ pay, 


Thy meek and lowly grace I see, 
And take thy yoke and learn of Thee, 
For thou wilt give me rest. 


My heart shall bless my heavenly King, 

My tongue his worthy praise shall sing, 
And magnify his name; 

Close to thy pierc’d and bleeding side, | My soul,redeemed, shall speak his praise, 


In trustful love I safe abide, And sound to everlasting days 
By grace divine made whole. The glories of the Lamb, 
In Thee, my Way, my Truth, my Life, | Exalted on his Father’s throne, 
Amid earth’s turmoil, sin and strife, Him as our Lord and God we own, 
I rest my weary soul. Our Prophet, Priest, and King; 


Soon earth shall know his royal right, 


Sheltered within the riven Rock : ai ies : 
[ dread no storm nor tempest’s shock, ase Aran geo “i might, 
.. > 


But trust thy matchless grace, H., 1884. 
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Ok Gusty amd Seq. 


c. P, M,| The glorious time is rolling on, 


882 


Tell me no more of earthly toys, 
Of sinful mirth and carnal joys, 
The things I loved before; 
Let me but view my Saviour’s face, 
And feel his animating grace, 
And I desire no more. 


Tell me no more of praise and wealth, 

Of careless ease and blooming health, 
For they have all their snares; 

Let me but know my sins forgiven, 

And see my name enrolled in heaven, 
And I am free from cares. 


Give me a Bible in my hand, 

A heart to read and understand 
That sure, unerring word; 

T’d urge no company to stay, 

But sit alone from day to day, 


Communing with the Lord. 
Susannah Harrison, ab. 1757-1784. 


Love not the world. 
1 John ii. 15. 


Like unto men that look for their Lord. r 
883 Luke xii. 36. C. P.M. 


Arise and shine, ye sons of light, 

Let every lamp be burning bright, 
With loins well girded stand: 

Watch, for ye cannot tell the hour 

When Christ your Lord shall come with power; 
The Bridegroom is at hand! 


Blessed are they who watch and wait, 

Like servants standing at the gate, 
Their coming Lord to greet: 

With him they then shall enter in,. 

And feast and rest in joy supreme, 
And blessedness complete. 


884 


The Lord into his garden comes; - 
The spices yield a rich perfume, 
The lilies grow and thrive; 
Refreshing showers of grace divine, 
From Jesus flow to every vine, 
Which make the dead revive. 


Oh, that this dry and barren ground 

In springs of water may abound, — 
A fruitful soil become! 

The desert blossom as the rose, 

When Jesus conquers all his foes, 
And makes his people one. 


H., 1884. 


Like a watered garden. 
Isa. lxiii. i ¢. Pr; 


882-888 


The gracious work is now begun, 
My soul a witness is; 

T taste and see the pardon free, 

For all mankind as well as me, 
Who come to Christ may live. 


The worst of sinners here may find 
A Saviour pitiful and kind, 
Who will the lost receive. 
None are too late who will repent, 
And heed the message God has sent, 
And on the Lord believe. 


SECOND PART. 


Come, brethren, ye who love the Lord, 

And taste the sweetness of his word, 
In‘Jesus’ ways go on; 

Our troubles and our trials here, 

Will only make us richer there, 

_ When we arrive at home. 


Jesus shall lead his armies through, 

To living waters where they flow, 
Which never will run dry; 

And when our warfare all is o’er, 

And we shall reach that heavenly shore, 

. We'll drink a full supply. 


Then we shall reign, and shout, and sing, 
And make the heavenly regions ring, 
When all the saints get home. 
Come on, come on, my brethren dear, 
Soon we shal! meet together there, 
For Jesus bids us come. 


Amen, amen, my soul replies, 
I’m bound to meet Him in the skies, 
And claim my mansion there; 
Now here’s my heart and here’s my hand, 
To meet you in that heavenly land, 
Where we shall part no more. 
—— Campbell? 1804? 
Grace, mercy: a peace. 


885 Cc. P. M. 


Thou who dost with thy people meet 
In union and communion sweet, 
Oh bless us as we part. 


| May grace and mercy, peace and love, 


Descend upon us from above, 
And dwell in every heart. di 
H., 1884. 


Meribah. p. 286. Willoughby. p. 286. 
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886-887 Aud with the Fyump of Sod. 


What sound is this? oO. P.M. 


bares 
ify 
AS 


he expected day has come. Behold,the heay’ns,the 


886 _—Withagreatsound of atrumpet. ©, p. yr, Soon may I hail that joyful day, 


2 Behold the fair Jerusalem, I: And Ne Ay Spas Reta wih :] 


Fe aly B ay the Lamb, :} John A. Granade, 1763-1807. 
n glory doth appear; ; ; 
Fair Zion rising from the tombs, SBT Sets te Lee ond preety phe pre-e ae 
|: To meet the Bridegroom, lo! He comes, | Great is the Lord, ye people raise 

And hails the festive year. |: And loud proclaim his lofty praise; :| 


In strains that seraphs sing; 
We join the anthem from on high, 
|: And holy, holy, holy, ery, :| 

And praise the heavenly King. 


8 My soul is striving to be there; 

{:I long to rise and wing the air, :] 
And trace the sacred road. 

Adieu, adieu, all earthly things; 


I: Oh, that I had an angel’s wings!:| Soon may we with the ransom’d throng, 
I'd quickly see my God. |: Return to Zion’s height with songs, : | 

4 Fly, lingering moments, fly, oh, fly! While sorrows flee away: ’ 

|: I thirst, I pant, I long to try ;| There may we joyful anthems ‘mes 
Angelic joys to prove! |: ae ane an ee ceaseless praise :| 

Willoughby. p. 286. Garden Hymn. p.288. sj ana sid i H,, 1884. 
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 Purqly, XY Samy Quigkky. 


888-889 


B88 —The Holy Spirit to them thatask. op ar. Walk once again upon the face 


O Lamb of God, for sinners slain, 
T plead with thee my suit to gain, — 
I plead what thou hast done: 
Didst thou not die the death for me? 
Jesus, remember Calvary, 
And break my heart of stone. 


Oh, let thy Spirit shed abroad 

The love, the perfect love of God, 
In this cold heart of mine. 

Oh, might He now descend and rest, 

And dwell forever in my breast, 
And make me all divine. 


Take the dear purchase of thy blood, 

My Friend and Advocate with God, 
My Ransom and my Peace; 

Surety, who all my debt hast paid, 

For all my sins atonement made, 
The Lord, my Righteousness. 


Oh, let thy Spirit shed abroad 

The love, the perfect love of God, 
In this cold heart of mine! 

Oh, might he now descend and rest, 

And dwell forever in my breast, 


And make it all divine! 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 


889 P.M. 


Thou who from Olive’s brow didst rise 
In glorious triumph to the skies, 
Before the rapt disciples’ eyes, — 
Lord Jesus, quickly come. 
For thy appearing all things pray ; 
All nature sighs at thy delay: 
Thy people cry, ‘‘ No longer stay; 
Lord Jesus, quickly come!” 


Even so, come, Lord Jesus, 
Rey. xxi. 20. 


Hear thou the whole creation’s groan, 

The burdened creature’s plaintive moan, 

The cry of deserts wild and lone; 
‘‘Lord Jesus, quickly come.” 

See signals of distress unfurled 

By states on stormy billows hurled; 

Thou Pole-star of a shipwrecked world, 
Lord Jesus, quickly come. 


Hush the fierce blast of war’s alarms; 

The tocsin’s toll, the clash of arms: 

Incarnate Love exert thy charms,— 
Lord Jesus, quickly come. 


Of this sad eurth’s tempestuous seas, 
And still the waves, O Prince of peace! 
Lord Jesus, quickly come. 


Lo, thy fair Bride, with garments torn, 
Of her celestial radiance shorn, 
Upturns her face with watching worn,— 

Lord Jesus, quickly come. 
Her trickling tears, her piteous cries, 
Her struggles, fears, and agonies 
Appeal to thy deep sympathies: 

Lord Jesus, quickly come. 


By doubts and sorrows inly pressed, 
By foes beleagured and oppressed, 
Hear the strong plea of her unrest, 
Lord Jesus, quickly come. 
Hope of the blood-bought,blood-wash’d host, 
Their only glory, joy, and boast, 
Without thy advent all is lost; 
Lord Jesus quickly come. 


SECOND PART. 


Shine forth, O lustrous Morning Star: 
And let thy flaming sign appear; 
Flush the dark firmament afar, 

Lord Jesus, quickly come. 
Break thro’ the lowering clouds of night, 
Put these sepulchral shades to flight, 
Flash out, O resurrection Light; 

Lord Jesus, quickly come. 


Come with thy beauteous diadem, 

Come with embattled cherubim, 

Come with the shout of seraphim, — 
Lord Jesus, quickly come! 

Come on thy seat of radiant cloud, 

Come with th’ archangel’s trumpet loud, 

Come, Saviour, let the heav’ns be bowed, 
Lord Jesus, quickly come. 


And when th’astonished heay’ns shall flee 
When powers of earth and hell to Thee 
Shall bend the reverential knee, 

In that great day of doom; 
Be ours the happy lot to stand 
Among the white-robed, ransomed band, 
And hear thee say with outstretch'’d hand, 


“‘Ye blessed children, come.” 
Unknown, ab. 1850? 
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cleave the starry main; ‘I 
R 


Hi th to judge the earth. 
e cometh to juc ao the co. P.M. 


890 


We soon shall hear the midnight cry, 

The trump of God shall shake the sky, 
And cleave the starry main; 

The angel-herald shall proclaim 

Redemption thro’ the slaughter’d Lamb, 
And break death’s pow’rful chain. 


Psalm xcv' 


Then shall the Judge descend in clouds, 

Circled around with countless crowds 
Of the celestial choir; 

Before whose rapid, glorious ray, 

The frightened heav’ns shall flee away, 
And hide themselves in fire. 


How, how shall sinners venture nigh, 
Before the Lamb in yonder sky? 
Yet, oh! they must draw near, 
To hear the dreadful word—Depart! 
Which, like some deadly-pointed dart, 
Their hearts will wound and tear. 


Dear Lord, I sink at thy pierced feet; 
Oh, let me by experience sweet 
Taste thy forgiving love. 
And when thou dost to judgment come, 
Take me with thee to thy blest home, 
Jerusalem above! 


‘he an-gel - herald shall proclaim ; : 
edemption thro’ the staughter’d Lamb, And break death's pow'rful chain. 


Ghe Day af Fudguegut. . 


Mieribah. C. P.M. 


SECOND PART, Cc. P. M. 


When thou,my righteous Judge, shalt come 
To take thy ransomed people home, 
Shall I among them stand? 
Shall such a worthless worm as I, 
Who sometimes am afraid to die, 
Be found at thy right hand? 


T love to meet among them now, 

Before thy gracious throne to bow, 
Though vilest of them all; 

But can I bear the piercing thought— 

What if my name should be left out— 
When he for them should call? 


Prevent, prevent it by thy grace; 
Be thou, dear Lord, my hiding-place 
In this my gracious day; 
Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me hear, 
To still my unbelieving fear, 
Nor let me fall, I pray. 


Among thy saints let me be found, 
Whene’er th’archangel’s trump shall sound, 
To see thy smiling face; 
Then loudest of the crowd I'll sing, 
Till heaven’s resounding mansions ring 
With shouts of sovereign grace. 
Selina Shirley, Countess of Huntington, ab. 1772. 


Willoughby. p. 286. Garden Hymn. p. 288. 
2 


a 


GQy Reward is with Me. 


Solemn Inquiry. 


The things which are not seen are eternal. 
891 cw a Con. tn 18, C.P.M. 


O God, my inmost soul convert, 4 
And deeply on my thoughtful heart 
Eternal things impress: 
Give me to feel their solemn weight, 
And tremble on the brink of fate, 
And wake to righteousness! 


Before me place in dread array 

The pomp of that tremendous day, 
When Thou with clouds shalt come 

To judge the nations at thy bar; 

And tell me, Lord, shall I be there, 
To meet a joyful doom? 


Be this my one great business here, 

With serious industry and fear, 
Eternal bliss to insure: 

Thine utmost counsel to fulfill, 

And suffer all thy righteous will, 
And to the end endure. 


Then, Saviour, me thro’ grace receive, 

Transported from this vale to live, 
And in thy presence dwell, 

Where faith is sweetly lost in sight, 

And hope in full supreme delight, 


That mortals ne’er can tell. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 
2 


891-892 
Arr, H., 1884. 
S-_| 


892 


Behold, the day cometh. 
Mal. ive. 


Cc. P. M. 


‘That awful day is drawing near, 


When earth her instant doom shall hear, 
And all in smoke expire; 

Behold, th’ Almighty Judge draws nigh, 

He rides triumphant in the sky, 
Revealed in flaming fire! 


I see Him now with glory crowned, 

While skies, and seas, and solid ground 
All tremble at his rod; 

Our nature he no more assumes, 

But with th’ archangel’s voice he comes, 
And with the trump of God. 


He comes to seal the sinner’s doom; 

At his command they leave the tomb, 
And tremble with affright ; 

What horror fills each guilty heart 

Which hears the awful word, ‘‘Depart”’ 
To realms of endless night! 


He comes to make his people blest; 

To hide the pilgrims in his breast, 
And bid their troubles end; 

If now we humbly watch and pray, 

Tho’ heaven and earth may pass away, 


The Judge will be our friend. 
Hugh Bourne’s Collection, 1822, 


893-895 


Aithlone. 


By Grarq Ary Ye Saved, Ghrough Haith. 


Arr. from Heinrich Isaacs, 1490. 


O Thou that hear’st the prayer of faith, Wilt thou not save a soul from death 


I have no refuge of myown,But fly to what my Lord hath done, 
Pl = ‘? £. 
Sa 4 ee et ee — 5 — — gt 


893 


I will in no wise cast out. 
John vi. 37. 


c. P. M.| Oh, that we now the power might feel, 


O Thou that hear’st the prayer of faith, To do on earth thy blessed will, 


Wilt thou not save a soul from death 
That casts itself on Thee? 

I have no refuge of my own, 

But fly to what my Lord hath done 
And suffered once for me. 


Slain in the guilty sinner’s stead, 
His spotless righteousness I plead, 
And His availing blood; 
That righteousness my robe shall be; 
That merit shall atone for me, 
And bring me near to God. 


Then snatch me from eternal death; 
The spirit of adoption breathe ; 

His consolations send ; 
By Him some word of life impart, 
And sweetly whisper to my heart, 


‘Thy Maker is thy Friend.” 
Augustus Montague Toplady, ab. 1756. 


894 Cc. P.M. 


O Saviour, cast a gracious smile! 

Our gloomy guilt, and selfish guile, 
And shy distrust remove: 

The true simplicity impart, 

To fashion every passive heart, 
And mould it into love. 

Meribah, p. 292. 


Be ye transformed. 
om, xii. 2. 


As angels do above! 
In thee, the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
To walk, and perfectly obey 

Thy sweet, constraining love. 


Jesus, fulfill our one desire, 

And spread the spark of living fire 
Through every hallowed breast; 

Bless with divine conformity, 

And give us now to find in Thee 


Our everlasting rest. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1767. 


805. Briere a 
No room for mirth or trifling here, 
For worldly hope, or worldly fear, 
If life so soon is gone: 
If now the Judge is at the door, 
And all mankind must stand before 
The solemn judgment throne! 


Jesus, vouchsafe a pitying ray; 

Be thou my guide, be thou my way 
To glorious happiness! 

Ah, write the pardon on my heart, 

And whensoe’er I hence depart, 


Let me depart in peace. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1763. 


294 Willoughby. p. 286. 
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* Sinely, Be Rath Born, Ouy Grivts, 


896 Waa otapeind foe pus tranagreasions.¢), p. M.| 898 


O Thou who hast our sorrows borne, 
Help us to look on Thee and mourn, 
On thee whom we have slain; 
Have piere’d a thousand, thousand times, 
And by reiterated crimes 
Renewed thy mortal pain. 


Youchsafe us eyes of faith to see 
The Man transfixed on Calvary, 
To know Thee, who thou art, 
The one eternal God, and true! 
And let the sight affect, subdue, 
And break my stubborn heart. 


Lover of souls, to rescue mine, 

Reveal the charity divine, 
That suffered in my stead; 

That made thy soul a sacrifice, 

And quenched in death those flaming eyes, 
And bowed that sacred head. 


The veil of unbelief remove, 
And by thy manifested love, 
And by thy sprinkled blood, 
Destroy the love of sin in me, 
And get thyself the victory, 
And bring me back to God. 


Now let thy dying love constrain 
My soul to love its God again, 

Its God to glorify ; 
And, lo! I come thy cross to share, 
Echo thy sacrificial prayer, 


And with my Saviour die! 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1767. 


Sorrows not even as others. 


897 1 Thess. iv. 13. Cs B.eM. 


If death my friend and me divide, 
Thou dost not, Lord, my sorrow chide, 
Or frown my tears to see; 

Restrained from passionate excess, 
Thou bid’st me mourn in calm distress 
For them that rest in Thee. 


I feel a strong, immortal hope, 

Which bears my mournful spirit up, 
Beneath its mountain load; 

Redeem’d from death and grief and pain, 

T soon shall find my friend again 


Within the arms of God. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1762. 


Garden Hymn. p. 288. 


896-899 


Fear not, little flock. re 
Luke xil. 32, » P.M. 

Fear not, O little flock, the foe 

Who madly seeks your overthrow ; 
Dread not his rage and power; 

What tho’ your courage sometimes faints? 

This seeming triumph o’er God’s saints 
Lasts but a little hour. 


Fear not, be strong! your cause belongs 
To Him who can avenge your wrongs; 
Leave all to him, your Lord; 
Though hidden yet from mortal eyes, | 
Salvation shall for you arise; 
He girdeth on his sword! 


As true as God’s own promise stands, 
Not earth nor hell with all their bands 
Against us shall prevail; 
The Lord shall mock them from his throne; 
God is with us; we are his own; 
Our victory cannot fail! 


Amen, Lord Jesus, grant our prayer! 
Great Captain, now thine arm make bare, 
Thy Church with strength defend; 
So shall thy saints and martyrs raise 

A joyful chorus to thy praise, 
Through ages without end. 


Gustavus Adolphus, in prose. Jacob Fabricius, 1631, 
Tr. by Catherine Winkworth, 1855. 


899 c. P.M. 


Come join, ye saints, with heart and voice, 

Alone in Jesus to rejoice, 
And worship at his feet; 

Come, take his praises on your tongues, 

And raise to him your thankful songs, 
‘In Him ye ure complete!” 


Ye are complete in Him. 
Col. ii. 10. 


In Him who all our praise excels, 

The fullness of the Godhead dwells, 
And all perfections meet; 

The head of all celestial powers, 

Divinely theirs, divinely ours :— 
‘In Him ye are complete! ” 


Still onward urge your heav’nly way, 
Dependent on Him day by day 
His presence still entreat ; 
His precious name forever bless, 
Your glory, strength, and righteousness, 


‘*TIn Him ye are complete!” 
Unknown. 


900-901 


Ghe Grumpy Shall Sound. 


L.P.M. Day's Psalter, 1562. Adapted by L. Li 0 


V’llpraisemy Mak-er withmybreath; AndwhenI triumph o - ver death, 


ion 


Or im-mor-tal-i - ty 


900 While I live will I praise the Lord. L. P.M. 


Psalm cxlvi. 2, 
Tl praise my Maker with my breath; 
And when I triumph over death, 

Praise shall employ my nobler pow’rs; 
My days of praise shall ne’er be past, 
While life, and thought, and being last, 

Or immortality endures. 


Why should I make a man my trust? 
Princes must die and turn to dust; 
Vain is the help of flesh and blood; 
Their breath departs, their pomp and pow’r, 
And thoughts, all vanish in an hour, 
Nor can they make their promise good. 


Happy the man whose hopes rely 
On Israel’s God; he made the sky, 
And earth,and seas, with all their train ; 
His truth forever stands secure ; 
He saves th’oppressed, he feeds the poor, 
And none shall find his promise vain. 


The Lord hath eyes to give the blind, 
The Lord supports the sinking mind; 
He sends the lab’ring conscience peace ; 
He helps the stranger in distress, 
The widow and the fatherless, 
And grants the prisoner sweet release. 


y days of praise shall ne’er be 
hile life, and tho’t,and be - ing 


ue} 


endures. 


Dark plots he turneth upside down, 
He wears an everlasting crown; 
Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns! 
Let every tongue, let every age, 
In His exalted praise engage; 
Praise him in everlasting strains. 
Jsaac Watts, ab. 1708. 


901 L. P.M. 


The last loud trumpet’s wondrous sound 
Shall wake the nations under ground: 
Where then, my God, shall I be found? 
When all shall stand before thy throne, 
When thou shalt make thy sentence known, 
And all thy righteous judgment own! 


Isawa ont white throne. 
VSR: Lie 


Thou, who for sinners felt such’ pain, 
Whose precious blood the cross did stain, 
Who did for us its curse sustain, — 


By all that man’s redemption cost, 
Let not my trembling soul be lost, 
In storms of guilty terror tossed! 


Give me in that dread day a place 
Among thy chosen, faithful race, 
The sons of God, and heirs.of grace. 


’/Trembling, before thy throne I bend ; 


My God, my Father, and my Friend, 
Do not forsake me in the end! 
Thomas of Celano, ab. cir. 1250. 
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902 


I love the volume of Thy word; 
What light and joy those leaves afford 
To souls benighted and distressed! 
Thy precepts guide my doubtful way, 

Thy fear forbids my feet to stray, 
Thy promise leads my heart to rest. 


From the discoveries of Thy law 
The perfect rule of life I draw; 
These are my study and delight; 
Not honey so invites the taste, 
Nor gold that hath the furnace passed, 
Appears so pleasing to the sight. 


More to be desired th ld. 
¥ Putas xis. ~ 3 L. P. M. 


Thy threat’nings wake my slumb’ring eyes, 
And warn me where my danger lies; 
But *tis thy blessed gospei, Lord, 
That makes my guilty conscience clean, 
Converts my soul, subdues my sin, 
And gives a free but large reward. 


Who knows the errors of his thoughts? 
My God, forgive my secret faults, 

And from presumptuous sins restrain ; 
Accept my poor attempts of praise, 
That I have read thy book of grace, 


And book of nature not in vain. 
: Isaac Watts, 1709. 


Blessed be the name of the Lord. 


903 Ps: exiii. 2. L.P. M. 
Ye that delight to serve the Lord, 
The honors of his name record, 

His sacred name forever bless. 
Where’er the circling sun displays 
His rising beams or setting rays, 

Let lands and seas his power confess. 


Not time, nor nature’s narrow rounds 
Can give his vast dominion bounds; 
The heavens are far below his height; 
Let no created greatness dare 
With our eternal God compare, 
Armed with his uncreated might. 


He bows his glorious head to view 

What the bright hosts of angels do, 
And bends his care to mortal things; 

His sovereign hand exalts the poor, 

He takes the needy from the door, 


And makes them company for kings. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 


Baltimore. p. 298. 


902-906 


Hast thou made all men in vain? 
904 Psalm Lxxxix, 47. 5 L. P. M. 


Think, mighty God, on feeble man, 
How few his hours, how short his span! 
Short from the cradle to the grave; 

Who can secure his vital breath 
Against the bold demands of death, 
With skill to fly, or power to save? 
Lord, shall it be forever said, 
The race of man was only made 
For sickness, sorrow, and the dust? 
Are not thy servants, day by day, 
Sent to their graves and turned to clay? 
Lord, where’s thy kindness to the just? 
Hast thou not promised to thy Son 
And all his seed, a heavenly crown? 
But flesh and sense indulge despair; 
Forever blessed be the Lord, 
That faith can read his holy word, 
And find a resurrection there. 


Forever blessed be the Lord, 

Who gives his saints a long reward 
For all their toil, reproach, and pain; 

Let all below, and all above, 

Join to proclaim thy wondrous love, 


And each repeat his loud Amen! 
: Isaac Watts, 1719. 


He shall hide me in his pavilion. 
905 Psalm xvii. 5. y L. PeM, 


O God, amid earth’s sore distress, 
Thy trusting people guide and bless; 
And keep them safely from all harm; 
Shield us by thy protecting name, 
From pestilence, and flood, and flames, 
From tumults, strifes, and war’s alarms. 
O gather us, thou King of kings, 
Safely beneath thy sheltering wings, 
Before the storms of wrath descend; 
When sorrows dire this world betide, 
Us in thine own pavilion hide, 
Our Saviour, our almighty Friend. 
HL, 1885, 
906 Din Pant, 
We praise and magnify Thy name, 
O Lord, and tell abroad thy fame; 
We worship thee, Eternal King; 
To Thee, with shining hosts on high, 


We ‘‘Holy, holy, holy,” ery, 
And to thy name glad praises sing. 
H., 1885. 


Now, unto the King eternal. 
1 Tim.i.1 


2917 Greenfield. p. 300. 


907-908 Ryaise Him, alf yo Peopty. 
P.M, 


Baltimore. L. 


907 Declare his glory Parana the heathen, L. P.M. 908 Wer ist wohl wie Du. LP 
Let all the earth their voices raise O Jesus, source of calm repose, 
To sing the choicest psalm of praise, Thy like nor man nor angel knows; 
To sing and bless Jehovah’s name; Fairest among ten thousand fair! 
His glory let the heathen know, F’en those whom death’s sad fetters bound, 
His wonders to the nations show, Whom thickest darkness compassed round, 
And all his saving works proclaim. Find light and life if Thou appear. 


He framed the globe, he built the sky, | Renew thine image, Lord, in me; 
He made the shining worlds on high, | Lowly and gentle may I be; 
And reigns complete in glory there; No charms but these to thee are dear: 


His beams are majesty and light ; No anger may’st thou ever find, 
His beauties how divinely bright! No pride in my unruffled mind, 
His temple how divinely fair! But faith, and heayen-born peace be there! 


Come the great day, the glorious hour, | A patient, a victorious mind, 
When earth shall feel his saving pow’r, | That life and all things casts behind, 


And all the nations fear his name! Springs forth obedient to thy call; 
Then shall the race of man confess A heart that no desire can move, 
The beauty of his holiness, But still to adore, believe, and love, 
And in his courts his grace proclaim. | Give me, my Lord, my Life, my All. 


Isaac Watts, ab. 1718. 8 . A, Freylinghausen, ab. 1670-1739. Tr. John Wesley, 73 
29 


Ve are Complety in Bin, 


_ Agreat High Priest. 


909 Heb. iv. 14. 


Hail! Jesus, hail! our great High Priest, 
Entered into thy glorious rest, 

That holy, happy place above; 
Thou hast the conquest more than gained 
The everlasting bliss obtained 

For all who trust thy dying love. 


The blood of goats and bullocks slain 

Could never purge our guilty stain, 
Could never for our sins atone; 

But thou thine own most precious blood 

Hast shed to make us priests to God, 
And seat us with thee on thy throne. 


L. P. M. 


Not without blood, thou prayest above; 
The marks of thy expiring love 
God on thy hands engraven sees! 
He hears thy blood for mercy cry, 
And sends his Spirit from the sky, 
And seals our everlasting peace. 


Thankful we now the earnest take, 

The pledge thou wilt at last come back 
And openly thy servants own; 

To us, who long to see thee here, 

Thou shalt a second time appear, 


And bear us to thy glorious throne. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1746. 


Put ye in the sickle. 
Foel fii, 18. LP. M. 


910 


Ye angels, put the sickle in, 

The world is now mature in sin; 
The press is full, the fats o’erflow; 

The Lord’s decisive day is near, 

And countless multitudes appear 
Before his judgment-seat below. 


The sun shall set in solemn night, 
The moonand stars withdraw their light, 
The shattered earth’s foundations groan: 
The ruined heavens his wrath shall feel, 
And nature’s last convulsions tell 
That Israel’s Strength remains alone. 


Crown thy impatient people’s hope, 
And fill our faith and knowledge up, 

The kingdom to thy saints restore ; 
And when thy church is filled with thee, 
Pure holiness thy church shall be, 


And sin shail never enter more. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1762. 


Nashville. p. 296. 


909-912 
911 


O God of my salvation, hear, 
And help a sinner to draw near 
With boldness to the throne of grace: 
Help me thy benefits to sing, 
And smile to see me feebly bring 
My humble sacrifice of praise. 


The glory of his grace. 
oph. Ge L. P. M. 


The boundless love that found out me, 
For every soul of man is free; 

None of Thy mercy need despair; 
Patient, and pitiful, and kind, 
Thee every soul of man may find, 

And, freely saved, thy grace declare. 


How shall I thank thee for the grace, 
The trust I have to see thy face, 

When sin shall all be purged away! 
The night of doubts and fears is past; 
The Morning Star appears at last, 


And I shall see the perfect day. 
Wesley, ab. 1741. 


912 
Come, Holy Ghost, all-quick’ning fire! 


Renewing of the Holy Ghost. 
Oritna ti Be L. P. M. 


| Come, and my hallowed heart inspire, 


Sprinkled with the atoning blood: 
Now to my soul thyself reveal; 
Thy mighty working let me feel, 
And know that Iam born of God. 


Humble, and teachable, and mild, 
Oh, may I, as a little child, 

My lowly Master’s steps pursue! 
Be anger to my soul unknown; 
Hate, envy, jealousy, be gone; 

In love create thou all things new. 


Let earth no more my heart divide; 
With Christ may I be crucified, 

To thee with my whole soul aspire; 
Dead to the world and all its toys, 
Its idle pomp and fading joys, 

Be thou alone my one desire! 


My will be swallowed up in Thee; 
Light in thy light still may I see, 

Beholding thee with open face; 
Called the full power of faith to prove, 
Let all my hallowed heart be love, 


And all my spotless life be praise. 
Wesley, ab. 1740. 


999 Greenfield. p. 300. 


913-914 


Ghow Shalt Houg 


Greenfield. 


the Ford thy Gad, 


913 


2 A gentler stream with gladness still 
The city of our Lord shall fill, — 

The royal seat of God most high! 
God dwells in Zion, whose fair towers 
Shall mock the assaults of earthly pow’rs 

While his almighty aid isnigh. 


3 Come see the wonders he hath wrought, 
On earth what desolation brought ; 
How he has calmed the jarring world: 
He brake the warlike spear and bow, 
With them the thundering chariots too 
Into devouring flames were hurled. 


4 Submit to God’s almighty sway; 
For him the heathen shall obey, 

And earth her sovereign Lord confess: 
The God of Hosts conducts our arms, 
Our tower of refuge in alarms, 

As to our fathers in distress. 


Tate and Brady, ab. 1698. 
Nashville. p. 296. 


God is our refuge and strength. ; 
‘ Bester xiv, _ L, Ps M. 914 


Du mpuorgicichlichs gut. L. P. M. 

O God, of good the unfathomed sea! 

Who would not give his heart to thee? 
Who would galore thee with his might? 

O Jesus! lover of mankind. 

Who would not his whole soul and mind 
With all his strength to thee unite? 


Fountain of good, all blessing flows 

From thee; no want thy fullness knows: 
What but thyself canst thou desire? 

Yet, self-sufficient as thou art, 

Thou dost desire my worthless heart: 
This, only this, dost thou require, 


High throned on heayen’s eternal hill, 
In number, weight, and measure still 
Thou sweetly orderest all that is: 
And yet thou deign’st to come to me, 
And guide my steps, that I, with thee 
Enthroned, may reign in endless bliss, 
Johann A. Scheffler, 1624-1677. Tr. J. Wesley, ab. 1789. 


Be Ye all of One Mind. 


915 L. P.M. 


Our friendship sanctify and guide; 
Unmixed with selfishness and pride, 
Thy glory be our single aim! 
Tn all our intercourse below, 
Still let us in thy footsteps go, 
And never meet but in thy name. 


. True yokefellow. 
Phi. iv. 3. bo 


Fix on thyself our single eye; 
Still let us on thyself rely, 
For all the help that each conveys,— 
The help as from thy hand receive, 
And still to thee all glory give, 

All thanks, all might, all love, all praise. 


Whate’er thou dost on one bestow, 

Let each the double blessing know; 
Let each the common burden bear; 

In comforts and in griefs agree; 

And wrestle for his friends with thee, 
In all th’omnipotence of prayer. 


Witnesses of the all-cleansing blood, 
Long may we work the works of God, 
And do thy will like those above; 

Together spread the gospel sound, 
And scatter peace on all around, 
And joy, and happiness, and love. 


True yokefellows, by love compelled 
To labor in the gospel field, 

Our all let us delight to spend 
In gatherimg in thy lambs and sheep; 
Assured that thou our souls wilt keep, 


Wilt keep us faithful to the end, 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 


916 L. P.M. 


Prostrate, with eyes of faith I see 
My Saviour fastened to the tree; 

A victim on that altar laid, — 
Himself presenting to the skies 
The grand atoning sacrifice, 

The righteous in the sinner’s stead. 


And bgt erucified him, 
ark xy. 25, 


Well pleasing to our God above, 
His sacrifice of life and love 
I plead, before the gracious throne; 
Father, a prodigal receive, 
And bid a pardoned rebel live, 


The purchase of thy bleeding Son. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 
Baltimore. p. 298. 


915-918 


9 17 Let us Racirs bn boldly. L. P.M, 
With one consent we join to bless 
Jesus, the Lord our righteousness, 
And tell his glories all abroad; 
He is our wisdom, strength, and pow’r, 
Our refuge in each trying hour, : 
Our life, our Saviour, and our God. 


Thou once for us our sins didst bear, 

Thou now dost bend to hear our prayer; 
Thou callest us to seek thy face; 

We in thy presence now appear, — 

With reverence and with godly fear 
Come boldly to the throne of grace. 


Wash’d from each stain, oh grant that we, 
Accepted worshipers may be, 

As humbly we draw near to God; 
Oh, that in this most sacred hour, 
Our souls may know thy saving pow’, 


Cleansed by thy Spirit and thy blood. 
HL,, 18365. 


One thing have I desired of the Lord. 
918 oPoalra xxvii. 4. spe 


One thing have I desired of Thee, 
Grant thou that favor, Lord, to me, 
That I in peace may see thy face; 
May dwell within thy heavenly home, 
Where woes and sorrows cannot come, 
And know thy beauty and thy grace. 


How blest thy saints who live and move 
In the pavilion of thy love, 

Beneath the shadow of thy wing; 
And who in heavenly places taste 
The comforts of redeeming grace, 

And worship thee, their Lord and King. 


Above earth’s tempests, woes and storms, 

Above earth’s conflicts and alarms, 
Secure from all their warring foes; 

In thy protection kept and blessed, 

Within thy sheltering arms they rest, 
In holy, calm, and sweet repose. 


Thus shall my head be lifted up 
In holy joy, in steadfast hope, 

When in thy presence I shall dwell; 
For there my raptured tongue shall sing 


‘The glories of my God and King 


Who loves meand doesall things well. 
H., 1885. 


919-921 


Hope Bhou in Gnd, 


1s & 63, Peculiar. 
Fine. 


Confidence. Juvenile Harmony, 1825. Arr. H. 1882. 


a C1) aid ae es RS oo 
aj — oH a ee 


What, my soul, should bow thee down? Perils or temptation? 


Is not Christ upon the throne Still thy strong salvation? Y cas thy burden on the Lord, Thy Almighty Saviour 


- 


919 Why art then: seat Gown Ocay Heat? Qs & 68. 


2 Mention to him every want, 
Yea, whate’er may grieve thee; 

Tf for comfort thou dost pant, 
Jesus will relieve thee. 

Turn, my soul, unto thy rest; 
Quickly turn to Jesus; 

In his presence thou art blest, 
He to thee is gracious. 


3 Mourn whene’er thou hast forgot 
Him whose great compassion 

Never fails, whose blood hath bought 
Thy complete salvation. 

Earthly things do not regard ; 
Trust in Jesus’ favor; 

He will be thy great reward, 


And thy shield forever. 
John Cennick, 1717-1755. 


920 In the ree of as Pynazeeton. "3g & 68. 


Welcome, from beneath the wave 
With your Saviour rising, 

Trusting in his pow’r to save, 
Earthly hopes despising: 

Welcome to the Christian band, 
Who have gone before thee, 

Pilgrims to a better land, 
Pressing on to glory. 


Dead with Him who died for you 
Dead to sin and folly; 

Risen with him to live anew, 
Live to trust him wholly. 

Let each worldly striving cease; 
Run the race before thee; 

Christ is all your life and peace,— 
Christ the hope of glory. 

By Permission. 


] 


302 


If with Christ we die and rise 
In this world of sadness, 
We shall meet him in the skies, 
When he comes, with gladness; 
In that resurrection day 
We shall share his glory, 
And to all eternity 


Shout redemption’s story. 
Arr, H., 1865. 


921 


Come, my brethren, let us try, 
For a little season, 
Every burden to lay by; 
Come, and let us reason. 
What is this that casts you down? 
What is this that grieves you? 
Speak, and let the worst be known; 
Speaking may relieve you. 


meriag oa geen 7 & Ga: 


Think on what your Saviour bore 
In the gloomy garden, 
Sweating blood at every pore 
To procure your pardon. 
View him nailed upon the tree, 
Bleeding, groaning, crying; 
See, he suffered this for thee, 
For the guilty dying. 


Think of all your Saviour’s grace, 
Think how much he loves you; 
If he seems to hide his face, 
It is thus he proves you. 
Spread your wants before his throne; 
Tell him each temptation ; 
Trust him while you are cast down; 
Wait his sure salvation. 
Joseph Hart, ab. 1712-1768. v. 8, H., 1865. 


922 


Ghy Gud Reignath. 


Behold. King cometh. 
"goth 


See, He comes! he won the day! 
Go ye forth to meet him; 

Bring the palm and strew the way, 
And with singing greet him. 

Jesus is the victor’s name, 
Jesus, Lord of glory! 

Fly, ye heralds, spread his fame, 
Tell the joyful story. 


Well his people now may sing— 
Sing with exultation ; 

Since the victor is their King, 
And he brings salvation. 

Make the Saviour’s triumph known, 
Let the nations hear it; 

He alone deserves the crown, 


He alone shall wear it. 
Unknown. 


TS pee ae 


Boundless mercy from above 
Jesus is bestowing ; 
Tears of sorrow, joy, and love, 
From our eyes are flowing. 
Christ has died the lost to save, 
Risen to dwell in glory; 

Christ has triumphed o’er the grave, 
Shout the joyful story. 

Hungry souls by him are fed 
With the bread of heaven; 

See his bounteous table spread, 
Freely all is given: 

Weary souls in him find rest, 
Mourners consolation; 

Heavy-laden hearts are blest, 


Sinners find salvation. 
H., 1880. 


9 94 How Pennies oee ue mountains. "3 & 68. 


O how beautiful their feet, 
Who upon the mountains, 
Sound abroad the tidings sweet 
Of life’s flowing fountains. 
Mercy, peace, and plenteous grace, 

Sweet as heavenly manna, 
Now are offered to our race— 
Shout, and sing hosanna! 
Joyful tidings we have heard, 
And with hearts o’erflowing, 
Praise Jehovah for his word, 
His salvation showing. 


7s & 6s. 


925 


Qs & 68. 


926 


‘303 


922-926 


Soon His foes he will subdue 
By his mighty power; 

Soon he will make all things new, 
Bright as Eden’s bower. 


Soon time’s shades shall flee away; 
Groaning, suffering, sighing, 

Ne’er shall mar the perfect day, 
There shall be no dying: 

Life shall issue from the throne 
Like a crystal river, 

Death’s dark bondage shall be done, 
Life shall flow forever. 

Unknown, ab. cir.1840? Ver. 8, H., 1885. 


If a man die, shall he live agai 
Job xiv. 14, we-seetat 7 9 & OS 


If in dust I’m doomed to sleep, 
It is not forever; 

Fear may for a moment weep, 
Christian courage never. 

Years in rapid course shall roll, 
By time’s chariot driven, 

And my re-awakened soul 
Wing its flight to heaven. 


What though o’er my mortal tomb 
Clouds and mists be blending, 
Sweetest hopes shall share the gloom, 
Hopes to heaven ascending. 
These shall be my stay and trust, 
Ever bright and vernal, — 
Life shall blossom out of dust, 
Life and joy eternal. 
John Bowring, 1792-1872. 


As the as hae ss and ever. 43 & 68. 

See on high the myriad stars 
Calmly o’er us beaming ; 

Far from tumults, strifes, and wars, 
Ever brightly gleaming. 

Marshaled by their Maker’s might, 
They obedience render; 

Shining through the silent night 
With unfading splendor. 


Thus may we, like sons of day, 
Ever brightly shining, 

Through time’s night pursue our way, 
Knowing no declining. 

Turning many to the light, 
And to God its giver, 

Till we shine in glory bright 


Like the stars forever. 
HL, 1870. 


927-928 Ganght np Soggther With hau. 


Reunion, 7s & 68. Peculiar. _ Am E, 1a @ 
40” 


pie = < 
il, Fail and fleet forever, Yet my fears shall not prevail 
1. Tho’ my flesh and heart may fail, Fail and fle d ia rat hand eevona tie Esa 


Christ'shallleave me never. Heshalljourney by my side,Thro’ the si-lent riv- er, 
I shall live for- ev- er. 


O27 vr enters togetper unto Him. 73 5 Os,| Qo “Ach, une Wird das Herssoleer.” 7g & Ge, 


ohn xiv. 1, 2. 
2 When time’s stormy tempest-roar : . ‘ 
Is forever closing, Ah! this heart is void and chill, 


*Mid earth’s noisy thronging, — 
T shall on the other shore ; pS 
With Him be reposing: For the Father’s mansion still ; 


Loving eyes shall on me shine, Earnestly ’tis longing. 


ee ee eee 


Hands shall stretch to meet me, Cuorvus. 
Loving arms shaf round me twine, Looking home, looking home, 
Loving voices greet me. Toward the heavenly mansions 


Jesus hath prepared for me 


3 There my little ones, I know, In his Fether"s Staedonn 
gdom. 


Round me shall be clinging; 


There the loved of long ago In the garments once so strong, 
With me shall be singing: Now are rents distressing; 

Oh, that land I long to see, And the sandals worn so long, 
Where the weary-hearted Heavily are pressing. 

Shall with Christ in glory be, 
Never to be parted. Oh! to be at home, and gain 

4 Saviour,come and bring the day, — All for which we're sighing ; 
Day of endless gladness ; From all earthly want and pain 

Drive our tears and gloom away, To be swiftly flying. 


Banish all our sadness: 
Let us see the light of home, 
Hear its music swelling ; 
Bring us through the conquered tomb 
To that heavenly dwelling. 

H 


With this load of sin and care 
Then no longer bending, 

But with waiting angels there, 
On our Lord attending, 


i Soon the glorious day will dawn, 


C onfidence. p. 302. Heavenly pleasures bringing; 


Ta a a Sy Night will be exchanged for morn 
je oe eee Sighs give place to singing. 


C. J. P. Spitta, 1801-1859. Zr. Jane Borthwick, 1854-1862. 
4. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1883, 3 


Gampted in all Points Wikg as We ary, 


929 7s & 6s 


Suffering Saviour, Lamb vf God, 
How hast thou been smitten! 
With th’ Almighty’s wrathful rod, 
Soul and body stricken! 
We, for whom thou once wast slain, 
We, whose sins didst pierce thee, 
Now commemorate thy pain, 
And implore thy mercy. 


We would with thee sympathize 
In thy bitter passion ; 

With soft hearts and weeping eyes 
See thy great salvation. 

Thine’s an everlasting love, 

_ We have sorely tried thee. 

Whom have we in heav’n above, 

Whom on earth beside thee? 


What can helpless sinners do, 
When temptations seize us? 

Nought have we to look unto 
But the blood of Jesus. 

Pardon all our baseness, Lord, 
All our weakness pity; 

Guide us safely by thy word 
To the heavenly city. 


Lord, sustain us on the road 
Through this desert dreary ; 
Feed us with thy flesh and blood, 
When we’re faint and weary. 

Bid us call to mind thy cross, 
Our hard hearts to soften; 
Often, Saviour, feed us thus, 
For we need it often. 


Bruised for our iniquities, 
Isa, liii. 5, $ 


Unknown, cir. 1820? 


Jesus wahres Gotteslamm. 


930 
Jesus, Lamb of God, thou art 
My soul’s life and treasure; 
Bridegroom of my loving heart, 
I am thine forever. 
In thy fold may I abide 
While on earth a stranger, 
Safely sheltered by thy side, 
Free from fear and danger. 


Gracious Shepherd, linger near, 
Through the darkness dreary ; 

Keep me safe from every fear, 
Through the night-watch weary. 


805 


929-932 


While dark fiends like lions roar, 
While fierce woes oppress me, 

Strong in Thee, I fear no more, 
Thou dost keep and bless me. 


Shepherd, Bishop of my soul, 
In thy love confiding, 

On I press to reach my goal, 
Thou my footsteps guiding. 
Grant me thro’ this desert drear 
Mercy, peace, and blessing; 
Lingering not while rest is near, 


Keep me homeward pressing. 
Old German Hymn, Zr. H., 1879. 


9 81 Thou shalt ants ea in thy lot. U4 3 & 68. 


Rest in peace, thy woes are past 
Thou art freed from sorrow 
Eventide has come at last, 
Rest, and wait the morrow 
Toils and trials now are o’er, 
Thou art done with sadness; 
Earth shall vex thy soul no more, — 
What remains but gladness? 
Rest in peace on Jesus’ arm, 
In his love confiding ; 
Safe from every ill and harm, 
While night’s hours are gliding; 
Till the shadows flee away, 
Till the morning, breaking, 
Ushers in the endless day— 
All the saints awaking. 
Weep we not in hopeless grief, 
Endless light is dawning: 
Christ shall come to our relief, 
He shall bring our morning: 
Day of greetings, day of rest! 
End of sin and sighing, — 
In thy light may we be blest; 
Free from pain and dying. 


932 

Saviour, bless us as we part, 
Grant us thy protection ; 

To each praying, trusting heart 
Give divine direction. 

Lord, thy favors never cease, 
Of all good the Giver ;— 

May thy mercy, grace, and peace, 
Dwell with us forever. 


H., 1884, 


Th ce of the Lord Jesus Christ. 
oi & Cor. xiii. 14, 73 & 68. 


H. 1884 


933 


Intercession. 


ph 
———a-—f] SS ers eS 


933 
Faint not, weary pilgrim, 
Faint not by the way; 
Listen to your Saviour— 
What doth Jesus say? 
‘Ever as thy day is, 
So thy strength shall be; 
Let not courage fail thee, 
I have prayed for thee.” 


I have peered for thee. 
Luke xxii. 82, 


What though sore temptations 
Meet you in the way, 

Fear not, humble Christian, 
Drive your fears away. 

Tn thy tribulations 
Look to Calvary ; 

Hear your dying Saviour 
Praying still for thee. 


Though the raging tempter, 
Seeking for his prey, 
Tries to turn your footsteps 
From the narrow way; 
Tf you firm resist him, 
He will from you flee; 
Fear not, you will conquer, 
Jesus prays for thee. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1885. 


Saviour—Whatdoth Je - sus say? “Ey- 


id 
Let not courage fi 
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il thee, 
eo 


What though friends forsake you, 
Earthly comforts fail, 

Cast your care on Jesus, 
Let not fears prevail. 

See your loving Saviour 
Suffering on the tree, 

Bleeding, groaning, dying, 
Praying still for thee. 


What though you may meet with 
Trials in the way, 

Lean upon your Saviour, 
He will be your stay. 

Onward press with courage, 
Feeble though you be, 

Never be disheartened, — 
‘*T have prayed for thee.” 


How these words of comfort 
Heavenly joy impart! 
May they be forever 
Stamped upon my heart. 
Blessed consolation | 
Naught so sweet can be 
As the words of Jesus— 
“T have prayed for thee.” 


James Lawson, 1878, 


ee ee ee ee eee eee 


Put ot the Whole Arwor of Gnd. 


9384 
Forward, Christian soldiers, 
Through a hostile land, 
Victory is before you, 

March with sword in hand; 
He who, in the desert, 

Satan’s power o’ercame, 
Giveth you this victory 

Through his wondrous name. 


Though the Prince of darkness 
Girds him for the fight, 
You may well defy him 
With the arms of light: 
Thro’ the gathering blackness 
Flash the gleaming Word; 
Hell’s dark hosts are routed 
By the Spirit’s sword! 


We are well able to overcome, 
) m. xiii. 30. 


Forward, Christian soldiers! 
Lo, before you lies 
Yonder goodly country, 
God’s fair Paradise: 
Tho’ the foes are many 
Who our march withstand, 
We thro’ Christ are able 
To possess the land. 


Forward, Christian soldiers! 
Watch, and fight, and pray, 
Clad in God’s whole armor, 
You shall gain the day. 
When the war is over, 
And the victory won, 
May we hear our Leader 
Say to us, ‘‘ Well done!” 


H., 1884. 


935 
Where the mourner, weeping, 
Sheds the secret tear, 
God his watch is keeping, 
Though none else be near. 
God will never leave thee; 
All thy wants he knows, 


I will never leave thee. 
Heb. xiii. 5. 


Feels the pains that grieve thee, 


Sees thy cares and woes. 


Raise thine eyes to heaven 
When thy spirits quail, 
When, by tempests driven, 
Heart and courage fail; 
Go thy Way. p. 310. 


6s & 5s. 


68 & 58. 
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934-936 


When in grief you languish 
He will dry the oe } 

He his children’s anguish 
Soothes with succor near. 


All thy woe and sadness 
In this world below 
Balance not the gladness 
Thou at last shalt know, 
When thy gracious Saviour 
Coming from above, 
Crowns thee with his favor, 
Fills thee with his love. 


Heinrich 8. Oswald, 1793. Zr. Frances E. Coa, ab. 1864. 


936 


Return unto thy rest, O ul. ‘Ai 
Pasipvext $< end 


Cease, my soul, thy strayings! 
Have they brought thee peace? 
Come, no more delayings, 
Cease thy wanderings, cease. 
Thou hast found thy centre; 
There, my soul, abide; 
Never more adventure 
Now to swerve aside. 


Thou hast reached thy dwelling; 
Safe, sure anchorage 

From the perilous swelling 
Of the tempest’s rage. 

Tranquil hours now greet thee, 
In thy calm abode; 

Gracious looks now meet thee, 
From thy loving God. 


See yon star, love-lighted, 
Sparkles from on high; 
See yon hope, love-plighted, 
Cheers thy heaviest sky. 
Watch, my soul, the glory 

Coming brightly up, 
O’er yon forest hoary, 
O’er yon mountain-top. 


Tis the bridal morning; 
Rise, make no delay; 

Put on thine adorning, 
Cast thy weeds away. 

Pierce these mists that blind thee, 
Press to yonder prize, 

Break the bonds that bind thee, 
Rise, my soul, arise! 

2 Horatius Bonar, 1857. 


937 Foy Shall be in Heaven, 


, - 
,Bolls of Joy are Ringing, — 6% 5&7. 187% 


en ai 2 es SY ES a aE” = re 


boye. Ring the bells r - Ring the bells! | 
h ard, Waken joys a-bove. Ring the bells!.... ing the bells! ; 
a: td Ee the bells! Ring the bells! { 
: ; 
937 And they tierra" GS &58.! Hark! the music swelling! ‘+ 
Bells of joy are ringing, See the table spread; 
High in heaven’s blue dome; Notes of joy are telling, 
Angel hosts are singing He who once was dead, 
While the lost come home. From his husks returning, 
Prodigals returning, Wears the robe and ring; 
Taste a Father’s love; Ends the Father’s yearning, 
Wand’rers hasting homeward, Wakes his heart to sing. ; 


Waken joys above. Ring the bells, ete. 
From the desert, singing 
On his weary way, 
Comes the Shepherd bringing 
One who went astray; 
Calling friends and neighbors, 
Telling all around, Crowd the hall with beggars, 


‘Sing with me for gladness; h 
T the lost have found!” : aeene — seers H., 1877. 


Go ye to the highways, 
Call the hungry in; 

Seek them in the hedges, 
Full of pain and sin; 

Bid them to the supper, 
Haste! the feast is spread, 
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933 


§Ry Son was Dowd and is Alig Again, 


uke xv. 1 


I bias ens go to Sad father. 68-& 5s. 9398s windows Reiss onee tone Jerusalem.g 5g, 


Lonely and dejected, 

See the lost one pine; 
Wretched and neglected, 

*Mid the husks and swine: 
Now no more deluded, 

He forsakes his woe,— 
Saying, ‘‘To my father 

I will rise and go.” 


Cuorvs. 


Wanderer, come! still there’s room; 
Welcomes wait for thee at home: 
Still the Father loves his child, 
Now to Him be reconciled. 


O’er the wayward wanderer 
Still the father yearns, 
Watches till the tearful 
Prodigal returns ; 
Hears him in contrition 
All his sins confess: 
Pities his condition, 
Clasps him to his breast. 


Filled with deepest sorrow 
Hear the wayward one: 
“‘T am no more worthy 
To be called thy son.” 
On his brow the father 
Plants the kiss of peace, 
Hushes all his sorrows, 
Bids his wanderings cease. 


Oh! thou weary wanderer, 
Why so long delay? 

Lo, the Father waiteth, 
Why not come to-day? 
Why with want and hunger 
Perish, far from home? 
Poor, lost, weary wanderer, 


Come this hour! come home! 
H., 1884. 


ee ES 


Set thy windows open 
To thy Father’s home, 
Count the days appointed 
Till His kingdom come; 
Captive here with strangers, 
Come apart from them; 
Set thy windows open 
To Jerusalem! 


‘CHorus. _ 
Watch and pray, day by day, 
Though from: Zion far away ; 
Foes may gather, fear not them, 


Look toward Jerusalem. 


Though thou dwell with lions 
Here in this strange land, 

God will still subdue them 
By his angel’s hand; 

In thy spirit’s chamber, 
Undismayed by them, 

Set thy windows open 
To Jerusalem! 


Open them to angels 

As they go and come, ~ 
Open them to visions 

Of thy Father’s home; 
Open, till there lighten 

On thy face through them 
Brightness of the rising 

Of Jerusalem ! 


See the light in darkness 
Of the wondrous cross! 
See the golden city 
Rise from dust and dross! 
Every stone transfigured, 
Now a shining gem, 
Tells Messiah’s glory 
In Jerusalem. 


Keep thy windows open, 
Let thine heart forget; 
Watch and pray, beloved, 
Till the time God set, » 
Till the angels call thee ~ 
To return with them 
Home to dwell forever 


In Jerusalem! 
R. M., 1877. 


938-939 


940-941 Pope Ghow in Gad, 


jyM20 thy Way for this Time. 6s & 5s. 
p 


g 
E 


is time, Spir- it, go thy way! Earth is full of pleasure, 


940 = te etme 688 58./941 Weetmoncgtcowat 6s & 5s. 
2 O’er the death-doomed sinner, Why that look of sadness? 
Mercy from her throne, Why that downcast eye? 
Lifts her cry of anguish, ®an no thought of gladness 
“Oh, that thou hadst known! Lift thy soul on high? 
Oft would I have gathered — O, thou heir of heaven, 
All thy sins forgot — Think of Jesus’ love, 
Oft would I have saved thee, — While to thee is given 
Sinner, thou wouldst not!” All his grace to prove. 
3 On the throne of judgment, Is thy burdened spirit % 
Lo, the King appears! Anguished for thy sin? 
He who, o’er the sinner, Think of Jesus’ merit: 
Vainly poured his tears; He can make thee clean. 
To his tender pleadings On the cross he suffered, 
Thou hast steeled thy heart, There the Lamb was slain; 
Canst thou bear to hear him Let that blood, thus offered, 
Speak the word ‘‘ Depart”’? Cleanse thee from each stain. 
4 Sinner, Christ is calling, Is thy spirit drooping? 
Waiting still to-day! Is the tempter near? 
But the sands are falling, Still on Jesus hoping, 
Why will you delay? What hast thou to fear? 
‘“More convenient season ” See the prize before thee; 
Never shalt thou see; Gird thy armor on; 
Now’s the day of mercy, — Heir of grace and glory, 
To the Saviour flee! Struggle for thy crown. 
H., 1874. Unknown, cir. 1840? 
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Gu yy into alt the World, 


949 Unto the Uipemost ae of the earth. 68 & 5s. 


To the far-off regions 
Men of God, away; 
Meet the hostile legions 

Face the proud array. 
‘You who are appointed 
In this course to run 
Go ye forth, anointed 
By the Holy One. 


Think not of delaying 
When your Master calls: 
Tis no time for straying 
In the pleasant halls. 
Home is sweet, but sweeter 
It is to obey; 
This is wiser, better, 
Men of God, away! 


Soon thy God appearing 
Will dry up your tears; 
Wait, then, nothing fearing, 
Wait till he appears. 
Gladness without measure 

Will be yours that day; 
Holy joy and pleasure 
Not to pass eway. 


944 


‘homas Kelly, ab. 1769-1855. 


943 


Welcome, happy morning! 
. . Age to age shall say: 

Hell to-day is vanquished, 
Heaven is won to-day. 

Lo, the dead is living, 
God forever more! 

Him, their true Creator, 
All his works adore. 


Earth with joy confesses, 
Clothing her for spring, 
All good gifts returned with 
Her returning King: 
Bloom in every meadow, 

Leaves on every bough, 
Speak his sorrows ended, 
Hail his triumph now. 


Maker and Redeemer, 
Life and health of all, 
Thou, from heaven beholding 
Human nature’s fall, 


Heis not here, but is risen. 
L iv. 6. 


68s &5s. 
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942-944 


Of the Father’s Godhead 
True and only Son, 

Manhood to deliver, 
Manhood didst put on. 


Thou, of life the author, 
Death didst undergo, 

Tread the path of darkness, 
Saving strength to show; 

Come then, true and faithful, 
Now fulfill thy word, 

’Tis thine own third morning, 
Rise, my buried Lord! 


Loose the souls long prisoned, 
Bound with Satan’s chain; 

All that now is fallen, 
Raise to life again ; 

Show thy face in. brightness, 
Bid the nations see; 

Bring again our daylight; 
Day returns with thee! 


Venatius Fortunatus. d, 609. Tr. J. Ellerton. 
( Sung by Jerome of Prague at the stake.) 


The night shall be light about me. 
as cxxaee ll. 6s & 5s. 


Now the day is over, 
Night is drawing nigh; 
Shadows of’ the evening 
Steal across the sky. 
Jesus, grant the weary 
Calm and sweet repose; 
With thy tenderest blessing 
May our eyelids close. 


Grant to little children 
Visions bright of thee; 
Guard the sailors tossing 
On the angry sea. 
Comfort every sufferer 
Watching late in pain; 
Those who plan some evil, 
From their sins restrain. 


Through the long night watches, 
May thine angels spread 

Their white wings above me, 
Standing round my bed. 

When the morning wakens, 
Then may I arise 

Pure, and fresh, and sinless, 
In thy holy eyes. 


Sabine Baring-Gould. 


045 On Bis Bent Wee Many Crowns. 


Thereis a Kingof Glory. 78, 4s, 88 & 10s. H., 1879, — 


63°" 


3 
in pro-phet-ic sto -ry, Descend-ing from the skies; The babe of Bethle- 
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va - ry, Not crown’d with thorns and - 
a 2. 


mocked and led a-way, Butcrown’d withev - er-last-ing glo-ry now. 
: 2 


94. 5 Who x Spaergaree ef ploy? P.M. 
2 He cometh, cometh speedy, 3 O tears, and sin, and sighing, 
To save his suffering saints, Now let your prisoner go, 
Saints groaning, waiting, ready, Discharged from pain and dying ; 
And endeth their complaints; And from a world of woe; 
With joy they meet him in the air, I go to Christ—he comes to me— 
And shout the swelling triumph there! | We meet in bright eternity ; 
No longer poor and needy, On clouds he cometh flying, 
But crowned with glory now! On clouds of glory now. 
Not one’s reviled to-day ; Victorious in his wars, 
None stumble in the way, — Full many a palm he bears, 


All crown’d with everlasting glory now. | And crowns of everlasting glory now. 
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Duithar Shall Gharg 
d By. 


% 8, 7, 8, 7, 7, 7, 8 


by Any Morg Pain, 


eS 


By and by; 


be made plain 
_ 


946 48 & 38. 


2 When life’s lesson we shall learn, 
By and by, 

Jesus’ voice we shall discern, 
By and by; 

He will banish every sigh, 

Let us lift our hearts on high, 

Our redemption draweth nigh, 
By and by. 


Yet a little while. 
Heb. x. 37. 


For the Lord will come a - gain, 


3 We shall see him eye to eye, 
By and by; 
We shall meet him in the sky, 
By and by; 
We shall hear his tender tone, 
We shall be no more alone, 
He is coming to his own, 
By and by. 


p. 315. 


Anna H. C. Howard, 1879. 
I will Come. 


4 Oh, what are tribulation, 
And all the ills I bear, 
Compared with this salvation, 
And all the glory there? 
Behold, a city fair and high, 
Bright Capital of earth and sky, 
That dureth with duration, 
All filled with glory now! 
The armies of His grace, 
Triumphant reach the place— 
Tis glory, everlasting glory now! 
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5 There every sight that pleases, 
There every sound that cheers, 
There sweet immortal breezes, 
Inspire the palmy years; 
There all the just join in a band, 
From every age, from every land, 
While o’er them reigns King Jesus, 
With crowns of glory now! 
The people of His grace, 
Have reached the heavenly place, 


Tis glory, everlasting glory now! 
Unknown, cir. 1842, 
38 


947 


Angel Guards. 


1 There are an- gels ev - er near us, As ourhomeward way we go; 
2 Lo! theyride the rag~-ing tempests, On the viewless winds they fly, 
3 Tho’ the hosts of hell may gath- er In their madness to the fray, 
4 There is joy a-mong the an-gels, When a prod - i- galicames.hame, 


ee 


They encamp around a - bout us night and day; In their hands they bearus 
Or they robethemselves in glo - ry like a flame;Tho’ unseen by mor-tal 
Yet God’s mightier host is marshaled to de-fend, Andthey turn the tide of 
When a lost one turns to tread the heavenly road; O ye lone and wea-ry 


mas 
fe a 
a 
AS} 
up - ae Thro’ a wil- der-ness of woe, Lest our fee-ble feet should 
vis-ion, Yet tofaith’s a-noint-ed eye They arenear as when in 
bat - tle, And they drive the foes a-way, And thesaintsshall be  vic- 
wanderers, To your Father’s Mabie igi come, And find peaceand par - don 


stum- ble in the way. on 

an - cient times they came. | There are an- gels hovering round, There are 
to-rious at the end. 

thro’ a Saviour’s blood. 


an~-gels hovering round, There are an - gels,an = gels hovering round, 
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Be that Shalf Come, Wit Gaue, 948-950 


I Will Come. 1s & 3s. H., 1879, 
45 


Hear the sweet,con-sol-ing word, I will come! 


{ When foryou I have prepared Yonder home, In my Father’s house there are 


Many mansions bright and fair; And whenallis read-y there, 
1 


_ ea ese a a 
eae Bs ee ES ee 
tree nce! 


948 Ee a 7s &88. | Oh, let not your hearts despair, I will come; 
Faint not on your weary road far from home; | 1 am going to prepare you a home; 
Trust in me and trust in God, as yeroam; | From my palace in the skies, 


Though the way be dark and drear, T will come and bid you rise, 


Soon to banish every fear, I will come. lBy andBy. p.313. gd 
u 
949 - Are they ag eres spirits? 8,1 Ve 950 Who a 8, it, va 
O, ye saints, whose eyes are heavy, Will you flee to Christ for refuge, 
And whose hopes in fear expire, Even while ’tis called to-day? 
Look ye upward and behold yon radiant throng ;} Will you hasten to the heaven of his breast? 
See the mountain full of horses Will you come to him who loves you 
With their chariots of fire, And will wash your sins away? 
And then shout amid the strife your triumph song. | Will you hasten to the Saviour and be blest? 
Z CHORUS CHORUS. 
There are angels hovering round, There’s a refuge for the lost, 
There are angels hovering round, For the souls by tempest tossed ; 
There are angels, angels hoy’ring round. There’s a sheltering refuge for the lost. 
Lo, they stem the tide of conflict Sinner, fly to Christ this moment, 
When the enemy is strong; Do not wait another hour; 
And they comfort all the fainting and the sad ;| While the storm of judgment lingers haste away. 
And they bend to hear our voices He shall shield you by his mercy ; 
As we sing the victor’s song, He shall guard you by his power, 
And in all our joy and gladness they aro glad, | He shall save you in the solemn judgment day. 
When the Lord of all the angeis There’s a refuge for the weary, 
With his messengers of might, There’s a Saviour for the lost, 
In the glory of the Father soon shall come, | There’s a Shepherd seeking wanderers gone astray. 
He will send for us his angels, There’s a Helper for the helpless, 
On the wings of love and light, And for souls by tempests tossed, 


And will gather all his people to their home,| There’s a Saviour who will welcome you to-day. 
H., 1879. is HL, 1884, 
3 


951 He Shalt Send His Argels. 


xy-When the Angels Come. 


pd 

as oe 

a 
. 


. Ihave heard thatthey flyon — 


: =, 
day to see, And join theirra- di-ant com-pa-ny, When the angels come for me! 
. ST\ . 


a. 


Ne: ~ 


9 51 They shall ead okt His elect, Pp MM. 


2 I have heard of their conquering might, 
When in ages past they came; 

How they vanquished wrong, and guarded 

right, 

With pillar of cloud and flame. 

How they came to the help of faithful men, 

In the fiery flame and lions’ den ; 

How they smote the foes of God Most High; 

And I hope to meet them by and by, 
When the angels come for me. 


4 They shall come, the promise saith, 
With a mighty trumpet’s sound; 

They shall roll the stonefrom the gates of death, 
They shall rend the trembling ground ; 

They shall fly afar on the wings of light; 

They shall gatherthe blest to mansions bright, 

They shallrescue thetroubl dandtempest-tost ; 

They shall bring with gladness the lov’d and lost, 
When the angels come for me, 


5 When theransom’d shall raise their song, 
As before the throne they stand; 

In a glorious, happy, white-robed throng, 
With their palms in every hand; 

Then the angel hosts in a circle grand, 


3 I have heard that they guard the saints, 
Lest they stumble in the way ; 

That they camp around their pilgrim tents, 
In the darkness and the day ; 

That they fly with speed at the voice of prayer 3} 

That they make the little ones their hare : / i. “3 . ing sigs 5 chexh rica 

That they sang for joy o’er Bethlehem’s plain, en noah ae hae : shart eine TOOLEL: h 

And I hope to hear their song again, nd preuse Gack honsir Hhenkend Mas titich, 


When the angels come for me. When the angels come for me. are 
“9. 
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a Ohe Gates of it Shalt mot kre Sturt. 952-953 


_ Bright Angels Open the Door. 7, 7, 7, 6, 6, 6, % H. B. H., Avr, 1877. 
30” 


“a ers. Eo 
angels To keep eachshining door. They bid us welcome home! Welcome 


home, welcome home !They bid us welcome home,Bright an-gels 0 - pen the door, 


952 Mab = 678 & 68.) 953 SECOND PART. 
2 There stand the golden mansions, 5 From Bethlehem’s lowly manger, 
Prepared for all the ransomed ; . A pilgrim and a stranger, 
The Prince of our redemption, Through this dark world of danger, 
For us has gone before. Our griefs the Saviour bore: 
He bids us welcome home! 
CuHoRvs. Welcome home, &e. 
They bid us welcome home! 
Welcome home, welcome home! 6 Poor wanderer, lost and weary, 
They bid us welcome home, In sin’s dark desert dreary, 
Bright angels open the door. Thy Shepherd now is near thee, 
Come, give thy wanderings o’er. 
8 The blest of every nation, He bids you welcome home! 
Released from tribulation, Welcome home, &c. 
In garments of salvation, Ban 
There meet to part no more. 7 Then pilgrims, cease your fearing, 
That home of joy is nearing; 
4 The blessed and the holy, And at our Lord’s appearing 
In that bright home of glory, Our wanderings shall be o’er. 
Shall chant redemption’s story, He comes to take us home! 
Like ocean’s mighty roar. Take us home, &c. 


EEE SSS H., 1877. 
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954-955 What Shalt Tt Pyokit a GRan? q 


What Shall it Profit? 1s, 88 & 10s. ‘ML, 1878. 
80” 


A hb 

CF es a Pee ee TS 

——— ————a =a 
es) ocean Ste “ » 


t throneappears? What will it 


profit to gain the whole? What wiltthou give in exchange for thy soul? 


What shall a man give in exchange 7 8. 10; 5 For thy soul a price was paid, 
95 h cn oe : = pes d ‘ de. hou wast bought with precious blood; 
2. Marth has honor, wealth and:pride, Say, shall Christ’s sorrows vain be made? 


Earth has joys and fancies gay; == -| "gay. for this world wilt thou leavethy God? 
ig pices rrr ——, day>| What shall it profit to gain the whole? 
? : eae ; 
What will it profit to gain the whole? pibat wil teen rescence aoe 
What wilt thou givein exchange for thy soul? 
55 “Exkexviae 7, 8, & 10. 
3 Chaplets fair may crown thy head, | Now the gracious Saviour stands, 
Flowers along thy pathway bloom; Calls the sinner to his breast; 
What are they worth on a dying bed? | Stretches to you his piercéd hands, 
What in the shadow of the tomb? Says to the weary, ‘‘Come and rest.” 


What shall it profit to gain the whole? | Why will ye linger when grace is nigh? 
What wilt thou givein exchange for thy soul?} Haste to the Saviour,for why will ye die? 


Soon in power the Judge shall come; 
Heaven and earth shall flee away; 

Who can endure the sinner’s doom? 
Who can abide that awful day? 


4 Wilt thou sell thy birthright great? 
Can this world thy treasure buy? 
When thou hast lost thy high estate, 
Then thou shalt utter a bitter cry! Why will ation arti. ae. 
What shall it profit to gain the whole? | Haste to the Sarioun for who ill ye tial 
What wilt thou give in exchangefor thy soul? ’ y Pi Sek 
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~e 


Who hath bab-blings,brawls and blows? Who in gall - ing chains is bound? 
a ee 


| They who tar-ry long at wine,—They who madd’ning draughts combine. 
tN 


956 ee ea 78.| Revelry in shame shall end, 
Who hath sorrow, who hath woes, Mirth shall change to direst woe ; 


Reddened eyes and causeless wounds?| Far from helper and from friend, 
Who hath babblings, brawls, and blows?|__ Swift to ruin thou shalt go. 


Who in galling chains is bound? Blackness, darkness and despair, 
They that tarry long at wine, — Shall surround thee everywhere. 
They who maddening draughts combine.}| Thoughtless one! be warned to-day, 

Thoughtless one! be warned to-day, From the wine-cup turn away. 


From the wine-cup turn away. 
By the love of Him who bore 


Though the goblets flash with light, Suffering, shame, and death for thee 
Yet the bubbles’ ruby gleam Look upon the wine no more, 

Soon shall end in blackest night, Cry to God to make thee free. 
Like a weird and mocking dream. He who bore our sin and pain, 

Then the serpent’s coil shall cling, Longs to break thy galling chain. 

Then the adder’s fang shall sting. Thoughtless one! be warned to-day, 
Thoughtless one, be warned to-day, From the wine-cup turn away. 
From the wine-cup turn away. H., 1878. 
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957 


CHORUS. 
Oh, come un-to me, the 


come un-to me, the 


Saviour saith, 


i 


‘Saviour vaiaur wath re I will give you rest. 


957 


Oh, word of peace to souls opprest! 
Come unto me, come unto me; 
I give the heavy-laden rest, 
O sinner, come to me! 
Come, on my bosom cast thy care, 
Come to me; 
Come, take my yoke, my burden bear, 
Come to me. 


Come unto me, all ye that labor. 
Matt. xi. 28. 


Cuorvs. 


Oh, come unto me, the Saviour saith, 
Come unto me, come unto me; 

Oh, come unto me, the Saviour saith, 
And I will give you rest. 


Ye laboring souls, with sin bow’d down, 


Come unto me, come unto me; 


Your heads with blessings I will crown, 


Oh wanderers, come to me! 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880. 


P. M. 


I bid the sinner’s anguish cease; 
Come to me; 

I give the guilty conscience peace; 
Come to me. 


To-day attend my gracious call, 
Come unto me, come unto me; 
I died for sinners one and all, 
O lost one, come to me! 
Oh, yield thy heart and trust me now; 
Come to me; 
At mercy’s throne submissive bow; 
Come to me. 


Our weary souls the call obey, 
Come unto me, come unto me; 
While it is now salvation’s day, 
O Christ, we come to thee! 
A sinful world we now forsake, 
All for thee; 
The consecrated cross we take, 


And follow thee. 
H.,1880, 


820 


Ohg Kord Shall Cuidy Shey Continnay, 


Trust Song. 


tent with what he will bestow, 


Assured he 


958 


Henry Pollard, 1878. 
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not let me stray; 


2a 


958 For thy Esme emer lead oe guideme. gy ¢ 7g, 


Just as God leads me I would go; 
I would not ask to choose my way; 
Content with what he will bestow, 
Assured he will not let me stray ; 
So, as he leads, my path I make, 
And step by step I gladly take, 
A child in thee confiding. 


Just as God leads, I am content; 
I rest me calmly in his hands; 
That which he has decreed and sent, 
That which his will for me commands, 
I would that he should all fulfill, 
That I should do his gracious will 
Tn living or in dying. 


Just as God leads, I all resign; 
I trust me to my Father’s will; 
When reason’s rays deceptive shine, 
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His counsel would I yet fulfill; 
That which his love ordained as right 
Before he brought me to the light, 
My all to him resigning. 


Just as God leads me, I abide 
In faith, in hope, in suffering, true; 
His strength is ever by my side— 

Can aught my hold on him undo? 
So patiently I wait, and know 
That he who doth my life bestow 

In kindness all is sending. 


Just as he Jeads I onward go, 
Oft amid thorns and briars keen; 
God does not yet his guidance show, 
But in the end it shall be seen 
How, by a loving Father’s will, 
Faithful and true, he leads me still, 


A child in him confiding. 
Lampertns, 1625. 
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959-960 


A Good Sofdigr 


Trumpeter. 


C.M. 


of Fqans Christ. 


Old melody, Arr. H., 1883. 


959 


Ye soldiers of the risen Lord, 
Your leader from the sky, 
Speaks to you from his living Word 
And sounds his battle ery. 
CHoRvs. 
Gird on the armor of your God, 
Quit you like men, be strong; 
You shall o’ercome thro’ Jesus’ blood 
And sing the conqueror’s song. 


Ye wrestle not with flesh and blood, 
Nor carnal battles fight ; 

Ye war against the foes of God, 
Clad in the arms of light. 


Stand with your loins well girt with truth, 
Your breastplate, righteousness, 

Your beauteous feet prepared and shod 
With the glad news of peace. 


Take, then, o’er all, the shield of faith, 
Which God alone imparts, 

To shelter you from Satan’s wrath, 
And quench his fiery darts, 


uit you like men, be strong. 
Quity 1 Cor. xvi. 18. ‘ 


The helmet of salvation take 
And grasp the Spirit’s sword ;— 
Nothing can hell’s dark armor break, 
But God’s almighty word. 


Pray with all prayer, and supplicate 
The Saviour’s matchless grace; 
That we, at last, with all the saints 


In peace may see his face. 
H., 1888. 


By Permission. 


Lord, remember me when thou comest. 
Cc. M. 960 Luke xxiii, 42. Cc. M. 


Beside the cross where Jesus hung, 
When for our sins he died, 

A malefactor’s railing tongue 
The Saviour did deride; 

‘*Art thou the Christ? then save thyself,” 
The bleeding sinner saith, 

*¢ And rescue us who suffer here 
From anguish and from death.” 


Hard by, another sufferer hung, 
Exposed and crucified, 

Who silenced the vile scoffer’s tongue, 
And to his taunts replied, — 

‘*Hast thou no fear of God?” he cried, 
‘* Our righteous doom is pain; 

But He who hangeth by our side 
Has lived without a stain.” 


Then to the dying Christ he turned, 
And offered up his plea: 

‘*When Thou shalt in thy kingdom come, 
O Lord, remember me.”’ 

‘“Truly, to-day, I say to thee,’’ 
The suffering Lord replies, 

‘«Thy prayer is heard, and thou shalt be 


With me in paradise,”’ 
HL, 1881. 
ES 


p.110, Amazing Grace. 128 


jail 


322 


Ghe Armory of Trinh. 


961 c. M. 


The Lord the 7dge, before his throne, 
Bids the whe<s earth draw nigh; 
The nations near the rising sun, 
And near the western sky. 


Our God shall come. 
Psalm 1. 3. 


No more shall bold blasphemers say 
‘* Judgment will ne’er begin ;” 
No more abuse His long delay 
To impudence and sin. 


Throned on a cloud our God shall come, 
Bright flames prepare his way; 

Thunder and darkness, fire and storm, 
Lead on the dreadful day. 


Heaven from above His call shall hear, 
Attending angels come, 

And earth and hell shall know and fear 
His justice and their doom. 


‘But gather all my saints,”’ He cries, 
‘«That made their peace with God 
By the Redeemev’s sacrifice, 
And sealed it with his blood.” 


Their faith and works,brought forth to light 
Shall make the world confess 
Thy sentence of reward is right, 


And heaven adore my grace. 
Isaac Watts, 1719. 


Cc. M. 


962 


Hark! listen to the trumpeters! 
They call for volunteers ; 

On Zion's bright and flowery mount 
Behold the officers. 

In garments white and armor bright, 
With courage bold they stand. 

Enlisting soldiers for the King, 
To march to Canaan’s land. 


Put on the whole armor of God. 
Eph, vi. 11. 


It sets my heart all in 4 flame, 
A soldier I would be; 

I will enlist, gird on my arms, 
And fight for liberty ; 

We want no cowards in our band, 
Who will our colors fly; 

We call for valiant-hearted men 
Who are not afraid to die. 


961-963 


SECOND PART. 

Behold the soldiers of the Lord, 
How martial they appear; 

All armed and dressed in uniform 
They look like men of war; 

They follow Christ, the Son of God, 
The holy, spotless Lamb; 

Who wears a vesture dipped in blood, 
King Jesus is his name. 


Sinners, enlist with Jesus Christ, 
The eternal Son of God; 

And march with us to Canaan’s land 
Beyond the swelling flood. 

The trumpets sound, the armies shout, 
They drive the hosts of hell; 

Their Leader conquers every foe, 
The Greut Immanuel. 


Lift up your heads, ye soldiers bold, 
Redemption draweth nigh; 
We soon shall hear the trumpet’s sound 
That shakes the earth and sky; 
On angel pinions we shall rise 
And leave the world on fire; 
And all surround the throne of love; 
And join the heavenly choir. 
John A. Granade, 1302. 
963 Confess with bak amiga tae Lord Jesus. Cc. M, 


If thou shalt in thine heart believe 
That Christ who died, arose, 

And doth with God in glory live 
Triumphant o’er his foes, — 

And if thou dost before mankind 
Confess him as thy Lord, 

Thou shalt his saving mercy find, 
For thus declares his Word. 


Cuorvs. 
I do believe, I do believe 
Christ Jesus died and rose; 
I here confess him as my Lord, 
Before both friends and foes. 


For with the heart to righteousness, 
Doth man in God believe ; 

And they who, with the mouth confess, 
Salvation shall receive. 


| Not all thy works, nor toils, nor tears, 


God’s loving grace can win; 
He loves thee now, oh, trust his grace, 
And he shall cleanse thy sin. 
A, 1885 
Q 
be 
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964 Behold, I stand at the doorand knock. (4 yr 
Rev. iii. 20. 2 eae 


2 Thy long delay no slave would bear 
With such a lowly grace; 

Yet such a look as monarchs wear 
Is on his patient face. 


8 His kingly locks are damp with dews; 


He waiteth wearily; 
Rise, O my soul, nor still refuse 
The gifts he brings to thee. 


4 His hands are filled with length of days, 


Wisdom and riches rare; 
He calleth thee to pleasant ways, 
To heavenly mansions fair. 


5 Rise, O my soul, no longer wait, 
And open to thy King; 
Lest at thy door, unbarred too late, 
Thou seek him sorrowing. 
Mary A. Lathbury, 1875. 


Make a joyful noise unto God, all ye lands, - 
BEE Moke sso eatmixviel. eo Cc. M. 


O all ye lands, exalt His fame, 
Who shed for us his blood; 


Let nations worship at his feet 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Amen, Lord Jesus, quickly come, 
To thee earth’s realms are given; 
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done 
In earth as ’tis in heaven. 
HL, 1880. 


h i im. 
966 Oh that I gq ene ye find Him. ¢ M. 


Oh that I knew the secret place 
Where I might find my God! 

Td spread my wants before His face, 
And pour my woes abroad. 


I’d tell Him how my sins arise, 
What sorrows I sustain, 

How grace decays, and comfort dies, 
And leaves my heart in pain. 


He knows what arguments I’d take 
To wrestle with my God; 

I'd plead for His own mercy’s sake, 
And for my Saviour’s blood. 


Who conquer’d death, and hell o’ercame,| Arise, my soul, from deep distress, 


And brought our souls to God. 


Let earth prepare her King to greet, 
Before his footstool fall; 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1876. 
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And banish every fear; 
He calls thee to His throne of grace, 


To spread thy sorrows there. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1721. 


Ghis my Son ws Dead. 
oc. u.} 969 


I willarise and go to my father. 


9 6 7 Luke xv. 18. 


My Father, see thy wandering one 
Returning from afar; 

Oh, for the sake of thy dear Son, 
Attend my bitter prayer. 


My Father, I confess my sin 
Against a gracious God; 

Wash thou my stains and make me clean, 
Through Christ’s atoning blood. 


I hate the servitude of sin, 
The hunger, husks, and swine; 
O Father, wilt thou take me in,— 
A servant hence of thine? 


Task no portion, make no claim 
To stand before thy face, 

But in thy well beloved’s name, 
Implore a servant’s place. 


The Father sees the wandering one, 
And hastes his child to meet; 

He owns and feasts him as a son— 
And makes his joys complete. = 


968 


Buried beneath the yielding wave 
The great Redeemer lies; 

Faith views him in the watery graye, 
And thence beholds him rise. 


Thus do his willing saints, to-day, 
Their ardent zeal express, . 

And in the Lord’s appointed way, 
Fulfill all righteousness. 


Buried Scene baptism. Cc. M. 


With joy we in his footsteps tread, 
And would his cause maintain— 
Like him be numbered with the dead, 

And with him rise and reign. 


His presence oft revives our hearts, 
And drives our fears away ; 

When he commands, and strength imparts, 
We cheerfully obey. 


Now blest Redeemer, we to thee 
Our grateful voices raise ; 
Washed in the fountain of thy blood, 


Our lives shall all be praise. 
Benjamin Beddome, 1717-1795. 


967-971 


The Way, the Truth, and the Life. 
John xiv,’6, Cc. M. 
Thou art the Way: to Thee, alone, 
From sin and death we flee; 
And he who would the Father seek, 
Must seek him, Lord, by thee. 


Thou art the Truth: thy word alone 
Sound wisdom can impart; 

Thou only canst inform the mind, 
And purify the heart. 


Thou art the Life: the rending tomb 
Proclaims thy conquering arm; 

And those who put their trust in thee, 
Nor death, nor hell shall harm. 


Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life; 
Grant us that Way to know, 
That Truth to keep, that Life to win, 
Whose joys eternal flow. 
George Washington Doane, 1842. 
970 


Oh, what a costly sacrifice! 
To save from misery, 

The Prince of Glory bleeds and dies 
Upon the accursed tree! 


By the sacrifice of himself. 
psses rg a ee c. M. 


Christ dies for me! My soul, awake 
With all thy powers, and bring 

Near to the cross, for Jesus’ sake, 
Thy costliest offering. 


Bring all thy treasures, grateful heart, - 
And cast them at his feet, c 

And humbled, feel how rich thou art, 
In righteousness complete. 


Christ blots my crimes, allays my fears, 
How wonderful his love! 
He shares my grief, he counts my tears, 


And writes my name above. 
D. C. Colesworthy, 1883. 


Now Saviour, bless us as we part, 
Our souls in union bind; 

In Thee may we be one in heart, 
In Thee be one in mind. 


Thro’ all earth’s thorny, dangerous ways, 
Do Thou our footsteps guide, 

Till we shall come to see thy face, 
And in thy rest abide. 


Be ye all of one mind. © 
vor Pet. Hi. 8. C. M. 


H,, 1883. 


325 


972 She Fors Got Omnipotent Reigneth. 


Hallelujah. 7, 8, 7, 8, 7, 7 HL, 1879. 
60" , 


972 Andlagels thoy seid: Allsluiel, Wp af Bg!| 4 Hallelujah! Christ will come, 
2 ‘Hallelujah! Christ has died, In'the clouds of: hesvenvdesqending; 


: P To receive his children home 
By his death God’s love revealing; 3 . am. seks 
From his piercéd hands and side, eye _— renee ae 
See the crimson current stealing ; Fatiniet  Ohna r a STOKE HORNS 
Sing, ye souls with sorrows tried, sag ee vat Big: Naina 
Hallelujah! Christ has died. 


: , : 5 Hallelujah! Christ shall reign 
3 Hallelujah! Christ has risen, O’er the earth long cursed and riven; 
Over death and hell victorious ; And his will be done again 
He has burst the gloomy prison, On the earth as in the heaven. 
_Hver living, ever glorious; i Sing, O earth, from hill and plain, 
Sing, ye ransomed from death’s prison,} Hallelujah! Christ shall reign, 
Hallelujah! Christ is risen. 


HL, 1877. 
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Battelujah, Salvation snk Cloyy, 973-974 


Finland. TOD, -4,.0; Bi Fr. Pacius, Arr. H,, 1880. 
50” Finnish National Air. 


Lift your voices,angels bright,Sing,ye sons of God; 
ell His fame who dwells in light, Who hath shed his blood. f Sound aloud your strains of praise, 


Sing to  ey-er-last- ing days, 


97 8 Praise oat eas angels. "g 58 4s. 974 Blessing, end. —. and glory. 7s, 5s, 4g, 
Lift your voices, angels bright, Saviour scourged and crowned with thorn, 
Sing, ye sons of God; Lamb for sinners slain; 
Tell His fame who dwells in light, Many crowns thy brow adorn, 
Who hath shed his blood. As thou comest to reign ; 
Sound aloud your strains of praise, Let thy glorious Kingdom come, 
Sing to everlasting days, — On the earth thy will be done; 
Hallelujah, hallelujah, Hallelujah, hallelujah, 
Praise ye the Lord! Praise ye the Lord! 
Morning stars, whose anthems rang All creation join to sing, 
When the world was made, Raise your voices high; 
Sing as o’er the Babe ye sang, Praise the everlasting King, 
In the manger laid; Holy, holy, ery! 
Praise your King, his triumphs tell, He who once our sorrows bore, 
He hath vanquished death and hell; Comeés to reign forevermore; 
Hallelujah, hallelujah, Hallelujah, hallelujah, 
Praise ye the Lord! Praise ye the Lord! 
Sing, ye saints who love his name, Every creature that hath breath 
Glory to the Lamb ; Join the general praise; 
Sound abroad his wondrous fame, Saints redeemed from sin and death, 
Praise the great I AM. Songs of triumph raise. 
He who on the cross once bled, Shout to see your last foe fall, 
Now is risen from the dead ; Shout, for God is all in all! 
Hallelujah, hallelujah, Hallelujah, hallelujah, 
Praise ye the Lord! Praise ye the Lord! 
H., 1850. Lie E., 1880. 


By Permission, 


‘975-976 K Grout Gatn. 


Garment. 8, 6, 8, 7, 8, 5, & 6. i., 1610 
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97 5 And touched Soe pee af bin garment. 97 6 wer hes — 
2 Touching the hem of His garment, |Tossed by the furious tempest 
Amid the surging throng, Upon the restless wave, 
She was healed that very moment, The disciples cry to Jesus, 
Of the plague she had borne so long. | ‘* We perish, O Master, save!” 
3 “Who touched my garment?” said Jesus, CHORUS. 
For virtue forth had gone; be Fine parce Ss wn ori 
Then she came and fell before him, He ph cet ; hx ein 
And told him of what she had done. Bea Oe ee 


His word is, “ Peace, be still.” 
4 “Daughter, thy faith hath saved thee, | ,. 
Thy malady shall cease; Why sleenesbaale abies 
Thou art healed of all thy sickness, For around our fragile vessel 
Now go on thy way in peace.” The billows in fury break.” 
Speak to our hearts, blessed Master, 
Subdue them by thy word; 
Till we bow in peace before thee, 
And own thee our Saviour and Lord. 
6 If thou hast touched his garment, Soon shall the tempest be over; 
And healing virtue found, How great shall be the calm’ 
Then proclaim the grace that saved thee, | When beyond the roar of the waters 


And publish to all around, Oh touch &e.| We sing the glad conqueror’s psalm. 
H., 1879. E., 
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5 Christ, the physician, is passing, 
He comes to save thy soul; 

While the throngs around are pressing, 
Believing will make thee whole. 


Riveys of Jiving Water. 


7, 6, 7, 6, 7, 7, 7, 6 


Living Water. 
ja 


Ho, ye thirsty, come an 


977 


Ho, ye thirsty, come and drink! 
Water! living water ! 

Gather at the fountain’s brink, 
Take the living water. 

Souls athirst, oh, hither haste, 

Stay not in the desert waste; 

Come, the healing waters taste, 
Water, living water. 


Ho! Syary.one that shizyieth. Qs & 68. 


On the thirsty, God doth pour 
Water! living water! 
Sweetly falls the Spirit’s shower, 
Precious heaven-sent water. 
Drooping souls like plants revive, 
And like willows grow and thrive, — 
Gracious Saviour, to us give 
Floods of living water. 


Wouldst thou know the gift of God? 
Water! living water! 

Faint hast thou the desert trod 
Seeking living water? 

Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1884. 
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Trust in Christ, his word shall dwell 
In thy heart a springing well; 
Then to all the thirsting tell 

Of the living water! 


Come and drink, O thirsty soul, 
Water! living water! 

Then from thee shall sweetly roll 
Floods of living water. 

Come to Christ, in him abide; 

Then from thee shall rivers glide; 

Rivers deep, and calm, and wide, 
Filled with living water! 


Come ye who in deserts roam; 
Water! living water! 
Whosoever will may come 
To the living water. 
Ye who hear, lift up the cry, 
Every soul that thirsts, draw nigh; 
Come and drink, and never die; 


Take the living water. 
H., 1877. 
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Portent. 
35” 


List, 
Hear cre - a-tion’s groans re-s 


oS sj 
“pA 
ee Re eee ne Aa te ee sere ue ee 


Now of hope they are 


the na-tions in distress; 


I; 6, 1, 6, 1, 4, 7,6. 


ye mor-tals, hear the soun 


be - reft, For 


Ghe Grant Day of His Wrath. 


lo, the Judgment’s nigh. 


onarchs loo 


anx - ious eye; 


& to meet thy God. 
speek aya d 78 & 6s, 


978 1 
List, ye mortals, hear the sound 
That calls you to prepare; 
Hear creation’s groans resound, 
With sighs of deep despair. 
See the nations in distress; 
_ Monarchs look with anxious eye; 
Now of hope they are bereft, 
For lo, the Judgment’s nigh. 


Mark, the signs are passing by 
That speak the Conqueror near. 
Soon you will see with your own eye, 
The Lord of lords appear, 
Tn a cloud of glory bright; 
Seated on his dazzling throne, — 
Myriads clad in spotless white, 
Surround the Mighty One. 


Say, poor sinner, can you stand 
Before him in that hour? 
Can you raise your puny hand 
When He shall come in power? 
You who all his warnings spurned, 
And heeded not his faithful word,— 
You, o’er whom his heart hath yearned, 
While wrath was long deferred? 


Then you'll stand in black despair, 
Remorse will shroud your heart, 
Sins forgotten will appear, 
And poignant grief impart. 
Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1886. 
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Come, then, lay your scoffing by, 
E’er the day of mercy’s past, 
And you stand appalled, and cry, 


‘‘T’m doomed to die at last.” 
8. 8. Brewer, 1858. Arr. H., 1885. 
979 


Do this in remembrance of me. + 
Luke xxii. 19. 78 & 6s. 


Lamb of God! whose dying love 
We now recall to mind, 
Send the answer from above, 
And let us mercy find; 
Think on us who think on thee; 
Every struggling soul release ; 
Oh, remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace! 
By thine agonizing pain 
And bloody sweat, we pray; 
By thy dying love to man, 
Take all my sins away; 
Burst our bonds and set us free; 
From all iniquity release; 
Oh, remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace! 
Let thy blood, by faith applied, 
The sinner’s pardon seal; 
Speak us freely justified, 
Our wounded spirits heal; 
By thy passion on the tree, 
Let our griefs and troubles cease; 
Oh, remember Calvary, 


And bid us go in peace! 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1745. 
30 
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980 The Lord turned and Le upon Peter-73 69, In 


Luke xxii. 

Jesus, let thy pitying eye 

Call back a wandering sheep; 
False to thee, like Peter, I 

Would fain, like Peter, weep. 
Let me be by grace restored ; 

_ On me be all long-suffering shown; 

Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 

And break my heart of stone. 


Saviour, Prince, enthroned above, 
Repentance to impart, 

Give me, through thy dying love, 
‘The humble, contrite heart; 

Give what I have long implored, 
A portion of thy grief unknown; 

Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 
And break my heart of stone. 


Look, as when thy languid eye 

Was closed that we might live; 
‘Father,’ at the point to die 

My Saviour prayed, ‘‘ Forgive!” 
Surely, with that dying word, 

He turns,and looks,and eries,“’Tis done!” 
O my bleeding, loving Lord, 

Thou break’st my heart of stone! 

Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 
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981 


Hearken to the solemn voice, 
The awful midnight cry! 
Waiting souls, rejoice, rejoice, 
And see the Bridegroom nigh ; 
Lo! he comes to keep his word, 
Light and joy his looks impart; 
Go ye forth to meet your Lord, 
And meet him in your heart. 


Ye whose loins are girt, stand forth, 
Whose lamps are burning bright; 
Worthy, in your Saviour’s worth, 
To walk with him in white; 
Jesus bids your hearts be clean ; 
Bids you all his promise prove; 
Jesus comes to cast out sin, 
And perfect you in love. 


Wait we all in patient hope, 

Till Christ, the Judge, shall come: 
We shall soon be all caught up 

To meet the general doom; 


Amsterdam. p. 332. 
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an hour to us unknown, 

As a thief in deepest night, 
Christ shall suddenly come down, 
With all his saints in light. 


Happy he whom Christ shall find 
Watching to see him come; 
Him the Judge of all mankind 
Shall bear triumphant home; 
Who can answer to his word? 
Which of you dares meet his day? 
‘*Rise, and come to judgment!” Lord, 


We rise, and come away. 
Wesley, ab. 1741. 


982 


Vain, delusive world, adieu, 

With all of creature good! 
Only Jesus I pursue, 

Who bought me with his blood: 
All thy pleasures I forego; 

I trample on thy wealth and pride; 
Only Jesus will I know, 

And Jesus crucified. 


Other knowledge I disdain ; 
Tis all but vanity: 
Christ, the Lamb of God, was slain, 
He tasted death for me. 
Whither should a sinner go? 
His wounds for me stand open wide; 
Only Jesus will I know, : 
And Jesus crucified. 


Jesus es Coat ee crucified. "9 & BS. 


Him to know is life and peace, 
And pleasure without end; 
This is all my happiness, 
On Jesus to depend; 
Daily in his grace to grow, 
And ever in his faith abide; 
Only Jesus will I know, 
And Jesus crucified. 


Oh, that I could all invite 
This saving truth to prove; 
Show the length, the breadth, the height 
And depth of Jesus’ love! 
Fain I would to sinners show 
The blood by faith alone applied ; 
Only Jesus will I know, 


And Jesus crucified. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1742. 
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Amsterdam. 


Say-iour, whom our hearts a - dore, 
: {Kon as~ sume thy roy- al pow'r, And 


es 
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2 Universal Saviour, thou 
Wilt all thy creatures bless; 
Every knee to thee shall bow, 
And every tongue confess: 
None shall in thy mount destroy; 
War shall then be learnt no more: 
Saints shall their great King enjoy, 
And all mankind adore, 


8 Then, according to thy word, 
Salvation is revealed ; 
With thy glorious knowledge, Lord, 
The new-made earth is filled: 
Then we sound the mystery, 
The depths and heights of Godhead prove. 
Swallowed up in mercy’s sea, 
Forever lost in love. 


984 


Saviour, I thy word believe; 
My unbelief remove; 
Now thy quick’ning Spirit give, 
The unction from above. 
Show me, Lord, how good thou art; 
Now thy gracious word fulfill; 
Send the witness to my heart; 
The Holy Ghost reveal. 


Blessed Comforter, O come, 
And live and move in me; 
Make my every deed thine own, 

In all things led by thee; 


Every knee shall bow to me. 
Rom. xiv. li. 


Wesley, ab. 1782. 


Help thou mine unbelief. 
7 Mark ix. 24. 7s & 68. 


1, 6, 7, 6, 7, 7, 7, 
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f 


7s & 68.) Bid my sin and fear depart, 


And within, oh deign to dwell 
Faithful witness, in my heart 
Thy perfect light reveal. 


Whom the world can not receive, 
O Lord, reveal in me; 
Son of God, I cease to live, 
Unless I live to thee. 
Make me choose the better part; 
Oh do thou my pardon seal; 
Send the witness to my heart; so 
The Holy Ghost reveal. 


Unknown. 
nay Mee Ry ga 7s & 6s. 
Buried with our Saviour slain, 

With him by faith we rise; 
Joined to him who lives again, 
Immortal in the skies. 
Seek we then the things above, 
Where he sits who shed his blood; 
Dead with him, our life of love 
Is hid with Christ in God. 


Mortify your members then, 
Base passions crucify; 

Watch, till Christ shall come again, 
Triumphant in the sky; 

We shall then with him appear; 
Then, according to his word, 

We shall all his glory share, 
Forever with the Lord, 

Portent. p. 330. 


H., 1885. 


. 332 


Bhe Mord is Shy Keeper, 


986-988 


986 1m heavenly places in. Christ Jesus. 7s & 6s,| Lean on thy Redeemer's breast; 


Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings; 
Thy better portion trace; 
Rise from transitory things, 
Towards heaven, thy native place: 
Sun, and moon, and stars decay ; 
Time shall soon this earth remove; 
Rise, my soul, and haste away 
To seats prepared above. 


Rivers to the ocean run, 
Nor stay in all their course; 
Fire, ascending, seeks the sun; 
Both speed them to their source: 
So a soul that’s born of God 
_ Pants to view his glorious face, 
Upward tends to his abode, 
To rest in his embrace. 


Fly me, riches, fly me cares, 
‘While I that coast explore! 

Flattering world, with all thy snares, 
Solicit me no more! 

Pilgrims fix not here their home; 
Strangers tarry but a night; 

When the last dear morn is come 
They'll rise to joyful light. 


Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn; 
Press onward to the prize; 

Soon our Saviour will return, 
Triumphant in the skies: 

Yet a season, and you know 
Happy entrance will be given, 

All our sorrows left below, 


And earth exchanged for heaven. 
Robert Seagrave, ab. 1742. 


My hel eth from the Lord. 
ye? Pealm exxi. 2. 78 & 6s. 


987 


To the hills I lift mine eyes, 
The everlasting hills ; 
Streaming thence in fresh supplies, 
My soul the Spirit feels: 
Will he not his help afford? 
Help, while yet I ask, is given; 
God comes down; the God and Lord 
That made both earth and heaven. 


Faithful soul, pray always, pray; 
And still in God confide ; 

He thy feeble steps shall stay, 
Nor suffer thee to slide: 


He thy quiet spirit keeps; 
Rest in him, securely rest; 
Thy Watchman never sleeps. 


Neither sin, nor earth, nor hell, 
Thy Keeper can surprise; 

Careless slumbers cannot steal 
On his all-seeing eyes; 

He is Israel’s sure defense ; 
Israel all his care shall prove, 

Kept by watchful providence, 
And ever-waking love. 


SECOND PART. 


See the Lord, thy Keeper, stand 
Omnipotently near! 
Lo! he holds thee by thy hand, 
And banishes thy fear; ; 
Shadows with his wings thy head; 
Guards from all impending harms :— 
Round thee and beneath are spread 
The everlasting arms. 


Christ shall bless thy going out, 
Shall bless thy coming in; 
Kindly compass thee about, 
Till thou art saved from sin; 
Like thy spotless Master, thou, 
Filled with wisdom, love, and power, 
Holy, pure, and perfect,—now, 
Henceforth, and evermore. 
Charles Wesley, ab, 1790. 
9 88 There aye af iat calm. 
Lord of earth, and air, and sea, 
Supreme in power and grace, 
Under thy protection we 
Our souls and bodies place. 
Bold an unknown land to try, 
We launch into the foaming deep; 
Rocks, and storms, and deaths defy, 
With Jesus in the ship. 


Who the.calm can understand, 
In a believer’s breast? 

In the hollow of His hand 
Our souls securely rest: 

Winds may rise, and seas may roar, 
We on His love our spirits stay ; 

Him with quiet joy adore, 
Whom winds and seas obey. 


78 & 68. 


Wesley. 
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go Eriumph Song. 


Praise ye the Lord. 


989 Psalm cxlviii. 1. 
Angels high in glory, 

Sound the joyful story, 
Praise the Lord, your Maker, 
Suns and stars of light; 
Heaven of heavens adore him, 
Chant your songs before him, 

Praise our great Creator 
For his love and might. 


Earth take up the story, 

Swell the songs of glory, 

Fire, and sun, and vapors, 
Winds that heed his word; 

Forests, hills, and mountains, 

Fruitful trees and fountains, 

Beasts, and fowl, and cattle, 
Glorify the Lord. 


Monarchs crowned, anointed, 
Judges wise appointed, 
All young men and maidens 
Sound his lofty praise: 
Old and young together, 
Glorify your Father, 
Tell aloud his honor, 
To eternal days. 
H., 1880. 
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Unto Our God Sing Praises. 


As the voice of agreatthunder. fo ¢ Fo 
Rev. xiv. 2. OS & OS. 


Like the roll of thunder 
Filling earth with wonder, 
Like the ocean’s billows 
Breaking on the shore; 
Swell the harpers’ voices, 
While all heaven rejoices, 
As the saints, victorious, 
Shout their conflicts o’er. 


Hark! heaven’s myriads singing, 
Adoration bringing, 
Glory, power and blessing, 
To the Lamb once slain: 
Earth takes up the chorus, 
All beneath and o’er us, 
Christ as Lord confessing,— 
Publishes his fame. 


Glory! hallelujah! 
Praise the great Creator! 
Holy, holy, holy! 

Magnify his name: 
Blessing, glory, honor, 
Wisdom and thanksgiving, 
Be to God forever, 


Worthy is the Lamb. 
H., 1854. 


Gud be Merciful. 


6, 6, 6, 5. H., 1858. 


Jesus, Pity Me. 
30” 


1 Au - thor f 
2 View my lost 


ca- tion, By thy cross and pas 


tri- tion, Hear my heart’s pe - ti - 
‘das 


991-993 


sal - va - tion, Hear my sup - - - pli- 
con-di- tion, Fill me with con- 


sion, Je sus, 
- tion, Je sus, 


9910 ener: 68 & 5s. 


3 Grant to me thy Spirit, 
That through Jesus’ merit, 
I may life inherit; 

Jesus, pity me. 


4 When I start and shiver, 

By death’s gloomy river, 

Then do Thou deliver; 
Jesus, pity me. 


5 When thy voice of thunder 

Fills the earth with wonder, 

Rending graves asunder, 
Jesus, pity me. 


6 Lord of life and glory, 

When IJ stand before thee, 

Save me, I implore thee; 
Jesus, pity me. 


7 Free from condemnation, 

Through thy mediation, 

Grant me thy salvation, 
Jesus, pity me. 


H., 1858. 


992 Unto Him that rete us. 68 & 58. 


Unto thee, our Saviour, 

For thy love and favor, 

Now, henceforth, and ever, 
Praises shall be given. 


By Permission. 


For thy tears and sadness, 
Whilst thou bore earth’s madness, 
Bringing mortals gladness, 
Praises shall be given. 
For thy sweet refreshings, 
For thine intercessions, 
For thy daily blessings, 
Praises shall be given. 
When in realms of glory 
We appear before thee, 
Then shall all adore thee, — 


All in earth and heaven. 
H., 1858. 


Be merciful unto us, and bless us. 
993. PemorehPealm levil 7, 68 & 58, 


Lord, most high and gracious, 
We beseech thee, bless us, 
With thy love refresh us, 
Fill us with thy fear. 
Let thy gospel’s glory, 
Spread abroad before thee, 
So shall men adore thee, 
Knowing thou art near. 


View earth’s desolation, 
See death’s devastation, 
Come, and bring salvation, 
Quickly, Lord, appear. 
Fill the world with glory, 
Bid the nations know thee, 
Bow mankind before thee, 


i iumphant here. 
Reign triumphant here pe: 


994-995 


Ganges. 


How sweet tho song there's none can 


994 


Let Zion in her songs record 

The honors of her dying Lord, 
Triumphant over sin; 

How sweet the song there’s none can say 

But those whose sins are washed away, 
Who feel the same within. 


Not by works of righteousness. 
Titus iii. 5. 


We claim no merit of our own, 

But, self-condemned before thy throne, 
Our hopes on Jesus place; 

Tho’ once in heart and life depraved, 

We now can sing as sinners saved, 
And praise redeeming grace. 


We’ll sing the same while life shall last, 

And when, at the archangel’s blast, 
Our sleeping dust shall rise; 

Then in a song forever new, 

The glorious theme we’ll still pursue 
Throughout the azure skies. 


Prepared of old, at God’s right hand, 

Bright, everlasting mansions stand 

_ For all the blood-bought race; 

And till we reach those seats of bliss, 

We'll sing no other song but this— 
Salvation all of grace. 


John Kent, 1803. 
Meribah. p. 292. 


say But those whose sins are washed a- way, 


995 Except the Lord bums es Sra Cc. P. M. 


Except the Lord conduct the plan, 

The best concerted schemes are vain, 
And never can succeed ; 

We spend our wretched strength for nought: 

But if our works in Thee be wrought, 

They shall be blest indeed. 


Lord, if thou didst thyself inspire 

Our souls with this intense desire 
Thy goodness to proclain— 

Thy glory if we now intend— 

Oh, let our deed begin and end 
Complete in Jesus’ name. 


In Jesus’ name behold we meet, 

Far from an evil world retreat, 
And all its frantic ways; 

One only thing resolved to know, 

And square our useful lives below 
By reason and by grace. 


Oh, let our faith and love abound! 
Oh, let our lives to all around 
With purest luster shine! 
That all around our works may see, 
And give the glory, Lord, to thee, 
The heavenly Light Divine. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1767. 


Solemn Inquiry. p. 293. 
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Hoygiuing Naiynity, Tymsgryssion and Sin, 


F tin spirit, sarving the Lord. 
+ ee ae fied aiord. 6. p. Ms 998 


996 


How happy, gracious Lord, are we, 
Divinely drawn to follow thee, 
Whose hotrs Aivided are 
Betwixt the mount and multitude; 
Our day is spent in doing good, 
Our night in praise and prayer. 


With us no melancholy void, 

No moment lingers unemployed, 
Or unimproved below; 

Our weariness of life is gone, 

Who live to serve our God alone, 
And only Thee to know. 


_ The winter’s night, the sammer’s day, 
Glide imperceptibly away, 
Too short to sing thy praise; 
Too few we find the happy hours, 
And haste to join those heav’nly pow’rs 
In everlasting lays. 


With all who chant thy name on high, 
And ‘‘ Holy, holy, holy,” cry,— 
A bright, harmonious throng! 
We long thy praises to repeat, 
And ceaseless sing around thy seat 


The new, eternal song. 
Charles Wesley, 1749. 


997 c. P.M. 


Thee, Jesus, thee, the sinner’s Friend, 
I follow on to apprehend; 

The Lord, the gracious Lord, 
Long-suffering, merciful, and kind, 
The God who always bears in mind 

His everlasting word. 


I press toward the mark. 
Phil. iii. 14. 


Plenteous He is in truth and grace; 

He wills that all the fallen race 
Should turn, repent, and live; 

His pardoning grace for all is free; 

Transgression, sin, iniquity, . 
He freely doth forgive. 


Mercy he doth for thousands keep; 
He goes anc seeks the one lost sheep, 
And brings his wanaerer home: 

No more wouid I a wandérer de; 
Come then, my Lora, and gather me, 


My Jesus, quickly come. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1741. 
Willoughby. p. 286. 


996-999 


Swifter ae Bel waver 's shuttle. OP. M, 

My days,my weeks,my months,my years, © 

Fly rapid as the whirling spheres 
Around the steady pole: 

Time, like the tide, its motion keeps, 

And I must launch thro’ boundless deeps, 
Where endless ages roll. 


The grave is near the cradle seen; 
How swift the moments pass between, 
And whisper as they fly, — 
‘*Unthinking man! remember this, 
Thou, midst thy sublunary bliss, 
Must groan, and gasp, and die.” 


The Judge of all shall quickly come 
To call mankind to meet their doom 
In an unlooked for hour; 
Sinner, canst thou that summons hear, 
When Christ for judgment shall appear 
In glory and in power? 


Oh, what amazing bliss or woe, 

Hangs on this inch of time below, 
This hour of grace to men: 

Lord, at thy mercy seat we bow, 

Bid conscience speak and tell us now, 
What it will tell us then. 


Mortals, the heavenly voice attend, 
And make your Judge your guardian friend, 
Against that hour of fate: 
To-day obey the call divine, 
To-morrow may be none of thine, 
Or it may be too late! 


This hour,ye burdened souls, draw near, 
The gracious invitation hear; 

Attend the heavenly call: 
In death’s broad road no longer stray, 
But enter now the narrow way, 


And make the Lord your all. 
Thomas Green, 1775. Arr. H., 1854. 


Did not our heart burn within us? ; 
999 Luke xxiv. 32. CP: Mi. 


O Saviour, bless us as we go, 


| And make our hearts within us glow 


With love’s pure, quenchless flame; 
Walk with us, Lord, in all our ways, 
And may our tives declare thy praise 


And magnify thy name. 
HL, 1884. 


What Sound is This? p. 290. 
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1000-1001 - Ghq Syeat Grannpet Shalt be Blown. 
Jubiles. H.M. Oliver Bronson, 1783. Arr. HL, 1880. 
3 es =: 


1000 


Blow ye the trumpet, blow, 
The gladly solemn sound; 
Let all the nations know, 


The trumpet of the jubilee. 
Levit. xxv. 9. 


To earth’s remotest bound. Chorus. 


Extol the Lamb of God, 
The all-atoning Lamb; 
Redemption by his blood, 


Throughout the world proclaim. Cho. 


Jesus, our great High Priest, 
Hath full atonement made; 
Ye weary spirits, rest; 
Ye mournful souls, be glad. Cho. 
Ye slaves of sin and hell, 
Your liberty receive, 
And safe in Jesus dwell, 
And blest in Jesus live. Cho. 
Ye who have sold for nought, 
Your herituge above, 
Shall have it back unbought, 
The gift of Jesus’ love. Oho. 
The gospel trumpet hear, 
The news of heavenly grace, 
And, saved from earth, sppear 
Before your Saviour’s face. Oho. 
Wesley, 1750. 
By Permission, 


Blow ye the trumpet, blow, Blow ye the trumpet, blow, The glad-ly sol-emn 


H. | 1001 


‘ne Lora ts thy K2eper. 
‘salm exxi. 5. 


Wf My 
Upward I lift mine eyes, 
From God is all my aid,— 
The God that built the skies, 
And earth and nature made, 
God is the tow’r to which I fly; 
His grace is nigh in every hour. 
My feet shall never slide, 
And fall in fatal snares, 
Since God, my guard and guide, 
Defends me from my fears; 
Those wakeful eyes that never sleep 
Shall Israel keep when dangers rise. 
No burning heats by day, 
Nor blasts of evening air, 
Shall take my health away, 
If God be with me there; 
Thou art my sun, and thou my shade, 
To guard my head by night or noon. 
Hast Thou not giv’n thy word 
To save my soul from death? 
And I can trust my Lord 
To keep my mortal breath ;— 
Pll go and come, nor fear to die, 


Till from on high thou call me home. 
Tsaac Watts, 1718. 


Lenox. p. 344, Winthrop. p. 24% 
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EE 


We Shall Seq Bin as Be Fs. 1002-1008 


Deligh* H. M. S. Coan, cir, 1790? Arr. Hf., 1880, 


a= == <= eS 
1 My life's a sha h decline; My it, 
y life’s a shade,my days Apace to death decline; My Lord is life, he’ll 
eae <8 2 == ——*+3—s— =: 


a2 


And 


with theseeyes my Saviour see, Sweettruthto me! I_ shall , a-rise,And 
S: 2 2 


1 00 9 In my ab med gee God. H.M. 1008 There ee ies Seitinin opened. i. M. 
2 I said sometimes with tears, From thy dear, piercéd side, 
“Ah me! I’m left to die!” Unspotted Lamb of God, 
Lord, silence thou those fears, Came forth a mingled stream 
My life’s with thee on high. Of water and of blood: 
Sweet truth to me! J shall arise, My sinful soul there I would lay, 
And with these eyes my Saviour see. Till every stain is washed away. 
3 My peaceful grave shall keep Tis from this sacred spring 
My bones till that sweet day A sovereign virtue flows, 
! wake from my long sleep, To heal my painful wounds, 
And leave my bed of clay. And cure my deadly woes: 
Sweet truth to me! J shall arise, Here, then, Pll bathe, and bathe again, 
And with these eyes my Saviour see. Till not a wound or woe remain. 
4 My Lora his angels shall A fountain ’tis, unsealed, 
Their golden trumpets sound, Divinely rich and free, 
At whose most welcome call, Open for all who come, 
My grave shall be unbound. And open, too, for me: 
Sweet truth to me! I shall arise, To this pure fount will I repair; 
And with these eyes my Saviour see. Come, sinners, come; there’s mercy there. 
Samuel Crossman, ab. 1664. Benj. Beddome. 1717-1795. 


By Pesission. 


1004-1005 


Safe Home. 


Glory ta God in fhe Highest. 


ee — 


nt cordage,shatter’d deck, Torn sails,provisions short 


es es? . oo 2 
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’ i a 4 
per-ils o’er! But oh, the joy up - on the shore To know our voy-age per-ils 0 
oN 


Their desired haven. 


1 004 Psalm evii. 30. 


2 No more the foe can harm, 

No. more of ’leaguered camp, 

No cry of night alarm, 
Nor need of ready lamp; 
And yet, how nearly he had failed,— 
How nearly had the foe prevailed. 
8 The lamb is in the fold, 
In perfect safety penned, 
The lion once had hold 

And thought to make an end: 
But One came by with wounded side, 
And for the sheep the Shepherd died. 

4 The exile is at home :— 
Oh, nights and days of tears! 
Oh, longings not to roam! 

Oh, sins, and doubts, and fears, 
What matters now when, men so say, 
The King has wiped those tears away! 

5 Oh, happy, happy bride! 
The widowed hours are past; 
The Bridegroom at thy side, 
Thou all his own at last! 
The sorrows of thy former cup 
In full fruition swallowed up, 
‘ Joseph of the Studium. d. 883. Tr. J. M. Neale, ab. 1862. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1836. 


H. M. 1005 The we prune God. H. M. 


Hark! hark! the notes of joy 
Roll o’er the heavenly plains, 
And seraphs find employ 
For their sublimest strains: 
Some new delight in heaven is known; 
Loud sound the harps around the throne. 


Hark! hark! the sounds draw nigh; 
The joyful hosts descend; 
The Lord forsakes the sky ; 
To earth his footsteps bend: 
He comes to bless our fallen race; 
He comes with messages of grace. 
Bear, bear the tidings round; 
Let every mortal know 
What love in God is found, 
What pity he can show: 
Ye winds that blow, ye waves that roll, 
Convey the news from pole to pole. 
Strike, strike the harps again, 
To great Immanuel’s name; 
Arise, ye sons of men, 
And all his grace proclaim: 
Angels and men, wake every string: 


Tis God the Saviour’s praise we sing. 
Andrew Reed, 1842. 
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trey Okan. 1006-1008 


100628 cov deAerov povdoyny.u.m.| Keep us, and every seeking soul, 


O thou, the One Supreme, 
O thou, my deathless King, 
Be thou my only theme, 
Grant me Thyself to sing; 
To Thee the hymn, to Thee the praise, 
Celestial choirs forever raise. 
For thee the ages run 
In order as was given; 
For thee shines forth the sun, 
The day-born eye of heaven; 
For thee the moon and grand array 
Of stars, hold on their nightly way. 


Unseen, yet ever near, 
Father, propitious be: 
This my petition hear, 
This boon accord to me: 
To have my sins all washed away, 
And serve my Lord thro’ endless day. 


To thee I bend the knee; 
When he shall come, grant me 
That I his glory see, 
That I his servant be: 
When he shall come, shall come again, 
When he shall come, shall come to reign. 
Father, propitious be! 
On me thy mercy show! 
Bow down thine ear to me, 
On me thy grace bestow ; 
For thine the glory, thine the grace, 


While countless ages run their race. 
: Gregory Nazianzen, 339-389, 
Tr. Allen W. Chatfield. ab. 1876. 


1007 Our ae “yea ey Him. 
Jesus, accept the praise 
That to thy name belongs; 
Matter of all our lays, 
Subject of all our songs: 
Through thee we now together came, 
And part, exulting in thy name. 


In flesh we part awhile, 
But still in spirit joined, 
To embrace the happy toil 
Thou hast to each assigned ; 
And while we do thy blessed will, 
We bear our heaven about us still. — 
Oh let us thus go on 
In all thy pleasant ways, 
And, armed with patience, run 
With joy the appointed race; 
Jubilee. p.338. Lenox. p. 344. 


HH. M. 


Till all attain the heavenly goal. 


There we shall meet again, 
When all our toils are o’er, 
And death, and grief, and pain, 
And parting are no more: 
We shall with all our brethren rise, 
And grasp thee in the flaming skies. 


SECOND PART. 


Oh happy, happy day, 
That calls thy exiles home! 
The heavens shall pass away, 
The earth receive its doom; 
Earth we shall view and heav’n destroy’d, 
And shout above the fiery void. 


These eyes shall see them fall, 
Mountains, and stars, and skies! 
These eyes shall see them all 
Out of their ashes rise! 
These lips His praises shall rehearse, 
Whose nod restores the universe. 


According to his word, 
His oath to sinners given, 
We look to see restored 
The ruined earth and heaven; 
In a new world his truth to prove, 
A world of righteousness and love. 


Wesley, ab. 1747. 
1 00 8 He led saptivity, captive. 
The happy morn is come; 
The Saviour leaves the grave; 
His glorious work is done, 
Almighty now to save. 
Captivity is captive led, — 
For Jesus liveth, who was dead. 
Who to our charge shall lay 
Iniquity and guilt? 
All sin is done away, 
Since his rich blood was spilt. Cho. 


Christ hath the ransom paid; 
The glorious work is done; 
On Him our help is laid, 
The victory is won. Cho. 


Hail the triumphant Lord! 
The Resurrection thou; 
We bless the sacred word; 

Before thy throne we bow. Cho. 


Thomas Haweis, ab. 1792. 


H. M. 
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1004-1005 


Winthrop. 


faa 
i 
. 


wise, Vil in your ves-sels take. Up-start-ing at the midnight ery, Up- 
2 


Ga Yq Ont ta Meet Him. 
H.M. 


start-ing at 


the midnight ery, 


« Behold, the heavenly Bridegroom nigh !”” 


1004 Behold the, Bridegroom cometh. 

2 He comes, he comes, to call 
The nations to i: oar, 

And raise to glory all 
Who fit for glory are: 

Made ready for your full reward, 


Go forth with joy to meet your Lord. 


3 Go, meet him in the sky, 
Your everlasting friend ; 
Your Head to glorify, 
With all his saints ascend: 
Ye pure in heart, obtain the grace. 
To see, without a veil, his face! 


4 Ye that have here received 
The unction from above, 
And in his Spirit lived, 
Obedient to his love, 
Jesus shall claim you for his bride: 
Rejoice with all the sanctified | 


5 Rejoice in glorious hope 

Of that great day unknown, 
When saints shall be caught up 

And stand before his throne; 
Called to parjake the marriage feast, 
And lean on gur Immanuel’s breast. 


Jubilee. p. 338. 


u. m,| 6 The everlasting doors 


Shall soon the saints receive, 
Above you angel powers 

In glorious joy to live; 
Far from a world of grief and sin, 
With God eternally shut in. 


7 Then let us wait to hear 
The trumpet’s welcome sound; 
To see our Lord appear, 
Watching let us be found; 
When Jesus doth the heavens bow 
Be found—as, Lord, thou find’st us now. 
Charles Wesley, 1749. 
100 5 Let ey get thee. iT i. 
Ye tribes of Adam, join 
With heaven, and earth, and seas, 
And offer notes divine 
To your Creator’s praise: 
Ye holy throng of angels bright, 
In worlds of light begin the song. 


Let all the nations fear 
The God that rules above; 
He brings his people near, 
And makes them taste his love; 
While earth and sky attempt his praise, 


His saints shall raise his honors high. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1819. 
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Rejoige in thy Joond. 


Burnham. 


1006-1007 


Thomas Clark, 1775—1859, 


Rejoice, the Lord is King! Your Lord and King adore ;Mortals.give thanks and sing 
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hearts, lift up your voice; Re-joice, 


voice, lift up your voice; 


1006 


Rejoice, the Lord is King! 
Your Lord and King adore; 
Mortals, give thanks and sing, 
And triumph evermore; 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice; 
Rejoice, again I say, Rejoice. 
Jesus, the Saviour, reigns, 
The God of truth and love; 
When he had purged our stains, 
He took his seat above. Cho. 
His kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o’er earth and heaven; 
The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Jesus given. Cho. 
He sits at God’s right hand 
Till all his foes submit 
And bow to his command, 
And fall beneath his feet. 
He all his foes shall quell, 
And all our sins destroy; 
Let every bosom swell 
With pure, seraphic joy. 


. Cho. 


Cho. 


Again I say, Rejoice. 
Se Pb. Ws do H. M. 


es aS 


Lift up your hearts, lift up your 
~ 


Rejoice in glorious hope; 
Jesus, the Judge, shall come, 
And take his servants up 
To their eternal home; 
Wesoon shall hear the archangel’s voice ; 
The trump of God shall sound—Rejoice! 


Charles Wesley, 1746. 
Behold the Lamb of God. 
John i. 29. H. M. 


1007 
Behold the Lamb of God, 
Who bears our sin away; 
He shed his precious blood 
For wanderers gone astray. 
He hath redeemed us by his blood, 
Behold, behold the Lamb of God! 


Oh, look to Him and live, 
Hach smitten dying soul. 
He health and life can give; 
His grace shall make you whole. 
He hath redeemed us by his blood, 


Behold, behold the Lamb of God! 
HL, 1885. 
Lenox. p. 344. 


1013-1014 


SES 


fie the throne my =. stands, Before the throne my Surety stands, My name 


make intercession. 


10 1 8 He ever Sreih me 
Arise, my soul, arise! 
Shake off thy guilty fears; 
The bleeding sacrifice 
In my behalf appears; 
Before the throne my Surety stands; 
My name is written on his hands. 


He ever lives above, 
For me to intercede; 
His all-redeeming love, 
His precious blood to plead ; 
His blood atoned for all our race, 
And sprinkles now the throne of grace. 


Five bleeding wounds he bears, 
Received on Calvary, 
They pour effectual prayers, 
They strongly speak for me. 
Forgive him, oh, forgive, they cry, 
Nor let that ransomed sinner die! 
The Father hears him pray, 
His dear anointed One; 
He cannot turn away 
The presence of his Son; 
His Spirit answers to the blood, 
And tells me I am born of God. 


H. M. 


New Arrangement. 


Lenox. 
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is writ - ten on his hands. 


To God I’m reconciled; 
His pardoning voice I hear; 
He owns me for his child; 
I can no longer fear; 
With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And Father, Abba, Father, cry. 
Wesley, 1742. 

1016 
Awake, ye saints, awake! — 

And hail this sacred day; 
In loftiest songs of praise 

Your joyful homage pay: 
Come, bless the day that God hath blest, 
The type of heaven’s eternal rest. 
On this auspicious morn ~ 

The Lord of life arose: 
He burst the bars of death, 

And vanquished all our foes; 
And now he pleads our cause above 
And reaps the fruit of all his love. 


All hail, triumphant Lord! 
Heaven with hosannas rings, 
And earth in humbler strains 
Thy praise responsive sings: 
Worthy the Lamb, that once was slain, 


Through endless years to live and reign! 
Thomas Cotterill, 1779-1828. 


H.M. 


an 


Shey Shall See the Sow of Man Coming, 


TO15 War kgs vo 


Oh, the amazing pomp 
Of that tremendous day, 
When the archangel’s trump 
Shall summon us away; 
When Christ to judgment shall descend, 
And every knee before him bend. 


H. M. 


On a refulgent cloud, 
Jesus, the Judge, appears; 
The saints rejoice aloud, 
The guilty sinner fears. 
On the white throne he takes his seat, 
And views the myriads at his feet 


*Midst the vast multitude, 
His eye omniscient sees 
The purchase of his blood 
And dying agonies. 
Then calls them forth and bids them stand, 
With glory crowned, at his right hand. 


‘Come, souls forever blest,” 
He says, ‘‘ My people, come, 
Possess the promised rest, 
Enter your heavenly home; 
No more shall aught your peace annoy, 
Inherit everlasting joy.” 


Bat in what awful sounds 
The wicked are addressed! 
Heaven with their groans resounds, 
As on his left they’re placed. 
‘Depart, ye cursed,” the Judge exclaims, 
‘“To be destroyed in burning flames!” 


Oh, thou eternal God, 
Ere this tremendous day, 
Cleanse me in Jesus’ blood, 
Wash all my guilt away. 
Then may I join the happy throng, 


To praise thee in eternal song. 
Unknown, cir. 1830? 


H.M. 


1016 I make 4 au things new. 
Ye servants of the Lord, 
In Jesus’ praises join, 
Who now confirms his word, 
And sends another sign, — 
Sign of his day and kingdom near; 
Look up, and see your Lord appear! 


Jubilee. p.338. 


1015-1017 


His coming he foreshows 
By famine, plague, and war; 
And epidemic woes 
His swift approach declare ; 
Trembles the earth to find him near; 
Look up, and see your Lord appear! — 


Hark, how all nature groans 
In pangs of second birth; 
Expect, ye ransomed ones, 
A new-created earth, — 
The ruin of the old is near: 
Look up, and see your Lord appear 


His tokens we espy, . 
And now lift up our head; 
And in the earthquake cry, 
It is my Saviour’s tread! 
He comes to save his servants here; 
Look up, and see your Lord appear! 


We do with joy look up, 
In national distress, 
With confidence of hope, 
To meet the Prince of peace; 
We, unappalled in general fear, 
Look up, and see our Lord appear. 


Our Lord appears again, 
His glorious power to show, 
He comes, he comes to reign, 
With all his saints below; 
Judgment is mercy’s harbinger ; 


The earth is gone, and Christ is here. 
Wesley, 1750 


H. 


Praise Him in the firmament. M 
iy 1 . 


salm el. 1. 


1017 


Ye boundless realms of joy, 
Exalt your Maker’s name; 
His praise your songs employ 
Above the starry frame: 
Your voices raise, ye cherubim 
And seraphim, to sing his praise. 


Let all adore the Lord, 
And praise his holy name, 
By whose almighty word 
They all to being came; 
And all shall last, from changes free; 


His firm decree stands ever fast. P 
Tate and Brady, ab. 1696. 


Winthrop. p. 342.| Lischer. p, 346. 
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1018-1019 


Lischer. 


Welcome, delightful morn, Thou day of saered rest ; } 
T hail thy kind return ;Lord,makethese moments blest. 


m the low train of mortal toys 


1018 


Welcome, delightful morn, 
Thou day of sacred rest; 
T hail thy kind return; 
Lord, make these moments blest. 
From the low train of mortal toys 
I soar to reach immortal joys. 


_ Now may the King descend, 
And fill His throne of grace; 
Thy sceptre, Lord, extend, 
While saints address thy face; 
Let sinners feel thy quickening word, 
And learn to know and fear the Lord. 


Descend, celestial Dove, 
With all thy quickening powers, 
Disclose a Saviour’s love, 
And bless these sacred “hours; 
Then shall my soul new life obtain, 


Nor Sabbaths e’er be spent in vain. 
Hayward. John Dobell's Collection, 1806. 


A name which is above every name. 
1019 Phi. 9. H. M. 


Let earth and heaven agree, 
Angels and men be joined 
To celebrate with me 
The Saviour of mankind; 
T’ adore the all-atoning Lamb, 
And bless the sound of Jesus’ name. 


The first duy of the week. 
‘Acts xx. 7. H. M. 


Jesus! transporting sound! 
The joy of earth and heaven; 
No other help is found, 
No other name is given 
By which we can salvation have, 
But Jesus came the world to save. 


Jesus! harmonious name! 
It charms the hosts above; 
They evermore proclaim 
And wonder at his love: 
*Tis all their happiness to gaze,— 
*Tis heaven to see our Jesus’ face. 


His name the sinner hears, 
And is from sin set free; 
*Tis music in his ears; 
Tis life and victory; 
New songs do now his lips employ, 
And dances his glad heart for joy. 


O unexampled love! 
O all-redeeming grace! 
How swiftly didst thou move 
To save a fallen race! 
What shall I do to make it known 
What thou for all mankind hast done? 


Oh, for a trumpet voice, 
On all the world to call, 
To bid their hearts rejoice 
In Him who died for all! 
For all my Lord. was crucified ; 


For all, for all, my Saviour died. 
Wesley, ab. 1746. 
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X Makg alt Things Yew, 


1020 


The Lord Jehovah reigns, 
His throne is built on high; 
The garments he assumes 
Are light and majesty; 
His glories shine with beams so bright, 
No mortal eye can bear the sight. 


The Lord reigneth. 
. Psalm xaui. 1 H. M. 


Through all his ancient works 
Surprising wisdom ‘shines ; 
Confounds the powers of hell, 
’ And breaks their curs’d designs; 
Strong is his arm, and shall fulfill 
His great decrees and sovereign will. 


And can this mighty King 
Of glory condescend? 
And will he write his name 
My Father and my Friend? 
I love his name, [ love his word; 


Join all my powers and praise the Lord! 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1709. 
1021 


God is gone up with a shout. 
Pealm xlvii. 5. H. M. 
God is gone up on high, 


With a triumphant noise; 

The clarions of the sky 
Proclaim the angelic joys! 
Join all on earth, rejoice and sing; 

Glory ascribe to glory’s King. 


All power to our great Lord 
Is by the Father given ; 
By angel-hosts adored, 
He reigns supreme in heaven. Cho. 


His foes and ours are one 
Satan, the world, and sin; 
But he shall tread them down, 
And bring his kingdom in: Oho. 


Till all the earth, renew’d 
In righteousness divine, 
With all the hosts of God 
In one great chorus join: Cho. 
Wesley, ab. 1746. 


022 Anew ein aH ion earth. TMs 
. Oh, the amazing change! 
A world created new! 
My thoughts with transport range, 
The lovely scene to view. 
Thee, Lord divine, in all I trace; 


The work is thine—thine be the praise.| Lenox. p. 344. 


1020-1023 


Where pointed brambles grew, 
Entwined with horrid thorn, 
Gay flowers, forever new, 
The painted fields adorn; 
The lily there, and blushing rose, 
In union fair their sweets disclose, 


Where the bleak mountain stood, 
All bare and disarrayed, 
See the wide-branching wood 
Diffuse its grateful shade; 
Tall oaks, and pines, and cedars nod, 
And elms and vines confess their God. 


The tyrants of the plain 
Their savage chase give o’er; 
No more they rend the slain, 
They thirst for blood no more; 
But infant hands fierce tigers lead, 
And lions with the oxen feed. 


O, when, Almighty Lord, 
Shall these glad scenes arise, 
To verify thy word, 
And bless our wondering eyes? 
That earth with all her tongues may raise 


United songs of ardent praise. 
Unknown, cir. 1845. 


How good and how pleasant. 
Psalm cxxnii. 1, H.M. 


1023 
Behold how good a thing 
It is to dwell in peace; 
How pleasing to our King 
This fruit of righteousness ; 
When brethren all in one agree, 
Who knows the joys of unity! 


In him, when brethren join, 
And follow after peace, 
The fellowship divine 
He promises to bless, 
His choicest graces to bestow, 
Where two or three are met below. 


The riches of his grace 
In fellowship are given 
To Sion’s chosen race, 
The citizens of heaven; 
He fills them with the choicest store, 


He gives them life for evermore. 
: Wesley, ab. 1742. 


Winthrop. p. 342. 
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1024-1025 Prepare Ve the Way of the ond. 


wr * Clamantis. 98 & 8s. ‘iL 
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i 
Waken earth’s tribes from sin and sadness, Proclaim God's kingdom nigh at hand, 
a 


aN 


1 0 94. Crying he face 9s & Bs. 102 BAwake and sing, Calg Sawa in dust.Qq & 88, 


2The shadows flee, the morning dawneth,| Awake, and sing in songs immortal, 
The radiant day-star rideth high, Ye who in dust have dwelt so long ! 

A golden flush each hill adorneth, Burst from death’s shattered iron portal, 
The kingdom of our God draws nigh.| Awake, and swell the conqueror’s song! 


8 The fig-tree buds, the spring advances,| Behold the Judge in pomp descending, 
The glow of Summer floods the sky, Bids the wide earth disclose her blood, 

Heaven’s light along the landscape dances, | And angel hosts in clouds attending, 
The kingdom of our God draws nigh.| Gather the ransomed sons of God. 


4 Behold your King with glory crowneéd,| Voices from heaven to praise are calling, 
Once mocked andscourg’d ani doomed to die} Thanks rise from saints and martyrs slain, 


Now raised, exalted and renownéd, The kingdoms of this world are falling, 

The kingdom of our God draws nigh. And Christ the Conqueror comes to reign. 

5 Kiss ye the Son, ye kings adore him, | He comes, let earth break forth in singing ; 
Make haste to worship ere ye die, Let hills and vales in songs rejoice ; 


All tongues and nations bow before Him,| Let land and sea,their homage bringing, 
The kingdom of our God draws nigh. Before the Lord lift up the Ae a 
H. iy 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1879. 348 


Arise, © Gnd, aud Tndgy Nhe Benth. 


9s & 8s, 


g-consummation. 
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1026 Strangers SS on the earth.Q < & 8s. 

2 My hopes are passing upward, onward, 
And with my hopes my heart has gone; 

My eye is turning skyward, sunward, 
Where glory brightens round yon throne. 


3 Earth, what a sorrow lies before thee! 
None like it in the shadowy past ;— 

The sharpest throe that ever tore thee, 
E’en though the briefost and the last. 


4 I see the fair moon veil her lustre, 
I see the sackcloth of the sun; 

The shrouding of each starry cluster, 
The threefold woe of earth begun. 


5 I see the shadows of earth’s sunset; 
And wrapped in these the Avenger’sform ; 
I see the Armageddon-onset ; 
But I shall be above the storm. 


6 There comes the moaning and the sighing, 
There comes the hot tear’s heavy fall, 
The thousand agonies of dying ;— 


But I shall be beyond them all. 
Horatius Bonar, ab. 1857. 


1027 The Peps of sabration. 98 & 88. 
Behold a crystal fountaip springing 


*Mid desert wastes and scorching sands, 
Courage and strength and comfort bringing, 
To travelers in weary lands. 


So.’mid earth’s arid desolation, 
My soul with gladness all unknown, 
Hails the bright. waters of salvation 
That issue from the eternal throne. 


_—— ee 
Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1882, 


1026-1028 


On the wide, trackless sands are lying, 
Unnumbered wasted, shriveled forms, 

And many thirsting souls are dying « 
Amid the desert’s burning storms. 


Oh, Adam’s fallen sons and daughters, 
Why in the desert faint and die? 

Behold the fo_nt of living waters, 
Behold salvation’s well is nigh! 


Why follow, to your own undoing, 
Phantoms that mock your helpless woe? 

Earth’s mirage only lures to ruin, 
Heayen’s streams with health and blessing flow. 


Ye thirsty, in the desert dreary, 
Ye heavy-laden and oppressed, 

Come to this fount; ye faint and weary, 
Come unto Jesus and find rest. 


H., 1880. 
1028. ™*gs.cratioggrmem., 99.5, 8s. 


The whole creation now is sighing, 
And waits till its deliverance come; 
The saints within their hearts are crying 

For their redemption and their home. 


We groan amid earth’s desolation, 
Till sin, and pain, and death are past; 
Then shall we hail the new creation, 
And joyful enter rest at last. 


Beyond the reign of woe and sadness, 
Beyond the tyrant’s scourge and rod, 
We hail the jubilee of gladness, 


The freedom of the sons of God. 
H., 1985. 
Requiescat. p. 350. 
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1029-1031 


Requiescat. 


1029) er ie. 

2 We are not coming to a stranger, 
To thee our friends for quiet went ; 

And in thy lap thro’ calm and danger, 
Our little life hath all been spent. 


3 And as we, traveling ever nearer, 
Touch in the grave God’s garment hem, 

Thou art to us, O earth, the dearer, 
For all that thou hast done to them. 


4 Once locked within thy rock-hewn prison 
The Son of God in silence lay, 

Till angels cried, The Lord is risen! 
The morning star of endless day. 


9s & 8s. 


5 We yield our dead to thy protection ; 
Take them, O earth, to rest with thee, 
In certain hope of resurrection 


To life and immortality. 
V.1-8 Unknown. V. 4, 5, H., 1881. 


TORO" ree ee 


93s & 88. 


Bread of the world, in mercy broken, 
Wine of the soul, in mercy shed, 

By whom the words of life were spoken, 
And in whose death our sins are dead. 


Look on the heart by sorrow broken, 
Look on the tears by sinners shed, 
And be thy feast to us the token, 


That by thy grace our souls are fed. 
Reginald Heber, 1783-1826. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1884. 


1081 "seat yen 95 28s. 


How often have my vows been broken, 
How vain the pledges I have made; 
Abashed I wear shame’s crimson token, 

And in confusion stand arrayed. 


My sorrowing Lord hath not forsaken 
The soul that far off followeth him; 
He speaks my slumb’ring heart to waken, 

He looks upon me in my sin. 


‘Could ye not watch?” My heart is smitten ; 
I rouse me from my deadly sleep; 

I catch his glance, and, conscience stricken, 
Like Peter, bitterly I weep. 


My words have failed, my vows are broken; 
But thou hast pray’d, O Christ divine ; 

The promises which thou hast spoken, 
Henceforth must take the place of mine. 


Question my soul, Divine Physician, 
Till I my sin and frailty see; 

Till my heart say with deep contrition, 
«Thou know’st, Lord, that I love thee.’ 


By thine own pow’r unto salvation, 
Thou shalt, thro’ faith, the wanderer keep, 
While love appointing me my station, 


Says, Feed my lambs, and tend my sheep. 
H., 1881. 
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Jaet God Arisy, 


Be ye kind one to another. 2 i 
ye wEph. iv. 32. 9s & 88.)1084 Aa 


1082 


We wander not in Eden’s garden; 
But in a wilderness of woe; 

Our hearts are press’d with many a burden, 
And oft our eyes with tears o’erflow. 


Why need we make our lot more weary, 
By bitter words and thoughts unkind? 
Why plant fresh thorns in pathways dreary, 
And wreaths of wormwood round us bind? 


He who hath trod earth’s waste before us, 
And marked the pathway with his blood, 

Breathes words of love and blessing o’er us, 
And calls and owns us sons of God. 


By one sole sign our elder Brother 
Has marked and bound his little flock; 
They, only they who loveeach other, 
Are built upon the living Rock. 


Lord, grant to us thy benediction, 
The love that fills and overflows; 

So may this desert of affliction 
Blossom in beauty like the rose. 


Where thorns hare piere’d with woe and trouble, 
There cause the tlow’rs of love to bloom; 

For all our sorrows grant us double, 
And bring us to thy heaw’nly eee 


+, 1882. 
1033 
O Thou, whose mercy, never failing, 
Didst crush the pride of Egypt’s pow’r; 
Still bend to hear thy people’s wailing, 
And help in their extremest hour. 


The Lord will judge his people. 
Psalm my: 14. 9s & 8s. 


Thou who from Egypt didst deliver, 
And seatter nations in thy path; 
Thy mercy still endures forever 
And shines undim’d amid thy wrath. 


Before Thee sorrow’s tears are falling, 
And in thine ears are bitter cries; 
The voice of blood to thee is calling, 
All nature groans, let God arise. 


Arise, O God! and rule the nations; 
Judge thou the earth in righteousness ; 
Be thou our glory and salvation, 
Bring in the reign of endless pence. 


” 


Vox Clamantis. p. 348. 


1032-1035 


98 & 8s. 


There is a calm and peaceful river, 
Whose streams of life unceasing flow ; 

Proceeding from the Lord, its giver, 
Its healthful rills true life bestow. 


Its laving streams make glad the city, 
The Zion of the living God; 
Affording peace and consolation 
To all that walk the heavenly road. 


Ah! peaceful fount of living water, 
For thee my thirsty soul doth pine; 

Here may I quaff, and ever after 
Repose me near thy sacred shrine. 


What precious streams ! how soul-refreshing 
To Zion’s pilgrims on their way! 
Imparting peace and full salvation 
To Christians in life’s transient stay. 


Here may I drink of this fair river, 
The flowing streams of sacred bliss; 

And never thirst again, no, never! 
But find my all of bliss in this. 


Samuel Y. Harmer?—— 


1 0 3 5 The propor x sroaaren, stars. 98 & 8s. 


Thou who our Advocate appearing, 
Dost robed in glorious raiment stand, 

A great High Priest, our nature wearing, 
To plead for us at God’s right hand, 


Thou in thine own right hand art holding 
Those stars which in earth’s darkness shine ; 
That all the world their rays beholding, 
May know that all their light is Thine, 


Hold thou thy stars, while meteors, blazing, 
Dazzle and fade in endless gloom; 
Hold thou thy stars, that on them gazing, 

Lost wanderers may be guided home. 


Fill them with light, undim’d, unceasing, 
Calm shining o’er earth’s mad’ning strife ; 

Their light’mid thick’ning gloom increasing, 
To guide the lost in paths of life. 


Make them to burn with thine own brightness, 
Thou radiant Morning Star divine; 
Till, rising in their Saviour’s likeness,. 
They shall as stars forever shine. 

H., 188]. 
Consummation, p. 349, 
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Sweet prospects,sweet birds,and sweet flow’rs, Have all lost their sweetness to me; 
But when I am hap-py in Him, De- cem-ber’s as pleasant as May. 
-e-. , . 2 


e=t 
1036 


How tedious and tasteless the hours 
When Jesus no longer I see! 

Sweet prospects, sweet birds, and sweet flow’rs, 
Have all lost their sweetness to me; 

The midsummer sun shines but dim, 
The fields strive in vain to look gay; 

But when I am happy in Him, 
December’s as pleasant as May. 


As ointment poured forth. 
Song i. 3. 


His name yields the richest perfume, 
And sweeter than music his voice; 
His presence disperses my gloom, 
And makes all within me rejoice; 
I should, were He always thus nigh, 
Have nothing to wish or to fear; 
No mortal so happy as I, 
My summer would last all the year, 


Content with beholding His face, 
My all to his pleasure resigned, 
No changes of season or place 
Would make any changein my mind; 
While bitst with a sense of His love, 
A palace a toy would appear; 
And prisons would palaces prove, 
If Jesus would dwell with me there. 


8s., Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine, 


If thou art my sun and my song, 
Say, why do I languish and pine? 

And why are my winters so long? 
Oh drive those dark clouds from my sky, 
Thy soul-cheering presence restore ; 

Or take me to dwell with thee nigh, 
Where winter and clouds are no more. 


John Newton, 1799. 

10 37 He doth aay war yilingy: 8s. 
O Thou, whose compassionate care 

Forbids my sad heart to complain, 
Now graciopsly teach me to bear 

The weight of affliction and pain. 
Tho’ cheerless my days seem to flow, 

Tho’ weary and wakeful my nights, 
What comfort it gives me to know 

Tis th’ hand of a Father that smites, 


A tender physicidn thou art, 

Who woundest in order to heal, 
And comfort divine dost impart 

To soften the anguish we feel. 
Oh, let this correction be blest, 

And answer thy gracious design ; 
Then grant that my soul may find rest 


In comforts so healing as thine. _ 
Clement’s Hymn. p. 356. Bath Collection. 
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Ohe New Tyrisaken, 


1038 
The thirsty are called to their Lord,» 
His glorious appearing to see ; 
And drawn by the power of hisword, 
The promise, I know, is for me. 
I thirst for the streams of thy grace, 
I gasp for the spirit of Love; 
T long for a glimpse of thy face, 
And then to behold it above. 
Thy call I exult to obey, 
And come in the spirit of prayer, 
Thy joy in that happiest day, 
Thy kingdom of glory to share; 
To drink the pure river of bliss, 
With life everlasting o’erflowed ; 
Implunged in the crystal abyss, 


And lost in the ocean of God. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 


1039 eno hak bears ae Come. 8s, 
The Church in her militant state 
Is weary, and cannot forbear; 
The saints in an agony wait 
To see Him again in the air. 
The Spirit invites, in the bride, 
Her heavenly Lord to descend, 
And place her, enthroned at his side, 
In glory that never shall end. . 


The news of his coming I hear, 
And join in the catholic cry: 
O Jesus, in triumph appear! 
Appear in the clouds of the sky! 
Whom only I languish to love, 
In fullness of majesty come, 
And give me a mansion above, 
And take to my heavenly home. 


Charles Wesley, 1762. 

1 0) 40 The holy xity, fod: EIEN cee 7 8a. 
Away with our sorrow and fear, 

We soon shall recover our home; 
The city of saints shall appear, 

The day of eternity come: 
From earth we shall quickly remove, 

And mount to our native abode; 
The house of our Father above, 

The palace of angels and God. 
Our mourning is all at an end, 

When, raised by the life-giving word, 
We see the new city descend, 

Adorned as a bride for her Lord: 


Let him that is athirst come. 
Rey. xxii. 17. 


1038-1042 


The city so holy and clean, 
No sorrow can breathe in the air; 
No gloom of affliction or sin, 
No shadow of evil is there! 
By faith we already behold 
That lovely Jerusalem here; 
Her walls are of jasper and gold, 
As crystal her buildings are clear: 
Immovably founded in grace, 
She stands, as she ever hath stood, 
And brightly her Builder displays, 
And flames with the glory of God. 
No need of the sun in that day, 
Which never is followed by night, 
Where Jesus’ beauties display 
A pure and a permanent light. 
The saints in his presence receive 
Their great and eternal reward ; 
In Jesus, in heaven they live; 
They reign in the smile of their Lord. 


Wesley, ab. 

1041 eles ee 8s. 
Thou Shepherd of Israel, and mine, 

The joy and desire of my heart, 
For closer communion I pine, 

T long to reside where thou art. 
The pasture I languish to find, 

Where all, who their Shepherd obey, 
Are fed, on thy bosom reclined, 

And screen’d from the heat of the day. 
Tis there, with the lambs of thy flock, 

There only I covet to rest; 
To lie at the foot of the rock, 

Or rise to be hid in thy breast; 
Tis there I would always abide, 

And never a moment depart, 
Concealed in the cleft of thy side, 

Eternally held in thy heart. 


Charles Wes ey, ab. 1762. 

1042. Tanna 8 
This God is the God we adore, 

Our faithful, unchangeable friend, 
Whose love is as great as his power, 

And neither knows measure nor end. 
Tis Jesus, the first and the last, 

Whose Spirit shall guide us safe home. 
We'll praise him for all that is past, 


And trust him for all that’s to come. 
Joseph Hart, ab. 1712-1768. 


Union Hymn. p. 357. 
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1043-1044 With the Jord. 


Homebound, 8, 8, 11, 8, 8, 8, 11, 8 — 1879, 
i 


name is ex-alt-ed, ex-alt- ed a-bove All glo-ry, dominion, and pow’. 


104 8 Looking Jar eng Basing unto. gs. 1044 Thou apt ag gute Ag my youth. 8s. 
2 Dissolve from these bands that detain! Wy Pather, the guide of my youth, 
My soul from her portion in thee, To thee for direction I fly; 
Ah! strike off * this adamant chain, Oh, grant me thy light and thy truth, 
And make me eternally free. Nor ever thy presence deny; 
When that happy era begins, r My pillar of cloud and of fire, 
When arrayed in thy glories I shine, While destined to journey below— 
Nor grieve any more, by my sins, What more can a@ pilgrim desire, 
The bosom on which I recline; Or thou in thy goodness bestow. 


3 Oh, then shall the vail be removed, 
Andround methy brightness be pour’d; 
T shall meet Him, whom absent I loved 
T shall see, whom unseen I adored, 
And then, never more shall the fears, 
The trials, temptations, and woes And blest with thy care and thy love 
Which darken this valley of tears The journey of life 7° pursue ’ 
Intrude on my blissful repose. er y to th Sy Ns 
William Cowper, ab. 1800, na press to the mansions a ove. 
* In singing ‘* Homebound,’’ repeat words talicized. Unknown, cir, 1854. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 354 


My pillar of cloud through the day, 
I follow where’er thou shalt lead; 
| My heart shall not yield to dismay, 
Though rugged the path that I tread: 
The prize of my calling I view, 


That a ye id one. 


1045 


From whence doth this union arise, 
That hatred is conquered by love? 
It fastens our souls in such ties, 
That nature and time can’t remove. 


It cannot in Eden be found, 
Nor yet in a paradise lost; 

It grows on Immanuel’s ground, 
And Jesus’ dear blood it did cost, 


My friends now so dear unto me— 

Our hearts are united in love, — 
Where Jesus is gone we shall be, 

In yonder blest mansions above. 
Then why so unwilling to part, 

Since there we shall all meet again? 
Engraved on Immanuel’s heart, 

At distance we cannot remain. 


With Jesus we ever shall reign, 
And all his bright glory shall see; 
And sing Hallelujah, Amen! 


Amen, even so let it be! 
Thomas Baldwin, ab. 1753-1825. 


Eat d on Jesus’ bosom. 8s. 

ohn xiii. 23. 

How sweet on Thy bosom to rest, 
When nature’s affliction is near! 

The soul that can trust Thee is blest; 
Thy smiles bring me freedom from fear. 


The Lord has in kindness declared 
That those who will trust in his name, 

Shall in the sharp conflict be spared, 
His mercy and love to proclaim. 


Contrast. p. 352. Clement’s Hymn. p. 356.| 
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1045-1947 


8s.| This promise shall be to my soul 


A messenger sent from the skies, 
An anchor when billows shall roll, 
A refuge when tempests arise. 

O Saviour, the promise fulfill; 
Its comfort impart to my mind; 
Then calmly I'll bow to thy will, 


To th’ cup of affliction resigned. 
Ambrose Serle, 1742-1812. 
1047 


88. 
We speak of the realms of the blest, 
That country so bright and so fair, 
And oft are its glories confessed ; 
But what must it be to be there! 


We speak of its pathways of gold, 

Its walls decked with jewels so rare, 
Its wonders and pleasures untold; 

But what must it be to be there! 


We speak of its freedom from sin, 
From sorrow, temptation, and care, 
From trials without and within; 
But what must it be to be there! 


We speak of its service of love, 
The robes which the glorified wear, 
The Church of the firstborn above; 
But what must it be to be there! 


Do thou, Lord, ’mid sorrow and woe, 
For glory our spirits prepare, 
And shortly we also shall know, 


And feel what it is to be there. 
Elizabeth Mills, 1805-1829. 


The church of the firstborn, 
Heb. xii. 23. 


1048) Gha Shephard and Bishop off Omp Sonts. 
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8s, 

Se eS, -  B  S 
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Thou Bri- dle of spir-its untam 
N z 


Sin - au - ly. in ho - li +est-psalms,The Guide of the children to praise. 
Dy . . 5 


ee rwldwv ddadyv. _8s,| Great Fisher, who captures to save 
1089 = He det. " i And with life’s sweet allurements dost win 
THe Bridle of spirits untamed, : Our souls from the wild, surging wave 
Thou Guide of the birds in the:air, Of darkness, temptation, and sin; 


Our Helm while we toss on life’s main, | 9¢3}] guide us, O Shepherd divine, 


Our Shepherd who for us doth care; Thro’ dan nh a. Hbly Rane: 
Assemble thy children, thy lambs, Prue iia seas sie eer 


‘ 3 .__ | The footsteps we follow are thine, 
That they their pure voices may raise | Thy praise, heav’nly Way, we willsing. 
Sincerely in holiest psalmns, a 
The Guide of the children to praise, ; 
‘ Ye songsters of peace now unite, 
King of saints, thou all-conquering Word Begotten of Christ from above, 
Of God, the Great Father, Most High, And sing of our Life and our Light, 
Thou rulest in wisdom, O Lord, The Fountain of mercy and love. 
Rejoicing as ages roll by; Refreshed by the dew of thy grace, 
Thou Stay of all spirits oppressed, Our tribute of song shall not céase, 
Thou Saviour and Hope of the lost, Together our King will we praise, 
Our Wing to mount up to our rest, Our Saviour, the God of our peace. 
Our Helm, when by storms we are tost. Clement of Alexandria? cir. 150-220. Ti. Hy, 1878. 
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Ghine Hiyes Shalt See the Ring, 


10 49 Are they not all ministering spirits? 
Inspirer and hearer of prayer, 
Thou Shepherd and Guardian of thine, 
My all to thy covenant care 
I sleeping or waking resign. - 
If thou art my Shield and my Sun, 
The night is no darkness to me; 
And fast as my moments roll on, 
They bring me but nearer to Thee. 


From evil secure, and its dread, 
I rest, if my Saviour be nigh; 
And songs his kind presence indeed. 
~ Shall in the night season supply. 
His smiles and his comforts abound, 
His grace as the dew shall descend ; 
And walls of salvation surround 
The soul he delights to defend. 
Thy ministering spirits descend 
To watch while thy saints are asleep ; 
By day and by night they attend, 
The heirs of salvation to keep. 
Bright seraphs, dispatched from the throne, 
Repair to their stations assigned ; 
And angels elect are sent down 
To guard the elect of mankind. 


Their worship no interval knows; 
Their fervor is still on the wing; 


8s. 


-And while they protect my repose, 


2 


They chant to the praise of my King. 
I, too, at the season ordained, 

Their chorus forever shall join, 
And love and adore without end 


Their faithful Creator and mine. 
Augustus M. Toplady, 1776. 


10 50 The xing in Bar ak 

T long to behold Him arrayed 
With glory and light from above, 

The King in his beauty displayed, 
His beauty of holiest love: 

I languish and sigh to be there, 
Where Jesus hath fixed his abode; 

Oh, when shall we meet in the air, 
And fly to the mountain of God? 


With Him I on Zion shall stand, 
For Jesus hath spoken the word; 
The breadth of Immanuel’s land 
Survey by the light of my Lord. 
Union Hymn. p. 355. Contrast. p. 352. 


8s. 


| 1052 


1049-1052 


But when, on thy bosom, reelined, 
Thy face I am strengthened to see, 
My fullness of rapture I find, ; 

My heaven of heavens in thee. 


How happy the people that dwell 
Secure in the City above! 

No pain the inhabitants feel, al | 
No sickness or sorrow shall prove, — 

Physician of souls, unto me 
Forgiveness and holiness give; 

And when from this bondage set-free, 


Oh then to that. city receive. as 


Charles Wesley, ab. 1762. 

1051 siren rnp ee “8s, 
I will goin the strength-of the Lord, 

In the path he hath marked for my feet ; 
I will follow the lightof his word, 

Nor shrink from the dangers I meet. 
His presence my steps shall attend ;. _ 

His fullness my wants shall supply; 
On him, till my journey shall end, . 

My hope shall' securely rely. 


I will go in the strength of the Lord 
To the work he appoints me to do; 
In the joy which his smile shallafford, 
My soul shall her vigor renew. 

His wisdom will guard me from harm, 
His power my sufficiency prove: 

T trust _his_omnipotent arm; 
I rest in his covenant love. 

I will go in the strength of the Lord 
To each conflict which faith may require ; 

And his grace, as my shield and reward, 
My courage and zeal shall inspire. 

If He give the word of command 
To mect and encounter the foe, 

With sling and with stone in my hand, 


In the strength of the Lord I will go! 
Church Missionary Gleaner, 1861. 


of the Lord God. 
Txxi. 16. 


Let ts sing unto the Lord. 
Psalm xcv. 1, 


8s. 
Oh come, let us sing to the Lord, 

In God our salvation rejoice; 
In psalms of thanksgiving record 

His praise with one spirit and voice. 
My gracious Redeemer I love, 

His praises aloud I'll proclaim, 
And join with the armies above 


To shout his adorable name. 
Unknown. 
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1053 She Sowmgy Someth the Word. 


wy he Sower. 98 & 7. H., 1880. 


But some will fall on the fer-tile ground,That seed more precious th 


ringing forth an hundred-fold. 


1058 « Asowerjrent forth tosow. = 9 & '7g,| Go forth in the morn thy seed to sow, 
h fe rer * hth ; dt Withhold not thy hand at eve, 
Phsteowar goer eselnthe sead to.eerw Thou canst not tell which seed shall grow, 


Some falls by the wayside high, : : : 
Some, seatter'd mid thorns, will fruitless grow, Yet God will the increase give. 


And some.gn the.xocks .will die. At last the great harvest day shall come, 


» CHORUS, — When those who in tears have sown 
But some will fall on the fertile ground— | Shall sing the glad song of haryest home, 
‘That seed more precious than gold; Before the eternal throne. 
Oh, in my heart may such soil be found, 
Bringing forth an hundred-fold. CHORUS. 


Then be the joy of the harvest mine: 
When sowers and reapers sing,— 
Oh, may we join in the strain sublime, 

In the presence of our King. 


In sorrow and tears the sower goes, 
’*Mid tempest, and wind, and rain, 
He scatters his bread and never knows 


What seed he shall see again. H., 1880, 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1890. 358 


Bringing Ris Sheangs. 1054-1055 
,, Ingathering. 88 & Ts. H., 1880, 


An - gels the wheat shall gath-er; 
= = Kp. Saek* oJ 


Then shall the righteous shineforthas the sun, In the kingdom of ‘their 


; < 
in, Souls shall from death de-liv - er; 
=r ~ g a é ~ oS 


1054. Astessptrcrepadere gee 78.) 10B5 © traieneyym > 88.4 7s, 
Soon the great harvest day shall come, | Thou who didst wear the thorny crown, 
Angels the wheat shall gather; Thou who art throned in glory, 


Then shall therighteous shine forthas thesun,! We in contrition bowing down, 


In the kingdom of their father. Now worship and adore thee. 
CHORUS. : Look upon us who cry to thee, 
They that are wise the lost to win, List to each supplication ; 
Sonts shall from @eath deliver ; ‘When thou shalt come, remember me, 
Hiding a multitude of sins, Grant to me thy salvation.” 


Shinjng like stars forever. 


Weeping we sow the precious seed, — 


But we shall reap with singing; sat 
Coming again with joyful speed ‘Comfort our souls with joy and peace, 


Our sheaves with gladness bringing, O show to us thy salvation. 
Winners of souls, be strong, be wise! | Break thou our bonds and set us free, 


Give to each burdened heart release, 
Pardon, and consolation, 


Many to Jesus turning; Now from all sin deliver; 
Soon shall ye shine like yon radiant skies, | Bring us at last to dwell with Thee, 
In starlike splendor burning. There may we reign forever. Ase 
H., 1881. H,, 1895. 
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1056 OF Sugh ix the Kingdom of Heaven. 


ob ake awaythe Children. 6s, 5s & 9s. HL, 1879. 


‘1/2 “Rabbins wise are co 


rr ~ . > ; 
~To his arms he gathered The lit-tle ones he loved. Suf-fer lit-tle children to 
Blest the little children, And sentthem happy home. 

=. =—.3- a 


il 0 5 Suffer little children to come unto me. 12s 
Luke xviii. 16. e 


3 From the wise and prudent 
Are many things concealed ; 

To the babes and sucklings 
God’s wisdom is revealed ; 

Learned ones may cavil, 


4 Children cry Hosanna, 
While Pharisees complain ; 

Children know their Saviour, 
Who for their sins was slain ; 

May we share the blessings 


And die at last unblest; To little children given, 


An abundant entrance 


Where reigns the King of heav’n. 
H., 1879. 


Little ones will nestle 
Ulose to the Saviour’s breast. 
Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1880, 360 


Ohy Vaite of One Srying in the Witderness. 1057-1058 


Thy Kingdom Come. 


fat. 
fs 2 ER ee oes ee ee 
4 mY ne EE 2 


7 a 
Aa a a -- => — 
Sr : TP 2 ee ee 

=o 


1, Hark, in the wil-derness a cry, a prayer:.....- 
Thy kingdom come, 


10s & 4s. 


H., 1879. 
== a is 
eS ee ee 


Voices. unnumbered - 


3 a - =: -— rf a ot 
os nN NS 2 —" &< e— ee Fe 
Thy kingdom come! 


breathe it ev’ry-wheré; : 
Thy kingdom come, 


-.--- Heralds proclaim the coming of the King.From land to 


10587™ kipedom come, Thy will be done.7 Os&7S 
2 From shore to shore swells out the solemn 
ery :—Thy kingdom come! 
Repent! Repent! God’s kingdom draweth 
nigh :—Thy kingdom come! 
Hasten, ye lost ones, to the mercy seat, 
Seek and find pardon at the Saviour’s feet, 
Then lift your heads, the coming King to 
greet :—Thy kingdom come! 
3 Soon, soon shall Satan’s baleful reign be 
done :—Thy kingdom come! 
Our conq’ring King shall wear the crowns 
he won :—Thy kingdom come! 
O earth, rejoice in Him who comes to reign: 
Floods,clap your hands,be glad, O hill and plain, 
Then shall His will be done in earth again: 
Thy kingdom come! 
4 Rejoice, ye islands of the distant main: 
Thy kingdom come! 
O all ye lands, take up the glad refrain: 
Thy kingdom come! 
Lo! on the mountain tops, with beauteous feet, 
Glad watchmen sound their silver trumpets sweet; 
O Zion wake, and haste thy King to greet: 


Thy kingdom come! 
H., 1878. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1878, 


5 O earth,prepare to hail your glorious King: 
Thy kingdom come! 

Scatter your paims, your loud hosannas ging: 
Thy kingdom come! 

Ye sinners turn, ye rebels seek his face; 

Hasten, ye guilty, to implore his grace; 

Saints, lift aloud your notes of prayer and 


praise: Thy kingdom come!  4y,, 187s. 
Let the earth rejoice. g P| 
1058 Psalm xxii da 10s & 7S. 


Oh, all ye nations of the earth, rejoice, 
Praise ye the Lord! 

In every land uplift the joyful voice, 
Praise ye the Lord! 

Tell of his mighty acts, his wondrous fame, 

Sing of his ways, his matchless love proclaim. 

Sound thro’ the earth the glory of his name: 
Praise ye the Lord! 


Ye who in darkness, sin, and sorrow, pine, 
Praise ye the Lord! 

On all your night he doth arise and shine, 
Praise ye the Lord! 

Sleepers, awake! arise ye from the dead! 

And Christ his light upon your eyes shall shed : 

Awakeand sing! uplift each drooping head: 
Praise ye the Lord! H., 1878. 
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1059-1060 Bly God Shalf fe My God. 


yOlvitas Del. 7s., 8 lines. 


| a ae ES 
= ee a ee | a Oe ae = ae _ 2 


angéls wait, Lingering at each pearly gate, Welcoming the ransomed throngs Which to 


Zi-on come with songs ;Holy cit - y, 


fair an -pen wide thy gates to me. 


1O50— sagheyiesest. 7s, 1060 ra ere Te 
2 Streaming thro’ the jasper walls, People of the living God, 

Light upon the nations falls; I have sought the world around; 
Light from God, the great I AM, Paths of sin and sorrow trod, 

Light from Christ, the spotless Lamb, Peace and comfort nowhere found ; 
Light that never disappears Now to you my spirit turns,— 

Thyo’ the glad, eternal years ;— Turns a fugitive unblest ; 

Holy city, fair and free, Brethren, where your altar burns, 
Open wide thy gates to me. Oh, receive me to your rest. 

3 From beneath that throne of light, | Lonely I no longer roam 

Lo, a river clear and bright, Like the cloud, the wind, the wave; 
Life’s unceasing torrent rolls, Where you dwell shall be my home, 
Satisfying thirsty souls; Where you die shall be my grave; 
Whosoever will may taste Mine the God whom you adore ; 

All the fullness of that grace: Your Redeemer shall be mine; 

Holy city, fair and free, Earth can. fill my soul no more,— 
Open wide thy gates to me. Every idol I resign. 


4 To that home my steps I bend, Tell me not of gain and loss, 


There my pilgrimage shall end, Baan dane gers nies Paes 
Where the ransomed wave their palms, Sh: P y Sa aE 
Wear their crowns and chant their psalms, ame, reproach, afiliction’s hour, 


Enter their eternal rest, ‘* Follow me ”—I know thy voice; 
aad, Apter and blest: sie Pare eee haves 
oly city, fair and free, Me s 3 
Re; Light th ; 
Open wide thy gates to me. H., 1879, Be eny RIT RO OEE: aisttans 


J 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1880. 862 Goorge Streets p. 224. Martyn. p. 225. 


a . 


A ck of Water Springing Wp. 1061 


Jacob's, Well. Ts. 8 lines, Arr, H., 1880, 


soul by Ja-co 


s well, Hear the joy - ful news we tell; 
! 


= Ss 3 ia se a 
He who wea-ry wait-ed there,Scorch’dbeneath the noontide glare, 
Liv-ing wa-ter springing up, Like a well of joy and hope. 


He who sat at Ja-cod’s well Gives us _ this good news. to tell. 


Of - fers you the 


1061 a Ealcaie Abe it dpa ae 7s.| Then like rivers rolling free, 
Titieas cobbiet - nae Shall your life a blessing be, 

iu wos nerey And the desert waste shall sing, 
Hear the joyful news we tell; Gladdened by the streams that spring. 


He who weary, waited there, ; 
Scorched beneath the noontide glare, | From the glorious throne above, 


ad ift Roll the floods of life and love; 
On ne eee ey a oat - | And the Lamb his flock shall guide 
Living water springing up Where those living waters glide. 
Like a well of joy and hope. Hunger, thirst, and pain are o’er, 
Woe and sorrow come no more, 
Cuorvs. All who will may freely take, 
Si ia serepemenn|stimier wetter All who drink, their thirst may slake. 
All their burning thirst may slake: Hear the gracious parting word, 


Spoken by the risen Lord ;— 
Whosoever thirsts, draw near, 
Tell the tidings all who hear. 
Whosoever hears the sound, 


He who sat at Jacob’s well 
Gives us this good news to tell. 


ee ee Send the invitation round, 

Every one that thirsts draw nigh, Taste the water Jesus gives, 

Oni tiie Sew of sian Venere, Whosoever drinks tives, 

Thus the Holy Ghost receive. HL, 1880 
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—— ae 
By permission. 


1062-1063 


Sabbath 


seek, Waiting in His courtsto-day: Day of all the week the best, 


Ghey Shall be Mine. 


1s, 6 lines. 


1062 


2 Mercies multiplied each hour, 

Thro’ the week our praise demand ; 
Guarded by Almighty power, 

Fed and guided by His hand; 
Though ungrateful we have been, — 
Often made returns of sin, 

3 While we pray for pardoning grace, 

Thro’ the dear Redeemer’s name, 
Show thy reconciled face, 

Shine away our sin and shame; 
From our worldly cares set free, 

May we rest this day in Thee. 
4 Here we come Thy name to praise; 

May we feel Thy presence near: 
May Thy glory meet our eyes, 

While we in Thy house appear: 
Here afford us, Lord, a taste 
Of our everlasting feast. 


5 May Thy gospel’s joyful sound 
Conquer sinners, comfort saints ; 
Make the fruits of grace abound, 
Bring relief for all complaints: 
Thus may all our Sabbaths prove, 
Till we join the Church above. 


John Newton, 1779. 
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Upon the yee the week. 7s, 61 , 1068 


bis <5 aac, 
Hallelujah! who shall part 

Christ’s own church from Christ’s own heart, 
Sever from the Saviour’s side 

Soul’s for whom the Saviour died? 
Who shall dash one jewel down 

From Immanuel’s blood-bought crown? 
Who shall dash one jewel down 

From Immanuel’s blood-bought crown? 


Hallelujah! shall the sword 

Part us from our glorious Lord? 
Trouble dark, or dire disgrace 

Fer the Spirit’s seal efface? 

Famine, nakedness, or hate, 

Bride and Bridegroom separate? 

Who shall dash one jewel down 

From Immanuel’s blood-bought crown? 


Hallelujah! life nor death, 

Powers above nor powers beneath, 
Monarch’s might nor tyrant’s doom, 
Things that are nor things to come, 
Men nor angels, e’er shall part , 
Christ's own church from Christ’s own heart. 
Who shall dash one jewel down 


From Immanuel’s blood-bought erown? 
William Dickinson, 1846. 


A Surg Roundstion, 


7s, 6 lines. 


Palace. 
ae tens: 


it 


1064-1067 
H., 1879, 


.Earth and heay'n shall pass away ;But our palaces of old 


1 064 All of ego — old like, 
Like a garment waxing old, 

Earth and heaven shall pass away; 
But our palaces of gold 

Shine in an unsetting day; 
There with all the ransomed blest, 
With our Saviour we shall rest. 
Crystal waters sweetly glide 

From beneath our Father’s throne, 
Pearly gates stand open wide, 

Welcoming to joys unknown ; 
There with all the ransomed blest, 
With our Saviour we shall rest. 
Through this dark and desert waste 

Shine those distant glories fair ; 
Up, oh pilgrim, onward haste, 

Soon thy feet shall enter there; 
There with all the ransomed blest, 


With our Saviour. we shall rest. 
; Hy, 1878. 


TNL Preaching peace by Jesus Christ. + 
085 5 TA cte 8b. is, 61. 


Ye that in His courts are found, 
Listening to the joyful sound, 
Lost and helpless as ye are, 

Sons of sorrow, sin, and care, 
Glorify the King of kings, 

Take the peace the gospel brings. 
Turn to Christ your longing eyes, 
View his bloody sacrifice ; 

See in him your sins forgiven, 
Pardon, holiness, and heaven; 
Glorify the King cf kings, 


c the gospel brings. 
Take the peace the gosp oe oon: a 


le DE oes OE ES 
Copyright, H. L, Hastings. 1886. 


78,61. 


Tim. ii. 19. 
God’s foundation standeth sure, 
We shall to the end endure, | 
Safely will the Shepherd keep 
Those he purchased for his sheep. 
God’s foundation standeth sure, 
We shall to the end endure. 


Known to Him before the sun 
First began his course to run, 
Chosen, calléd from above, 
Objects of eternal love... Chorus. 
Put thy seal upon each heart, 
Thy blest image, Lord, impart; 
All thyself in us reyeal, 


1066": frondation of God Stangeib sure. 7s, 61. ' 


We the clay and thou the seal. Choa. 

Every evil, Lord, subdue, 

By thy grace our souls renew, 

Then from base affections free, 

Dead to sin, we’ll live to thee. Oho. 

Thomas Haweis, 1802. 

1067 Pebold, bless ye ps Lord. Hes 6] 

exxxiv. 1. aap : 


Praise to God on high be given, 
Praise from all in earth/and heaven; 
Ye that in his presence stand, 

Ye that walk by his command, 
Saints below and hosts above, 
Praise, oh praise the God of love! 


Praise Him at the dawn of light, 
Praise him at returning night; 
Strings and voices, hands and hearts, 
In his praises bear your parts; 

Thou that madest earth and sky, 


Bless us from thy throne on high! 
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834. 
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1068-1069 


Harwell. 


See, he sits 


1068 Let all the parela of God worship. 83s & qs, 1 0 6 9 


Hark! ten thousand harps and voices 
Sound the note of praise above; 

Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices; 
Jesus reigns, the God of love; 

See, he sits on yonder throne; 

Jesus rules the world alone. 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Amen. 


Jesus, hail! whose glory brightens 
All above, and gives it worth; 
Lord of life, thy smile enlightens, 
Cheers and charms thy saints on earth ; 
When we think of love like thine, 
Lord, we own it love divine. Refrain. 


King of glory, reign forever; 
Thine an everlasting crown; 
Nothing from thy love shall sever 
Those whom thou hast made thine own, 
Happy objects of thy grace, 
Destined to behold thy face. Ref. 
Saviour, hasten thine appearing ; 
Bring, oh, bring the glorious day, 
When, the awful summons hearing, 
Heaven and earth shall pass away ; 
Then with golden harps we'll sing, 
‘*Glory, glory to our King.” Ref. 


Thomas Kelley, ab. 1804. 
Autumn. p. 256. 


88 & 7s. 


Hark! ten thousand harps and voi - ces Sound the note 
Je - sus reigns,and heav’n re - joic - es, 


See, he sits on yonder throne; 
on yonder throne; Je-sus rules 


of praise 
Je - sus reigns,the God 


_ Jesus rules the world a-lone. 
the world a - lone. 


Like unto men that wait. 


Luke xii. 36. 8s & 73. 


Vain are all terrestrial pleasures; 
Mixed with dross the purest gold; 
Scek we then for heavenly treasures, 
Treasures never waxing old. 
Let our best affections centre 
On the things around the throne: 
There no thief can ever enter; 
Moth and rust are there unknown. 


Earthly joys no longer please us, 
Here would we renounce them all: 
Seek our only rest in Jesus, — 

Him our Lord and Master call. 
Faith, our languid spirits cheering, 
Points to brighter things above; 
Bids us look for his appearing; 
Bids us triumph in his love. 


May our lights be always burning, 
And our loins be girded round, 
Waiting for our Lord’s returning, — 
Longing for the welcome sound. 
Thus the Christian life adorning, 
Never need we be afraid, 
Should he come at night or morning, 
Early dawn, or even shade. 
David Everard Ford, 1828. 


Greenville. p. 258. Carolina. p. 368. 
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Jtiving Hountsins of} Waters, 
8s & 78.*| 1072 


TO ZO ses cp 

Who are these in dazzling brightness, 
These in God’s own truth arrayed, 

Clad in robes of purest whiteness, 

- Robes whose lustre ne’er shall fade, 

Ne’er be touched by Time’s rude hand? 

Whence come all this glorious band? 


These are they who have contended 
For their Saviour’s honor long, 
Wrestling on till life was ended, 
Following not the sinful throng. 
These who well the fight sustained, 
Triumph through the Lamb have gained. 


Lo, the Lamb himself now feeds them 
On Mount Sion’s pastures fair; 
From his central throne he leads them 
By the living fountains there; 
Lamb and Shepherd, Good Supreme! 
Free he gives the cooling steam. 


With the just, who thee resemble, 
Let, O Lord, my lot be cast; 
Far from all that makes me tremble, 
Let thy faithful child at last 
Make thy pledged reward his own, 
Ever dwelling near thy throne. 
Heinrich Theodore Schenk, d. 1727. Zr. F. E. Cox, ab. 1864. 


1071 88 & 7s.* 


Breaking now the loaf together, 
We obey our Master’s word; 
Children of a common Father, 
Servants of a common Lord; 
Who when leaving all below, 
Bade us thus his love to show. 


Of one blessed cup partaking, 
Emblem of Christ’s precious blood, 
Holy thoughts in us awaking, 
We who once were far from God; 
For us wanderers Christ did die, 
By his blood we are brought nigh. 


One in Him, in heart united, 

One with him before the throne; 
With his love our hearts are lighted, 
On our paths his face has shone; 
Thus we show his death again, 
Till our Lord returns to reign. 


* Repeat the first two lines to close each verse. 
Sanctuary. p. 369. Zion’s Glory. p. 260. 
3 


In breaking of bread. 
Acts ii. 42. 


1070-1073 


88 & 7s. 
Glorious things of thee are spoken, 
Zion, city of our God! 
He whose word cannot be broken 
Chose thee for his own abode. 
On the Rock of Ages founded, 
What can shake her sure repose? 
With salvation’s walls surrounded, 
She can smile at all her foes. 


See, the streams of living waters, 
Springing from eternal love, 

Well supply thy sons and daughters, 
And all fear of want remove. 

Who can faint while such a river 
Ever flows their thirst t’assuage? 

Grace, which like the Lord, the Giver, 
Never fails from age to age. 


Blest inhabitants of Zion, 

Washed in the Redeemer’s biood! 
Jesus, whom their souls rely on, 

Makes them kings and priests to God. 
Saviour, if of Zion’s city 

I through grace a member am, 
Let the world deride or pity, 

I will glory in thy name. 


John Newton, ab. 1797. 


The city of the living God. 
Heb. xiii. 


1073 And spor ey bed quae c hyn. 88 & 7s. 
We have met in glad communion, 
But the parting hour draws nigh; 
Sweet has been our holy union; 
May our friendship never die! 
CHoRus. 
Bound with love’s unbroken band, 
Kept by an almighty Hand; 
Christ’s own sheep shall never perish ; 
None shall pluck them from his hand. 


We have met in glad communion ; 
We may part to meet no more 

Till the great and glad reunion 
On the bright immortal shore. 


By the Lord anew created, 

Bound by ties to flesh unknown; 
Though in body separated, 

Yet in spirit we are one. 


Here we part, but not forever; 
Soon our wanderings shall be past ; 
May we meet no more to sever,— 


Meet with all the saints at last! 
H., 1883. 


1074-1075 


Carolina. 


Arise, go Ougy Ghis Fordan, 


. 
: us aa? Senne goss nomen a Avaeaes 
—_ ene, aS 
ee Sel 
eh endl 


—s 
zi a : 
ev-er; We shall see our see no more; Allour conflicts then shall cpannBollcwed 
.< . : 3) = “> = . 


by e-ternal peace, When we pass thro’ yonder river, When we reach the farther shore, 


Arise, B0 a —s Jordan. 


1074 ee 8s & 7s. 


When we pass through ub bic river, 
When we reach the farther shore, 
There’s an end of war forever; 
We shall see our foes no more; 
All our conflicts then shall cease, 
Followed by eternal peace. 


After warfare, rest is pleasant; 
Ob, how sweet the prospect is! 
Though we toil and strive at present, 
Let us not repine at this: 
Toil, and pain, and conflict, past, 
All endear repcse at last. 


When we gain the heavenly regions, 
When we touch the heavenly shore,— 

Blessed thought !—no hostile legions 
Can alarm or trouble more; 

Far beyond the reach of foes, 

We shall dwell in sweet repose, 


Oh, that hope! how bright, how glorious! 
Tis his people’s best reward ; 

In the Saviour’s strength victorious, 
They at length behold their Lord; 

Jn his king dom they shall rest, 


In his love be fully blest. 
Thomas Kelly, 1769-1855. 


Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1886. 


1075 88 & 7s. 

Who are these like stars appearing, 
These before God’s throne who stand? 

Each a golden crown is wearing, — 
Who are all this glorious band? 

Hallelujah! hark! they sing, 

Praising loud their heavenly King. 


Whence came they? 
Rev. vii. 13, 


These are they whose hearts were riven, 
Sore with woe and angufsh tried, 

Who in prayer full oft have striven 
With the God they glorified ; 

Now, their painful conflict o’er, 

God has bid them weep no more. 


They like priests have watched and waited, 
Offering up to Christ their will, 
Soul and body consecrated, 
Day and night to serve him still; 
Now, in God’s most holy place, 
Blest they stand before his face. 


With that holy throng uniting, 

Then what rapture ‘shall be mine! 
In the sun’s bright beams delighting, 

I too like the s stars shall shine; 
Lord, for this my soul shall raise 
Thanks to thee and endless praise. 
Heinrich Theodore Schenk, d. 1727. Zr. F. E. Cox, ab. 1864. 


KK 


Draw Dinh to nd, 


Sanctuary. 


1076-1077 


Joachim Neander, 1680. 
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O - pen wide the gates of beau-ty, Guide me to the house o 


God; 


du - ty, Saints with reverent feet have trod. 


~ £07 Enter into his gates with thanksgiving. 8,75, | Lead me to the living waters, 


yen wide the gates of beauty, 
Guide me to the house of God; 
Vhere in loving, joyful, duty, 
Saints with reverent feet have trod: 
O how blessed is this place, 
Filled with comfort, light, and grace. 


Lord, behold, I come before thee, 
Wilt thou now draw nigh to me? 
While I worship and adore thee, 
Grant me fellowship with thee. 
Enter, Lord, this heart of mine, 
Dwell in me, thou King divine. 


While thy praise is gladly chanted, 
While thy precious seed is sown, 
In my soul may it be planted, 
Quickening me with life unknown ; 
Till on this once barren ground, 
Fruit a hundred-fold be found. 


Speak, O Lord, and I will hear thee, 
So may I perform thy will; 
Undisturbed may I draw near thee, 
With life’s streams my being fill: 
Feed me with the heavenly Bread, 
On my heart thy comforts shed. 


That thy lamb may pasture find. 
Let my dews be heavenly manna, 

Guide my feet, direct my mind. 
Me through this dark valley bring, 


To the palace of my King. 
Benj. Schmolke, 1672-1737. Tr. H., ab. 1885. 
1077 


88, 78 
“‘Trust ye in the Lord forever,” 
His is everlasting strength; 
Weak and vain the foe’s endeavor, 
Looking to prevail at length. 
They who in the Lord confide, 
Safe and happy shall abide. 


‘‘Trust ye in the Lord forever,” 

His is love that changes not; 
Never will he leave, no, never, 

Those whom he with blood has bougks. 
He will keep them by his power. 
Keep them in the darkest hour. 


‘¢ Trust ye in the Lord forever,”’ 
Grace is his, and power and love; 

Trust in him who changes never, 
Him who reigns in heaven above. 

Sheltered by his mighty arm, 


Who or what can do us harm? 
Thomas Kelly, ab. 1769-1560 


Trust ye in the Lord forever. 
Isa. xxvi. 4. 


369 Harwell, p.168. 


1078-1079 
Cornhills 


Thomas Clark, 1778—1859. 
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Hark! how th’ adoring hosts 
Employ their harps and sing; 
Hark! how the notes of love divine, 
Sound sweet from every string. 
Loud rolls the heavenly strain, 
Like mighty thunders’ roar; 
‘* Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain, 
To reign forever more.” 
In earth and heaven all power 
Into his hand is given,— 
The Wonderful, the Counsellor, 
The mighty Lord of heaven. 
Our Father on the throne, 
To thee be glory given,— 
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done 
On earth as ’tis in heaven, 
H., 1885. V.1, Unknown, 
By Permission. 


Glory and power belong 
To Christ who shed his blood; 

To him we raise our songs of praise, 
Who ransomed us to God. 

Tell ye His matchless grace, 
Extol his wondrous fame, 

Sing ye his praise to endless days, 
And magnify his name. 

Sing ye, with gladness sing, 
Your conquering Lord adore; 

In God rejoice with cheerful voice, 
And praise him evermore. 

Thou who our sin and shame 
Didst bear upon the tree, 

Come thou again, triumphant reign 
To all eternity. 

. H., 1885. 


Ohay Rest Not Bay and Right. 


Adoration. Ss. 
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H., 1880, 
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night, But 


Ho - ly, ho - ly, 


1080 


2 They rest not day nor night, 
In that celestial calm; 
But to the Lord of power and might 
Uplift the ceaseless psalm. 
3 Roll on, unceasing song! 
To praise the Saviour’s name; 
Worship, and pow’r, and thanks belong 
To God and to the Lamb. 


4 We lift our voices high, 
And join the holy hymn; 
And Holy, holy, holy cry, 
With saints and seraphim. 
1081 ae aim ee 
The day is past and gone: 
Great God, we bow to thee; 


Again, as shades of night steal on, 
Unto thy side we flee. 


Oh, when shall that day come, 
Ne’er sinking in the west, 
That country and that happy home, 
Where none shall break our rest; 
Where we, preserved beneath 
The shelter of thy wing, 
Forevermore thy praise shall breathe, 


And of thy mercy sing! 
William John Blew, 1849. 


Saying, Holy, holy, holy. 
Rev. iv. 8. 


H., 1884. 


By Permission: 


s. M. 


Ss. M. 1 0 8QTbe Passover, and the sprtakling of blood. Ss. M. 


O Lord, at thy command 
We round thy table meet; 

Sojourners in a foreign land, 
The paschal feast we eat. 


Our unity we own, 
One body, and one bread, 

One faith, one Lord upon the throne, 
One Spirit, and one Head. 


The sacred loaf we break, 
We eat the bread of God; 
In trusting faith the cup we take, 
Sheltered behind the blood. 
Farewell to Egypt’s pride, 
Its pleasures, and its sin; 
Before us shall the floods divide, 
And Canaan we shall win. 
H., 1883. 
10838 Shaniserrse een and power. Ss. M 
Lord, in this closing hour 
We raise our thankful song; 
Worship and honor, praise and power, 
To thee, our God, belong. 
Thou who dost with us meet, 
Oh, bless us as we part; 
And may our fellowship be sweet, 


With all the pure in heart. 
H., 1988 


<a’ 


1084-1085 X Gill Giue You Rest. : 


Remember Me. 8. M. ae ‘ 


Re-mem-ber me, my God, Who all my needscan psec. 


10 84 Lord, remember me when thou comest. Ss. M. 10 85 There remaineth therefore a rest. s. 


Luke xxiii. 42. Hebrews iv. 9. M. 
Remember me, my God, And is there, Lord, a rest 
Who all my needs can see; For weary souls designed, 
In every ill and every woe, Where not a care shall stir the breast, 
I pray, remember me. Nor sorrow entrance find? : 
Remember me, my God, Is there a blissful home, 
By sin and woe opprest; Where kindred minds shall meet, 
Oh hold me up beneath my load, And live, and love, nor ever roam 
And give me peace and rest, From that serene retreat? 
If sickness sore o’ertake, Are there bright, happy fields, 
And pain my portion be, Where naught that blooms shall die; 
Then Saviour, for thy mercy’s sake, Where each new scene fresh pleasure yields, 
I pray, remember me. And healthful breezes sigh? 
Remember me, my God, Are there celestial streams, 
In death’s dread shadowy vale Where living waters glide, 
Comfort me with thy staff and rod, With murmurs sweet as angel-dreams, 
Let not my courage fail. And flowery banks beside? 
Remember me, my God, Forever blessed they, 
When, at thy great white throne, Whose joyful feet shall stand, 
The trembling world awaits thy nod, | While endless ages waste away, 
Oh claim me as thine own. Amid that glorious land! 
My God, remember me, My soul would thither tend, 
To thee I lift my eyes; While toilsome years are given; 
Oh grant that I at last may be And then with all the blest ascend 
With thee in Paradise. To meet the Lord from heaven! 


Haas Ray Palmer, 1843. 
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When X Remembey Bion. 


Evening Hymn. 


is past 


and gone, 


1086-1089 


The even - ing 


1086 


2 We lay our garments by, 
Upon our beds to rest; 

So death will soon disrobe us all 
Of what we here possess. 

3 Lord, keep us safe this night, 
Secure from all our fears; 

May angels guard us while we sleep, 
Tul morning light appears. 

4 And if we early rise, 
And view the unwearied sun, 

May we set out to win the prize, 
And after glory run. 

5 And when our days are past, 
And we from time remove, 

O may we in thy bosom rest, 
The bosom of thy love. 


John Leland, 1799. 
1087 Ped hari, S. 
We bless the Lamb of God, 
Who once for sinners died ; 
Who for the guilty shed his blood, 
On Calvary crucified. 
We praise His matchless grace 
Which brought salvation nigh; 
But oh to see Him face to face, 
Descending from the sky! 
We shall be like Him then, 
And in His image shine, 
Fairer than all the sons of men, 
In majesty divine. 


I will lay me down in peace. 
iecatanar > 5. M 


H., 1888. 


-| 1088 


8. M. 


If I forget thee, O Jerusalem! 
Psalm exxxvii. 5. 


Far from my heavenly home, 
Far from my Father’s breast, 
Fainting, I cry, ‘‘ Blest Spirit, come, 
And speed me to my rest!” 
Upon the willows long 
My harp has silent hung; 
How should I sing a cheerful song, 
Till thou inspire my tongue? 


My spirit homeward turns, 
And fain would thither flee; 

My heart, O Zion, droops and yearns 
When I remember thee. 

To thee, to thee I press — 
A dark and toilsome road: 

When shall I pass the wilderness, 
And reach the saints’ abode? 


God of my life, be near! 
On Thee my hopes are cast; 
Oh, guide me through the desert here, 
And bring me home at last! 
Henry Francis Lyte, 1834, 


10 89 Take heed eee. fe ye hear. 


Again our ears have heard 
The gospel thou hast given ; 
The solemn, everlasting word, 
Which thou hast sent from heaven. 
Now let thy Spirit’s power 
Water the seed divine; 
On.us thy richest blessings pour, 
And seal and own us thine. 


Ss. M 


H., 1883. 


1090-1093 Ghq Bysuking of Bread, 


Communion. L.-M. O.P.&. Bach, arr. by Dr. weet Miller, 1787. 
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Thither be all thy children 


1090 is map Body Tone. 1093!» loved em eypneieng Tere: L.M. 
My God, and is thy table spread, Oh strong and everlasting Love, 

And does thy cup with love o’erflow?| Deep, matchless, pure, unquenchable ; 
Thither be all thy children led, Thy gracious tenderness we prove, 


And let them all its sweetness know. Thy pity for a race that fell. 
Hail, sacred feast, which Jesus makes, | For us thou hast in anguish died, 
Rich banquet of his flesh and blood; | The thorns, the shame thou didst endure; 
Thrice happy he who here partakes Was scourged, and scorned, and crucified, 
That sacred stream, that heav’nly food!| To make our great salvation sure. 


Why are its bounties all in vain To thee, O Son of God, we bring 
Before unwilling hearts displayed? Our burdened souls, our aching hearts, 
Was not for you the Victim slain? And at thy feet adore and sing 


Are you forbid the children’s bread? The grace thy life and death imparts. 


Oh, let thy table honored be, 
And furnished well with joyful guests ; 
And may each soul salvation see, My soul approach the Lord in prayer; 
That here its holy pledges tastes. With every burden, woe and care: 
hilip Doddridge, ab. 1758. | He hears thy cry, he heals thy pain ;— 
LOD] “Whom hare Tin heaven but Thee?” 7 | Who ever sought his face in vain? 


Whom have I, Lord, in heaven but Thee?| My soul, behold thy Saviour stands, 


1098 west ae 


And who on earth can I desire? And stretching forth his piercéd hands, 
May nothing here my portion be, Invites thee to draw near to God, 
O may my soul to Thee aspire. Protected by his sprinkled blood. 


Though flesh and heart may faint and fail, | Come boldly to the throne of grace, 
And tremble at each warring shock, | Enter the consecrated place; 

How can my doubts or fears prevail And here, from sin by mercy freed, 
While sheltered in the eternal ok Find grace to help in time of need. 


374 


H., 1881, 


hers Guo oy Shree arg Met Goguthay. 


1094 This do > aren of me. 

Oh, never may my soul forget 
The Man of griefs who died for me, 

Whose sun in clouds of darkness set, 
Amid the gloom of Calvary! 


Never may I forget the hour 
When ’mid thy shades, Gethsemane, 
Alone the world’s dread guilt he bore, 
And drank the bitter cup for me. 
Nor may my memory e’er forget 
The sacred words the Master spake, 
When with his chosen few he met, 
The cup to pour, the bread to break. 
Here, Lord, we show thy life of love, 
Thy death, thy triumph o’er the tomb, 
Thy living sympathy above, 
Thy royal glory yet to come. 
Jesus, as round thy sacred board 
Thy children meet, to think on thee, 
Each heart cries out, ‘‘O absent Lord, 
When thou shalt come,remember me!” 


H., 1865. 
1095 Look up apd its ap yews heeds. 


L. M. 


L, M. 


Look up, my soul, and hail the home 
The Lord thy God prepares for thee ; 
Jerusalem from heaven will come, 
Bride of the Lamb, in Majesty. 
Look up, my soul; for, bright as gold, 
The sacred city’s jasper walls 
Shine like the noonday sun; behold, 
God’s glory gilds her radiant halls! 
Look up, my soul; the ‘‘ First, the Last,” 
Hath bade all pain and mourning cease ; 
The griefs of former years are past; 
All there is light, and joy, and peace. 
Look up, my soul, and still rejoice, 
Tho’ tempests dark thy path bedim; 
No ‘‘fearful, unbelieving ” voice 
Can sing the Bridegroom’s choral hymn. 
Look up, my soul; and keep that word, 
That solemn word which Christ hath givn: 
Blessed are ye who wait your Lord, 
The bright, the Morning Star of heaven. 
Look up, my soul; and join that ery, 
“The Spirit and the Bride say, Come!” 
Lord, haste, fulfill thy prophecy ; 
Lord, take thy sealéd people home! 


Caroline Habershon? Premillennial Hymns, 1836. 


1094-1098 


1 096 The Shares tat Jost ha! their house. - M 
Again, O Lord, with two or three 

We in thy sacred name unite; 
O Saviour, with us wilt thou be, 

To give us love and peace and light. 


We pitch our tents as strangers here, 

Sojourners thro’ life’s transient days; 
And here our lowly altars rear, 

To sacrifice with prayer and praise. 
Lord, now within thy church appear, 

The church within our dwelling bless; 
Abide with us, thy pilgrims here,— 

O Lord, our strength and righteousness. 
O Saviour, may we ever rest 

Beneath the shadow of thy wing 
Till we shall enter with the blest, 

The palace of our heavenly King. 

H., 1880. 

1 097 He a re them. 
Abide with us, O Stranger dear: 
The evening shades are gathering near; 
Our hearts have burned to hear thy word, 
O tarry with us, gracious Lord, 


L. M. 


Behold, our humble feast we spread ; 
Be with us as we break the bread; 
And may we now, like those of old, 
Our risen Saviour’s face behold. 


Come, and beside our board sit down; ~ 
Thy presence all our joys shall crown ; 
And may we, gathered round the board, 
Behold thee as our living Lord. 


To us in breaking bread be known, 
But do not leave us then alone; 
Life’s shadows fall, ’tis eventide, 
With us, O Son of God, abide. 
HL, 1883. 

1098 L. M 
O Thou, whom we have scorned and sold, 

Rejected, crucified, and slain, 


Remembering now the days of old, 
We stand before thee filled with shame. 


Our Brother, now enthroned on high, 
Wilt thou to us thyself reveal; 
Oh, hear our penitentential cry, 


And with thy kiss our pardon seal! 
H., 1885. 


Iam Joseph your brother. 
Gen. xlv. 4. 
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8 lines. HL, 1879. 


Ye whose harps, untuned so long, Have by Babel’s waters hung, Wake aloud the joy-ful song, 


Christ th 


e Conq'ror comes to reign, 


1099 By the rivers of Babylon we satdown. _7,| See Jehovah's banner furl’d, 


Ye whose harps, untuned so long, 
Have by Babel’s waters hung, 
Wake aloud the joyful song, 
Join the chorus every tongue: 
Jesus comes to break the chain, 
Lord of living and of dead; 
Christ the Conqueror comes to reign, 
He shall bruise the serpent’s head. 


Captives long by Satan bound, 
Rise and cast your bonds away. 

See the King with glory crowned, 
Ushers in redemption’s day. 

He can burst your galling chains, 
He can set each captive free. 
He can cleanse sin’s foulest stains. 

He can give you liberty. 


Sheathed his sword : he speaks—’tis done, 
And the kingdoms of this world 
Are the kingdoms of his Son. 


He shall reign from pole to pole 
With illimitable sway ; 
He shall reign, when, like a scroll, 
Yonder heavens have passed away; 
Then the end,— beneath his rod 
Man’s last enemy shall fall; 
Hallelujah! Christ is God, 
God in Christ is all in all! 
James Montgomery, 1819. 


1 trie ir ¢ ape: 


Wake the song of jubilee; 
Let it echo o’er the sea: 
Now is come the promised hour, 


H., 1878. | Jesus reigns with glorious power. 
LEO ~ 22° hutipet of The jubitse. 7s.| All ye nations, join and sing, 


Hark! the song of jubilee! 

Loud as mighty thunders’ roar, 
Or the fullness of the sea, 

When it breaks upon the shore; 
Hallelujah! for the Lord 

God Omnipotent shall reign. 
Hallelujah! let the word 

Echo round the earth and main. 


Hallelujah !—hark! the sound, 
From the centre to the skies, 

Wakes above, beneath, around, 
All creation’s harmonies ; 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


Praise your Saviour, praise your King; 
Let it sound from shore to shore, 
‘Jesus reigns for evermore!” 


Hark! the desert lands rejoice ; 
And the islands join their voice: 
Joy! the whole creation sings, 
‘‘Jesus is the King of kings!” 


Wake the song of jubilee; 
Let it echo o’er the sea; 
Now is come the promised hour, 


Jesus reigns with glorious power. 
Leonard Bacon, 1873. 
876 Morning Star. p. 378. 


, ae 


ae 


is Mercy Hadoyeth Horever, 1102-1104 


Hendon. Ts. ©. H. A. Malan, 1830. 


e min ise the Lord, for He is kind: For His mercies 


G 


shallen-dure, Ey-er faithful, ey-er sure, 


EERE €0 wie Ban mato Peto. 7s.| Safe the dreary vale I tread, 


By the shades of death o’erspread, 
With thy rod and staff supplied— 
This my guard, and that my guide, 


2 He, with all-commanding might, 
Filled the new-made world with light: 
For His mercies shall endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. Constant to my latest end, 

. . Thou my footsteps shalt attend; 
3 He His chosen race did bless Y A 00RSED: ’ 
Hetha wastathlwiloomsas Thou shalt bid thy hallowed dome 


f F Yield me an eternal home. 
For his mercies shall endure, Tames Merrick, ab. 1765. 


Ever faithful, ever sure. 


. : My voice shalt thou hear in the morning. 
4 He hath, with a piteous eye, 110 ee a: De Pome rae 


Looked upon our misery: As the sun doth daily rise, 
For his mercies shall endure, Bright’ning all the morning skies, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. So to thee with one accord, 
5 Allthings living He doth feed, PES cat alos sare apna 
His full hand supplies their need: Day by day provide us food, 
For his mercies shall endure, For from thee come all things good; 
Ever faithful, ever sure. Strength unto our souls afford 
6 Let us therefore warble forth From thy living bread, O Lord. 
His high majesty and worth: Be our guide ’mid sin and strife; 
¥or His mercies shall endure, Be the leader of our life; 
Ever faithful, ever sure. John Mitton, ab. 162, | Lest like sheep we go abroad, 
j Stay our wayward feet, O Lord. 

m6 tures. 
1103 ‘Pisin: xxi ve. Quickened by thy Spirit’s grace, 
To thy pastures fair and large, All thy holy will to trace, 
Heavenly Shepherd, lead thy charge; | While we daily search thy word, 
And my couch, with tenderest care, Wisdom true impart, O Lord. 
’Mid the springing grass prepare. 


c When the hours are dark and drear, 

: ety ’ 
When 1 faint mail By one eae When the tempter lurketh near, 

Thou shal euide my. weary Jeet By thy strengthening grace outpoured, 
To the streams that, still and slow, Save the tempted ones, O Lord. 
Through the verdant meadows flow. ” “King Alfred, 848-901. 
377 Martyn. p. 225. 


1105-1106 


Morning Star. 
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1105  Wetenman, what of the night? 
Watchman, tell us of the night, 

What its signs of promise are. 
Traveler, o’er yon mountain’s height, 

See that glory-beaming star! 
Watchman, does its beauteous ray 

Aught of joy or hope foretell? 
Traveler, yes: it brings the day, 

Promised day of Israel. 
Watchman, tell us of the night: 

Higher yet that star ascends. 
Traveler, blessedness and light, 

Peace and truth its course portends. 
Watchman, will its beams alone 

Gild the spot that gave them birth? 
Traveler, ages are its own: 

See! it bursts o’er all the earth! 
Watchman, tell us of the night, 

For the morning seems to dawn, 
Traveler, darkness takes its flight, 

Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 
Watchman, let thy wand’rings cease; 

Hie thee to thy quiet home, 
Traveler, lo! the Prince of peace, 

Lo! the Son of God is come! 


John Bowring, 1825. 
Martyn. Pp. 225. 
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1106 “Sygate 7a. 


Faint not, Christian! though the road, 
Leading to thy blest abode, 

Darksome be, and dangerous too: 
Christ, thy guide, will bring thee thro’. 
Faint not, Christian! though in rage 
Satan would thy soul engage; 

Gird on faith’s anointed shield, — 

Bear it to the battle-field. 


Faint not, Christian! though the world 
Hath its hostile flag unfurled: 

Hold the cross of Jesus fast; 

Thou shalt overcome at last. 

Faint not, Christian! though within 
There’s a heart so prone to sin; 

Christ the Lord, is over all, 

He’ll not suffer thee to fall. 


Faint not, Christian! Jesus near, 
Soon in glory shall appear; 

And his love will then bestow 
Power to conquer every foe. 


Faint not, Christian! look on high; 
See the harpers in the sky: 
Patient wait, and thou wilt join— 


Chant with them of love divine. 
James Harrington Evans, 1833. 


378 Sabbath. p. 364. 


Bistress of Qations, with Perplerity. 
7s.]1109 


1107 


Come, Desire of nations, come! 
Hasten, Lord, the general doom! 
Hear the Spirit and the Bride, ~ 
Come and take us to thy side. 


Thou, who hast our place prepared, 
Make us meet for our reward; 
Then with all thy saints descend ; 
Then our earthly trials end. 


The desire of all nations. 
Haggai ii. 7. 


Mindful of thy chosen race, 
Shorten these vindictive days; 
Who for full redemption groan, 
Hear us now, and save thine own. 


Now destroy the man of sin; 
Now thine ancient flock bring in! 
Fill’d with righteousness divine, 
Claim a ransomed world for thine. 


Plant thy heavenly kingdom here, 
Glorious in thy saints appear; 
Speak the sacred number sealed, 
Speak the mystery revealed. 


Take to thee thy royal power, 
Reign, when sin shall be no more; 
Reign, when death no more shall be, 


Reign to all eternity. 
oie y Charles Wesley, 1750. 


‘There shall be signs. 


1 108 Luke xxi. 25. 

In the sun, and moon, and stars, 
Signs and wonders there shall be; 

Earth shall quake with inward wars, 
Nations with perplexity. 

Soon shall ocean’s hoary deep, 
Tossed with stronger tempests, rise; 

Darker storms the mountains sweep, 
Fiercer lightnings rend the skies. 


Evil thoughts shall shake the proud, 
Racking doubt and restless fear; 
And, amid the thunder-cloud, 
Shall the Judge of men appear, 


But, though from that awful face 
Heaven shall fade, and earth shall fly, 
Fear not ye, his chosen race; 
Your redemption draweth nigh. 


Fite 


Hendon. p- 377. 


Reginald Heber, Bley 


1107-1110 
"8. 


The whole creation eth, 
Rom. viii. 

Lord of might and majesty, 

All creation groans for thee; 

And thy church, who share thy pain, 

Long with thee in joy to reign. 


Saviour, come in royal might— 
Come to reign in endless light; 
Come, thou Man of Calvary, 
Haste to set creation free. 


Long has been earth’s bitter day, 
Bound in sin and Satan’s sway; 

Long the tedious night of tears, 

Long the cursed and blighted years. | 


Only thou canst bring relief, 

Thou canst banish every grief; 
Thou canst speak our sorrows o’er, 
Thou canst Paradise restore. 


King of kings, for us appear, 

Plant thy heavenly kingdom here; 
Cast the seat of Satan down, 

Take and wear the heavenly crown. 


‘« Where thy cross of anguish stood, 
Where thy life distilled in blood, 
Where they mocked thy dying groan, 
King of nations, plant thy throne. 


‘Send thy law from Zion forth 
Speeding o’er the willing earth— 
Earth whose Sabbath glories rise, 
Crowned with more than Paradise.” 


King of glory, speed the day 

When this world shall pass away; 

Bring the everlasting home, 

Haste, and let thy kingdom come. 
Verses 6,7, L. H. Tonna. H., 187% 


1 1 1 0 All them that love our Lord Jesus Christ. VES) 
Eph, vi. 24. e 


Thou whose eyes like flames of fire 
Search our hearts and try our reins, 

Purge from us each base desire, 
Cleanse our souls from sins and stains, 


Grant us blessings from above, 
Say to us who wait on Thee, 
‘*Grace be with all those who love 


Jesus in sincerity.” 
EL, 1883, 


1111-1112 


ob eknoi. 


1112 


Children of the heavenly King! 
As ye journey, sweetly sing; 

Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 
Ye are traveling home to God, 

In the way your fathers trod; 
They are blessed now; and we 
Soon their blessedness shall see, 


Glory be to Jesus’ name, 

Glory be to Christ, the Lamb, 
Through thy blood were we redeemed, 
When we justly were condemned. 
O ye banished seed, be glad! 
Christ our Advocate is made; 

Us to save, our flesh assumes, 
Brother to our soul becomes, 
Shout, ye little flock and blest! 
You on Jesus’ throne shall rest; 
There your seat is now prepared, 
There your kingdom and reward. 
Lift your eyes, ye sons of light, 
Zion’s city is in sight; 

There our endless home shall be 
There our Lord we soon shall see. 


By permission. 


We are journeying. 
a a 7s. 


880 Morning Star. p. 3%. 


And if Ohitdren, ther Beirs. 


J 


1112 


Fear not, brethren! joyful stand 
On the borders of your land; 
Jesus Christ, the Father’s Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on. 
Lord! obediently we go, 

Gladly leaving all below; 

Only thou our Leader be, 

And we still will follow thee. 


For thee all things we forsake, 
We in better would partake ; 

We to greater blessings soar, 
Unto joys for evermore. 

Thither, Lord, us quickly bring, 
There we with thy host will sing* 
Safely havened once in bliss, 

We will praise thy righteousness. 
Daily us prepare and fit 

On thy holy throne to sit; 

More and more adorn thy seed, 
Meet to triumph with our Head, 
Seal our love, our labors end, 
Let us to thy bliss ascend; 

Let us to thy kingdom come; 


| Lord, we long to be at home. 


John Cennickh, 1742. 


SECOND PART. 7s. 


a ed 


X Wit Giuy Vou Rest. 


Ts. 


Horton. 


1113-1116 


X. S. Vou Wartensee, b. 1786. 


ing host, 


oe 
Strengthened by ‘the Ho-ly Ghost. 


i iz 


N - 
=o 
1 1 13 » The von a Spirit. ; Ts. 


2 Angels bright from heaven look down, 
While the Christian wins his crown; 
Spirits dark with wonder see 
Weakness gain the victory. 
3 Christ, our glorious conquering Lord, 
Taught us how to wield the sword; 
“Tt is written,” thus; He said, 
And the tempter quickly fled. 
4 Help thy wearied soldiers, Lord, 
Well to wield the Spirit’s sword ; 
Thanks we then shall raise to thee, 
Who dost give the victory. 
1 1 1 4 Come paths, all fe that labor, 

att. X1. 20, 
Come, said Jesus’ sacred voice, 
Come, and make my paths your choice; 
I will guide you to your home, 
Weary pilgrim, hither come! 
Thou who, houseless, sole, forlorn, 
Long hast borne the proud world’s scorn, 
Long hast roamed the barren waste, 
Weary wanderer, hither haste. 
Ye who, tossed on beds of pain, 
Seek for ease, but seek in vain; 
Ye, by fiercer anguish torn, 
In remorse for guilt who mourn: 
Hither come! for here is found 
Balm that flows for every wound; 
Peace that ever shall endure, 


Rest eternal, sacred, sure. 
Anna Letitia Barbauld, ab. 1825. 


3 


H., 1883. 


73. 


Martyn. p. 225. 


The greatest of these is charity. 


1 1 1 5 1 Cor. xiti. 13. 

Though I speak with various tongués, 
Though [I chant angelic songs, 

I, if void-of, charity, 

Shall like clanging cymbals be. 
Though I utter prophecies, — 
Though I fathom mysteries, 

| Knowledge deep, and faith unknown, 
All are vain if. love be gone. 

Though I feed the hungry poor, 
Though the flames my life devour, 
All is vain, unless with me 

| Still abides sweet charity. 


God of love, my soul renew, 
Make me holy, pure, and true; 
By thy Spirit plant in me, 
Thine own heavenly charity. 


1116 


Jesus, who upon the tree 
Groaned, and bled, and died, for me: 
True repentance now impart, 
Break my cold and careless heart. 
Free me from the chains of sin, 
Make me pure and white within. 
While my Saviour I adore, 

Every sin may I abhor. 

Thou who didst for sinners die, 
Hear my penitential cry, 

Hear and bless me while I pray, 
Take my heart of stone away. 


Ts 


H., 1833. 


A Saviour, to give repentance. 
Acts v.31. 


7S. 


H., 1886. 
8] Pleyel’sHymn. p. 382. 


1 


God, who 


1117 ee i 
2 He the fatal cause demands; 
Asks the work of his own hands,— 


Why, ye thankless creatures, why 
Will ye cross his love, and die? 


8 Sinners, turn! why will ye die? 
God, your Saviour, asks you why— 
He who did your souls retrieve, 

He who died that ye might live. 


4 Will you let him die in vain? 
Crucify your Lord again? 

Why, ye ransomed sinners, why 
Will ye slight his grace, and die? 


5 Sinners, turn; why will ye die? 
God, the Spirit, asks you why— 
He who all your lives hath strove, 
Wooed you to embrace his love. 


6 Will ye not his grace receive? 
Will ye still refuse to live? 

Oh! ye dying sinners, why 

Will ye grieve your God, and die? 


7 Dead already, dead within, 

Dead by trespasses and sin ; 

Dead to God, while here you breathe; 
Pant you for the second death? 


8 Will you still in sin remain, 
Greedy yet to die again? 
O ye dying sinners, why, 
Why will ye forever die? 


Wesley, ab. 1741. 


Ya 1118 Wetetiign eats tne 


What could your Redeemer do, 
More than he hath done for you? 
To procure your peace with God, 
Could he more than shed his blood? 


After all his flow of love, 

All his drawings from above, 
Why will ye your Lord deny? 
Why will ye resolve to die? 


‘* Turn,” he cries, ‘‘ ye sinners, turn:” 
By his life your God hath sworn; 

He would have you turn and live, 

He would all the world receive. 


If your death were his delight 
Would he you to life invite? 
Would he ask, beseech, and cry, 
‘* Why will ye resolve to die? 


Sinners, turn, while God is near; 
Dare not think him insincere ; 

Now, e’en now, your Saviour stands; 
All day long he spreads his hands; 


Cries, ‘‘ Ye will not happy be; 
No, ye will not come to me— 
Me, who life to none deny: 
Why will ye resolve to die?” 
Wesley, ab. 1741, 


Martyn. p. 225. 


Morning Star. p. 378. 


Gan Bhing Boat Hudure ? 


Terie 
Roll thy burden on the Lord, 
Trust his promise, trust his word; 
Pour before his throne thy prayer, 
Cast on him thine every care. 


Qs. 


Though he ruleth over all, 

Yet he marks the sparrow’s fall; 
Watches with unslumbering eye, 
Hears thy faintest, feeblest cry. 


Unto him thy sorrows bring, 

Hush thy sighs, and learn to sing; 
Trust his goodness and his love; 
Thou his gracious care shalt prove. 


To his presence, as a king, 
He at last thy feet shall bring; 
Bid thee on his throne sit down, 


Thee with endless mercies crown. 
H., 1876. 


7s. 


1 1 90 Ye do i 8 yes ie death. 


Coming Saviour, now in faith 

We remember still thy death; 
Thou wast broken, thou hast died; 
For us thou wast crucified. 


While in faith we drink the wine 
Of thy blood we see the sign; 
Wash us pure from every stain, 
Thou that comest soon to reign. 


Lord, we thus remember thee, 
But we long thy face to see— 
Long to reach our heavenly home, 
Come Lord Jesus, quickly come! 


Quickly thou thyself wilt come; 
Thou wilt raise us to thy throne; 
And thy glories here display, 


Through the never-ending day. 
. Emily Clemens Pearson, 1842, 
1121 


Dead with Christ. ". 
m. Vi. 8. 

Go, my soul, go every day 

To the tomb where Jesus lay; 

Be with him my members dead, 

Be his sepulchre my bed. 


Boldest foes dare never come 
Near my Saviour’s sacred tomb; 
Evil never can molest 


Those who near his body rest. 
Worthington, cir. 1840? 


Horton. p. 381. 


1119-1123 
1122 


Sinner, art thou still secure? 

Wilt thou still refuse to pray? 
Can thy heart or hands endure 

In the Lord’s avenging day? 
See, His mighty arm is bared! 

Awful terrors clothe his brow! 
For his judgment stand prepared, 

Thou must either break or bow. 
At His presence nature shakes, 

Earth, affrighted, hastes to flee, 
Solid mountains melt like wax; 

What will then become of thee? 


Who His advent may abide? 
You that glory in your shame, 
Will you find a place to hide 
When the world is wrapt in flame? . 
Then the rich, the great, the wise, 
Trembling, guilty, self-condemned, 
Must behold the wrathful eyes 
Of the Judge they once blasphemed: 
Where are now their haughty looks? 
Oh, their horror and despair, 
When they see the opened books, 
And their dreadful sentence hear! 


Oh, when flesh and heart shall fail, 
Let Thy love our spirits cheer, 
Strengthened thus, we shall prevail 
Over Satan, sin, and fear; 
Trusting in Thy precious name, 
May we thus our journey end; 
Then our foes shall lose their aim, 
And the Judge shall be our Friend. 
John Newton, ab. 1779. 
1128 Pegudchont igen is. 
Saviour, bless thy word to all; 
Quick and powerful let it prove; 
Oh, may sinners hear thy call; 
Let thy people grow in love. 
Thine own gracious message bless; 
Follow it with power divine; 
Give the gospel great success; 
Thine the work, the glory thine. 
Saviour, bid the world rejoice; 
Send, oh, send thy truth abroad; 
Let the nations hear thy voice— 


Hear it, and return to God. 
Thomas Kelly, 1769-1855. 


Prepare to meet thy God. 
Amos iv. 12. 


7s. 


383 Hendon. p.377. 


1124-1126 


Rock of Ages. 


Let. the 


Bheiy ork Is Yo As Ony Rock. 


wa- ter and the blood, From thy wounded side that flowed, 


1124 


2 Not the labors of my hands 
Can fulfill Thy law’s demands; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears forever flow, 

All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and thou alone. 


And that rock was Christ. 
1 Cor. x. 4. 


3 Nothing in my hand I bring; 
Simply to thy cross I cling; 
Naked, come to thee for dress; 
Helpless, look to thee for grace ; 
Foul, I to the Fountain fly; 
Wash me, Suviour, or I die! 


4 While I draw this fleeting breath; 
When my eyelids close in death: 
When I rise to scenes unknown, — 
See thee on thy judgment throne: 
Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 


Let me hide myself in thee! 
Augustus Montague Toplady, 1776. 


1125 7s, 61. 


Go to dark Gethsemane, 
Ye that feel the tempter’s power ; 
Your Redeemer’s conflict see, 
Watch with him one bitter hour: 
Turn not from his griefs away, 
Learn of Jesus Christ to pray. 


Follow to the judgment hall, 
View the Lord of life arraigned: 


Rosefield. p. 386, 


Let us go forth unto him. 
feo. xiii, 13. 


1126 


384Sabbath. p. 364, 


Oh the wormwood and the gall! 
Oh the pangs his soul sustained! 

Shun not suffering, pain, or loss; 

Learn of him to bear the cross. 


Follow him to Calvary; 

There, adoring at his feet, 
Mark his dying agony, 

God’s own sacrifice complete: 
‘* Tt is finished,’ hear him cry; 
Learn of Jesus Christ to die. 


Early hasten to the tomb 

Where they laid his breathless clay: 
All is solitude and gloom: 

Who hath taken him away? 
Christ is risen! he meets our eyes: 


Saviour, teach us so to rise. 
James Montgomery, 1822-1853. 


7. 61. 


Joined in heart and joined in hand, 
In thy presence, Lord, we stand; 
God of peace and unity, . 
May we now be joined in Thee: 
Linked with bonds of love divine, 
Lord may we be ever thine. 


The Marriage Supper. 
Rev. xix, 9. 


While the ‘festal board we spread, 
Bless our feast and break our bread, 
By thy wondrous power divine 
Change our water to thy wine; 

And at last, our joys to crown, 

Bid us at thy Feast sit down. 


HT., 1886, 
Adios. p. 480, 


S Am Ghat Bugud of Ihiky, 
7s, 61.1129 


1127 


Glory, glory to our King! 
Crowns unfading wreathe his head; 
Jesus is the name we sing; 
Jesus risen from the dead; 
Jesus, spoiler of the grave; 
Jesus, mighty now to save. 


Who is this King of glory? 
; Palm xxi 


Jesus is gone up on high, 
Angels come to meet their King; 
Shouts triumphant rend the sky, 
While the Victor's praise they sing: 
‘‘Open now, ye heavenly gates! 
Tis the King of glory waits.” 


Now behold him high enthroned, 
Glory beaming from his face! 
By adoring angels owned, 
God of holiness and grace! 
Oh for hearts and tongues to sing 
‘*Glory, glory to our King!” 


Jesus, on thy people shine; 

Warm our hearts and tune our tougues, 
That with angels we may join, 

Share their bliss and swell their songs: 
Glory, honor, praise, and power, 


Lord, be thine for evermore! 
Thomas Kelly, 1804, 


1 1 98 Be Tcrolhyl Eee saat bless us. 78, 6l. 


God of mercy, God of grace, 
Show the brightness of thy face; 
Shine upon us, Saviour, shine, 
Fill thy church with light divine; 
And thy saving health extend 
Unto earth’s remotest end. 


Let the people praise thee, Lord; 
Be by all that live adored; 

Let the nations shout. and sing 
Glory to their Saviour King; 

At thy feet their tribute pay, 
And thy holy will obey. 


Let the people praise thee, Lord, 
Earth shall then her fruits afford ; 
God to man his blessing give; 
Man to God devoted live; 

All below, and all above, 


One in joy, and light, and love. 
Henry Francia Lyte, 1834. 


1127-1131 
The Sun of f Righteousness, 78, él. 
Christ, whose glory fills the skies, 
Christ, the true, the only light, 
Sun of Righteousness, arise, 
Triumph o’er the shades of night; 
Dayspring from on high, be near; 
Daystar, in my heart appear. 


Dark and cheerless is the morn, 
Unaccompanied by thee; 
Joyless is the day’s return, 
Till thy mercy’s beams I see; 
Till thou inward light impart, 
Glad my eyes and warm my heart. 


Visit, then, this soul of mine, 

Pierce the gloom of sin and grief; 
Fill me, radiancy divine; 

Scatter all my unbelief; 
More and more thyself display, 
Shining to the perfect day. 

Wesley, 1740. 

1 if 30 Everpore. give i Fria bread. 4 Ss 6l. 
Bread of heaven! on Thee I feed, 
For thy flesh is meat indeed; ~ 
Ever may my soul be fed 
With this true and living bread; 
Day by day with strength supplied, 
Through the life of Him who died. 


Vine of heaven! Thy blood supplies 
This blest cup of sacrifice; 

Tis thy wounds my healing give; 

To thy cross I look and live. 

Thou my Life! Oh, let me be 


Rooted, grafted, built on thee. 
Josiah Conder, 1824, 
1131 


78, 61, 


Now with angels round the thrgne. 
Cherubim and seraphim, 

And the church which still is one, 
Let us swell the solemn hymn; 

Glory to the great I AM! 

Glory to the Victim-Lamb. 


Blessing, honor, glory, might, 
And dominion infinite, 

To the Father of our Lord, 
To the Spirit and the word; 
As it was all worlds before, 


Is, and shall be evermore. 
Josiah Conder, 1824. 


AO ib the Lamb. 
Vv. v.12. 


1132-1133 


' oor? Trmoly 3 tei od W 
Rosefield. ., 7s. 61. : Cesar HA. Malas, 180 


From the cross up - lift - ed high, Where the 
What me - lo - dius sounds we hear, Burst - in 


8 
8 
2 
z 


i ae FC 
“Love's re-deem-ing work is done, Come and welcome, sin - ner, come.” 


1132 Peace through anes of his cross. 7s, 61. 1183 Ye do pe A i ay age 7s, 61. 
Many centuries have fled 

Since our Saviour broke the bread, 

And this sacred feast ordained, 

Ever by his Church retained; 

Those his body who discern, 

Thus shall meet till his return. 


From the cross uplifted high, 
Where the Saviour deigns to die, 
What melodious sounds we hear, 
Bursting on the ravished ear! 

‘¢ Love’s redeeming work is done; 
Come, and welcome, sinner, come. 


‘‘Sprinkled now with blood the throne, | Through the Church’s long eclipse, 
Why beneath thy burdens groan? When from priest or pastor’s lips 
On my piercéd body laid, Truth divine was rarely heard, — 
Justice owns the ransom paid ; *Mid the famine of the word, 

Bow the knee, embrace the Son; Still these symbols witness gave 
Come and welcome, sinner, come. To His love who died to save. 


‘¢Spread for thee, the festal board 
See with richest dainties stored; 
To thy Father’s bosom pressed 
Yet again a child confessed, 

Never from his house to roam; 


All who bear the Saviour’s name, 
Here their common faith proclaim; 
Though diverse in tongue or rite, 
Here, one body, we unite; 
Breaking thus one mystic bread, 


Come and welcome, sinner, come. 


‘Soon your pilgrimage shall end; 
Lo, I come, your Saviour, Friend, 
Safe my people to convey 

To the realms of endless day, — 
To the saints’ eternal home; 

Come and welcome, sinner, come.” 


Thomas Haweis, 1792, 


886 Sabbath. p. 364. 


Rock of Ages. p. 384. 


Members of one common Head. 


Come, the blessed emblems share, 
Which the Saviour’s death declare; 
Come, on truth immortal feed ; 

For his flesh is meat indeed: 
Saviour, witness with the sign, 
That our ransomed souls are thine. 


Josiah Conder, 1886. 


Che Pay of Fudqwent, 
7s, 61.) 1186 


1 1 84 The resugecetion = judgment. 


‘*Come to judgment, come away,” 
Hark, I hear the angel say, 
Summoning the dust to rise; 

‘* Haste, resume, and lift your eyes; 
Hear, ye sons of Adam, hear; 

Man, before thy God appear.” 


Come to judgment, come away, 

This the last, the dreadful day. 
Sovereign Author, Judge of all, 

Dust obeys thy quickening call; 

Dust no other voice will heed ; 

Thine the trump that wakes the dead. 


Come to judgment, come away. 
Lingering man, no longer stay; 
Thee, let earth at length restore, —. 
Prisoner in her womb no more; 
Burst the barriers of the tomb, 

Rise to meet thy instant doom! 


Come to judgment, come away. 

Help, O Christ, thy work’s decay; 

Man is out of order hurled, 

Parceled out to all the world; 

Lord, thy broken concert raise, — 

And the music shall be praise. __ 
George Herbert, 1593-1632. Wesley, 1739. 


Crucified among you. 
Gal. i. 


1135 


Hearts of stone, relent, relent! 
Break, by Jesus’ cross subdued ; 
See his body mangled, rent, 
Covered with his flowing blood! 
Sinful soul, what hast thou done? 
Crucified the eternal Son! 


‘Yes, our sins have done the deed, 
Driven the nails that fixed him there, 

Crowned with thorns his sacred head, 
Pierced him with a soldier’s spear; 

Made his soul a sacrifice ; 

For a sinful world he dies. 


Shall we let him die in vain? 
Still to death pursue our God? 

Open tear his wounds again? 
Trample on his precious blood? 

No; with all our sins we part; 


Saviour, take my broken heart. 
“~~ John Kruger, 1647. Tr. Charles Wesley, 1745. 


7s, 61. 


1134-1137 


Christ which is our hepe. 
1 Tim. i. 1, 


78, 61. 
When the nations toss and roar, 

Like the billows on the shore, 

When their chains the people break, 
Leaders tremble, monarchs quake; © 


| Midst the roaring of the sea, 


Christ, our hope is all in thee! 


When the nations are at peace, 

And the sounds of conflict cease; 
When each port is choked with wares, 
And each field its harvest bears; 
*Mid the world’s prosperity, 

Christ, our hope is all in thee! 


While the ages, one by one, 

Roll beneath the roiling sun :— 
While the powers of death and life, 
Wage on earth a weary strife;— 
Till the coming dawn we see, 


Christ, our hope is ali in thee. 
Unknow 


1137 7s, 6L 


Look not on the wine-cup bright, 
Flashing in its purple light, 

Lift not thou the goblet high, 
With the sons of revelry; 

Ruin yet that draught shall bring, 
Deadly as the adder’s sting. 


Who hath sorrow, who hath woe? 
Who despair’s dark night shall know? 
Who, like those on ocean tossed, 
Mourn the calm forever lost? 

Who, midst want unpitied pine? 
They that tarry at the wine. 


Look not thou upon the wine. 
Prov. xxiii. 31. 


Darkly on their downward way, 

Sets their sun while yet ’tis day, 
Wasted years, a gloomy train, 

Time that warned, but warned in vain, 
Thus denounce their fearful doom— 

‘¢ Haste to an untimely tomb!” 


Thou who once in Israel’s day, 
Mad’st the fiery plague to stay, 
Thou, who on the raging sea, 
Calm’dst thy wave, O Galilee! 
Now as then deliverance bring, 


Those in wild waves perishing! 
Unknown, cir. 1840. 


1188-1189 


Migdol. 


As thonhast 


Duko Street. 


page 20, 


None of us liveth to himself. 
om, Xiv. 7. 


1138 lM 


2 Oh, lead me, Lord, that I may lead 
The wandering and the wavering feet; 

Oh, feed me, Lord, that I may feed 
Thy hungering ones with manna sweet. 


3 Oh, strengthen me, that while I stand 
Firm on the Rock, and strong in Thee, 
I may stretch out a loving hand, 
To wrestlers with the troubled sea. 


4 Oh, teach me, Lord, that I may teach 
The precious things Thou dost impart ; 
And wing my words, that they may reach 

The hidden depths of many a heart. 


soughtsoletmeseek Thy err-ing chil-dren, car 
. } 


JdaF 


1 ij 39 Not ia topics pede with hands. 


Not in a temple made with hands, 
Dwells the Almighty God of grace; 

On high his sanctuary stands, — 
There angel hosts behold his face. 


No more on Sinai’s burning brow, 
No more upon Moriah’s height 
We seek that flaming symbol now, 
Of Himwho dwells unseen in light. 


Tho’ throned above the highest heaven, 
No tongue His hidden glory tells, 

Yet with the contrite and forgiven, 
In lowliest hearts Jehovah dwells. 


5 Oh, give Thine own sweet rest to me,} They who in truth and spirit pray 


That [may speak with soothing power 
A word in season, as from Thee, 
To weary ones in needful hour. 


The Father seeks to worship him; 
Oh, may we thus adore to-day, 
Blameless, accepted, free from sin. 


6 Oh, fill me with thy fullness, Lord, | Small is the offering that we bring, 


Until my very heart o’erflow 


But willing hearts we give to thee, 


In kindling thought and glowing word, | Oh, while thy worthy praise we sing, 


Thy love to tell, thy praise to show. 


7 Oh, use me, Lord, use even me, 
Just as thou wilt, and when, and where; 
Until thy blesséd face I see, 
Thy rest, thy joy, thy glory share. 
Frances Ridley Havergal, 1872. 
(EP See hymn 77, “ Soon may the last.” 


May we thy living temples be. 


And when no more as strangers here 
We meet to glorify thy grace, 
Oh, may we in thy courts appear, 


To worship Thee and see thy face. 
H.. 1855. 


388 


. M. 


Ghy Yasrs aye Bhyomhont all Ogugrstions, 1140-1148 


1140: 
O love divine, whose deep abyss 

Nor man’s nor angel’s heart hath known, 
What wondrous thought of thine is this, 
~ That mortals should with thee be one? 
O love divine, whose mighty flood 

Rolls on throughout eternal time! 
Shall we be made the sons of God, 

In name and nature both divine? 


Yea, one in thee, and with thee one, 
Partakers of thy life and love, 
We who thy saving grace have known, 
Shall thine eternal goodness prove. 
O Lord of love, we seek thy side, 
To thee our hearts and souls we give; 
Ever in thee may we abide, 
And by thy life forever live. 
Then we, with all the saints, shall know 
The love that none can comprehend ; 
Its heights above, its depths below, 
Its breadth, its length that ne’er shallend. 
Drinking from that unfailing fount, 
Our souls shall grace on grace receive, 
Upward on eagle’s wings shall mount, 
And in undying glory live. 


ed ae 


H., 1863, 
1 141 Look grab saferg of = anointed. L. M. 


Before thy face, with lifted hands, 
My helplessness, O God, I plead; 
Look on the form of Him who stands 

With thee, for me to intercede. 


The marks of sin are on his brow, 
Yea, in his hands, and feet, and side, 
Here were the fountains whence did flow 
For all my guilt, the cleansing tide, 


My sins helped weave the thorny crown, 
The nails were driven for my guilt; 

On me his eyes were looking down 
When freely thus his blood was spilt. 

With broken heart and bowing head, 
Fallen upon my bended knee, 

I hear the words ‘‘forgive him,” said. 
And now I know he meaneth me. 


His name hath led me to thy throne; 


His work for me this boldness gives; |- 


I nothing am, I gladly own, 
J live redeemed because he lives. 
James Albert Libby, 1876, 


L. Mp 114Q Ty yeupshall pave noend. 


Li M. 
God of the swiftly rolling years, 
Who with thine all-commanding voice 
Makest thro’out these radiant spheres, © 
The days’ out-goings to rejoice. 


Source of all life and light divine; ~ 
By all the heavenly hosts adored ; 

Thou rul’st the changeful flight of time, 
Our Saviour, Comforter, and Lord, 


Before thy great and gracious throne,’ 
Lowly we bow the suppliant knee; _ 

Humbly thy power and glory own, -- 
And yield ourselves entire to thee: 


And saved by thee, with all the host 
Who, high in heaven thy praises sing, 

We, through thy power, O Holy Ghost, 
Exult to praise our God and King. 


Guide thou thy flock, O Shepherd King, 
Save thou thine own to time’s last hour; 

If good or ill the year shall bring, . 
Uphold us by thy mighty power. 


Come and possess each wavering heart 
Thro’ summer’s heat and winter’s cold, 
And when our years shall all depart, 


Bring us to thine eternal fold. 
H., ab. 1870. 


1143, eee 
O God, our everlasting Rock, 

Our shelter from earth’s warring storms, 
To thee we fly from every shock, 


For shelter in thy mighty arms. 


Hope of the weary and the lost, 
To thee our yearning hearts incline, 
When by earth’s stormy billows tossed, 
We sail along the tides of time. 


Tn every hour with peril fraught, 

Grant us, creat God, to know thee near; 
In every fight with Satan fought, 

Do thou in our behalf appear. 


And when we count our conflicts o’er, 
When from earth’s warring strife set free, 
Oh may we meet to part no more, 
And rest in Paradise with thee. 


1144-1146 


Willows. 


1 Why, on the bend-ing wil-lows hung, Is-rae 


1 1 44we hanged igus barge upon willows. TM. 


2 Awake! thy sweetest raptures raise; 
Let harp and voice unite their strains ; 

Thy promised King his sceptre sways; 
Jesus, thine own Messiah, reigns! 


3 No taunting foes the song require; 
No strangers mock thy captive chain; 

But friends provoke the silent lyre, 
And brethren ask the holy strain. 


4 Nor fear thy Salem’s hills to wrong, 
Tf other lands thy triumph share; 
A heavenly city claims thy song; 
A brighter Salem rises there. 


5 By foreign streams no longer roam; 
Nor, weeping, think of Jordan’s flood: 
In every clime behold a home, 


In every temple see thy God. 
James Joyce, 1809, 


1 145 How peertenl Baas fr mountains. t. ie 
How beautiful their feet appear 

Who on the mountain’s summit cry, 
‘Zion, behold your King is near, 

He comes to bring salvation nigh.” 
Thy watchmen shall lift up the voice, 

In strains triumphant they shall sing; 
Together they shall then rejoice, 


When God again shall Zion bring. 
H., 1886. 


(1146 


She Word of the Tord Pudmet 


L. M. 


1, still sleeps thy tuneful string, 
we. 2. 


The flower fadeth. L. M 
Isa. xl. 8. . 
The morning flow’rs display their sweets, 
And gay their silken leaves unfold, 
As careless of the noontide heats, 
As fearless of the evening cold. 


Nipt by the winds’ untimely blast, 
Parched by the sun’s directer ray, 
The momentary glories waste, 
The short-lived beauties die away. 


So blooms the human face divine, 
When youthits pride of beauty shows; 

Fairer than spring the colors shine, 
And sweeter than the virgin rose. 


Or, worn by slowly rolling years, 

Or broke by sickness in a day, 
The fading glory disappears, 

The short-lived beauties die away. 


Yet these, new rising from the tomb, 
With lustre brighter far shall shine, 
Revive with ever-during bloom, 
Safe from diseases and decline. 


Let sickness blast, let death devour, 
If heaven must recompense our pains 
Perish the grass and fade the flower, 
If firm the word of God remains. 
Samuel Wesley, Jr., 1726. 


Not as Ghosg Ghat Have no Bope. 


Perfect through sufferings. 


1147 Hebrews ii. 10. i. M. 

Tasked:the Lord that I might grow 

In faith, and love, and every grace; 

Might more of his salvation know, 

And seelkk more earnestly his face. 

*Twas He who taught me thus.to pray, 

And He, I trust, has answered prayer; 

But it has been in such a way 

As almost drove me to despair. 

T hoped that in some favored hour, 

At once He’d answer my request; 

And by his love’s constraining power; 
'Subdue my sins, and give me rest. 

Instead of this, He made me feel 

The hidden evils of my heart; 

And let the angry powers of hell 

Assault my soul in every part. 


Yea more, with his own hand He seemed 


Intent to aggravate my woe; 
Crossed all the fair designs I schemed, 
Blasted my gourds, and laid me fow. 


‘*Lord, why is this?” I, trembhing, cried ; 
‘“Wilt thou pursue thy worm to death?” 


‘OTs in this way,” the Lord replied, 
‘*T answer prayer for grace and faith. 
‘«These inward trials I employ, 

From self and pride to set thee free; 
And break thy schemes of earthly joy, 
That thou may’st seek thy all in me.” 


John Newton, 1779. 
1148 


Rocked in the cradle of the deep, 

I lay me down in peace to sleep; 
Secure I rest upon the wave, 

For thou, O Lord, hast power to save. 
I know thou wilt not slight my call, 
For thou dost mark the sparrow’s fall; 
And calm and peaceful is my sleep, 
Rocked in the cradle of the deep. 

And such the trust that still were mine, 
Tho’ stormy winds swept o’er the brine, 
Or though the tempest’s fiery breath 
Roused me from sleep to wreck and death. 
In ocean caves still safe with thee, 

The germs of immortality; 

And calm and peaceful is my sleep, 


Rocked in the cradle of the deep. 
~ "Mrs. Willard, ein 18—? 


Afar off upon the sea. 
Pasig 5. L. M. 


1147-1150 
1149 mei: 


Trembling before thine awful throne, 
O Lord! in dust my sins I own; 


The joy of thy salvation. 
Psalm li. 12. 


‘Justice and mercy for my life 


Contend! Oh, smile and heal the strife. 


The Saviour smiles! upon my soul 
New tides of hope tumultuous roll; 
His voice proclaims my pardon found, — 
Seraphic transport wings the sound. 
Earth has a joy unknown in heaven, — 
The new-born peace of sin forgiven! 
Tears of such pure and deep delight, 
Ye angels, never dimmed your sight. 
Ye saw of old, on chaos rise 
The beauteous pillars of the skies; 
Ye know where morn exulting springs, 
And evening folds her drooping wings. 
Bright heralds of the Eternal Will, 
Abroad his errands ye fulfill; 
Or throned in floods of beamy day, 
Symphonious in his presence play. 
Loud is the song—the heavenly plain 
Is shaken with the choral strain— .- 
And dying echoes floating far, 
Draw music from each chiming star. 
But I amid your choirs shall shine, 
And all your knowledge shall be mine; 
Ye on your harps must lean to hear 
A secret chord that mine will bear. 

A father of the eset 


Augustus Lucas Hillhouse, 1822. 
1150 Psalm Ixviii. 5. L. M. 


What tho’ with griefs our path be strewn, 
And mournful scenes our eyes employ? 
What tho’ in tears the seed is sown? 
The harvest shall be brought with joy. 


In grief we weep, but still our tears 


Are light by beams of love divine, 


And brilliant o’er these mournful years 


Shall hope’s fair bow with glory shine. 


Why should we mourn, when from the sky 


Voices proclaim the dead are blest? 
Why should we weep to see them lie 
Serene in pulseless, painless rest? 

We will not murmur nor complain, 
Tho’ o’er our loved we lay the sod; 
But upward turn our eyes to Him, 


The orphan’s sire, the widow’s God. 
H., 1854. 
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1151-1154 


Paradise. 


Having the glory of God. 
wr sot A 


1151 
2 A land upon whose blissful shore 
There rests no shadow, falls no stain ; 


L. M., 11 &G .A24 Jesus was called tothe marriage. 7 yy) 


John ii, 2, 
Thou who at Cana’s marriage feast 
Didst first thy wondrous glory show, 


There those who meet shall part no more, | Come, and be with us as a guest, 


And those long parted meet again. 


8 Its skies are not like earthly skies, 
With varying hues of shade and light; 
It hath no need of suns to rise, 
To dissipate the gloom of night. 


4 There sweeps no desolating wind 
Across that calm, serene abode; 
The wanderer there a home may find, 
Within the Paradise of God. 
Gurdon Robins, Jr., cir. 1843, 


O give thanks unto the Lord. 
1 1 52 ns Psalm exxxvi. lL. L. M. 


Praise ye the Lord! let heart and voice 
Unite his glories to proclaim; 

Ye sons of grace, in him rejoice, 
And tell the wonders of his name. ° 


Praise ye the Lord, for he is good, 
His merey ever doth endure; 

His promises unchanged have stood, 
Forever faithful, ever sure. 


Praise ye the Lord, his acts declare, 
His mercies to the nations tell; 
He makes the suffering saints his care, 


Our Father doeth all things well. 
H., 1882. 


And make our cup of joy o’erflow. 


Lift thou our thoughts to things above, 
Earth’s water turn to heavenly wine; 

Make us to share thy grace and love, 
Precious, eternal, and divine. 


Come, Lord, and bless this sacred tie; 
Make strong and pure the bond of love; 
And while we live and till we die 
May we forever faithful prove. 


Keep us, and lead us by thy hand; 
Uphold us by thy mighty arm, 

Till in thy courts we joyful stand, 
Called to the marriage of the Lamp, 


1 l 54 The wind ola ag it listeth. iM. 


As the soft wind, unseen, unfelt, 
O’er the wide earth is gently spread; 
As the warm breath the snow doth melt, 
And wakes all nature from the dead; 


So breathe on me, O Love divine, 
And cause my soul from death to spring; 
So, Holy Spirit, through me shine, — 
And cause my sorrowing heart © sing 
, 1888, 
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Made Peyfegt in One. 


1155 a. 


There is a pure and peaceful wave, 
That rolls around the throne of love; 

Whose waters gladden as they lave 
The bright and heavenly shores above. 

While streams which on that tide depend 
Steal from those heav’nly shores away, 

And on this desert world descend, 
Over our burren land to stray. 

The pilgrim, faint, and near to sink 
Beneath his load of earthly woe, 

Refreshed beside the verdant brink, 
Rejoices in the gentle flow. 

There, O my soul, do thou repose, 
And hover_o’er the hallowed spring; 

To drink the crystal wave,—and there 
To lave thy wounded, wearied wing. 


It may be, that the waft of love, 


A pure river of water of life. 
Rey. xxii. 1. 


Some leaves on that pure tide have driven ; 


Which, passing from the shores above, 
Have floated down to us from heay’n. 


So shall thy wants and woes be healed 
By the blest virtue that they bring; 
So thy parched lips shall be unsealed, 


Thy Saviour’s worthy name to sing. 
Unknown, ab. 1828. 
1156 


Giver of peace and unity, 

Send down thy mild, pacific Dove; 
We all shall then in one agree, 

And breathe the spirit of thy love. 


Thou only canst our wills control, 

Our wild unruly passions bind; 
Tame the old Adam in our soul, 

And make us of one heart and mind. 
Speak but the reconciling word, 

The winds shall cease, the waves subside, 
We all shall praise our common Lord, 

Our Jesus, and him crucified. 
Regard thine own eternal prayer, 

And send a peaceful answer down; 
To us thy Father’s name declare; 

Unite and perfect us in one. 
So shall the world believe and know, 

That God Aath sent thee from above, 
When thou art seen in us below, 

And every soul displays thy love. 


Knit together in love. 
Col. ii. 2. 


Wesley, ab. 1742. 
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L. M, 


1155-1158 


1B a ea rg da 
O Thou who for our fallen race, 
Didst lay thy crown of glory by; | — 
And quit thy heavenly dwelling place, 
To clothe thee in mortality ; 
By whom our vesture of decay, 
Its frailty and its pains were worn; 
Who, sinless, of our sinful clay 
The burden and the griefs hast borne; 
Who, stainless, bore our guilty doom; 
Upon the cross to save us bled; 
And who, triumphant from the tomb, | 
Captivity hast captive led, — 3 
Oh, teach thy ransomed ones to know 
Thy love, who died to set them free; 
And bid their torpid spirits glow ) 
With love which centres all in thee. 
And come, triumphant Victim, come, — 
In brightness of thy holy love, 
And make this earth, our purchased home, 
The image of thy courts above. 


Dimly, O Lord, our feeble eyes a 
The dawning rays of glory see; 

But brightly shall the morning rise, 
Which bids creation bend to thee. 

Rise, Sun of Righteousness, and shed 
Thy beams of searching light abroad; 

That earth may know, her darkness fled, 
Her King in thee, incarnate God! 

And oh, while yet thy mercy speaks, 
So may the words of love prevail, 

That when the morn of judgment breaks, 


Many may thine appearing hail! 
Flora Hastings, 1804-1839. 
1158 


Thy billows areigome,orar Bip L. M. 
Deep in our hearts let us record 
The deeper sorrows of our Lord; 
Behold, the rising billows roll, 
To overwhelm his holy soul. 
Yet, gracious God, thy power and love 
Have made the curse a blessing prove; 
Those dreadful sufferings of thy Son 


LM, 


-Atoned for sins that we had done. 


Oh, for his sake our guilt forgive, 
And let the mourning sinner live: 
The Lord will hear us in his name, 


Nor shall our hope be turned to shame. 
Isaac Watts, ab. 1719. 


1159-1160 Ghey Ghat Mere Ready Bent Tu. 


Webb. ts 6s. George James Webb, 1890, _ 


Our hearts are grow -ing ‘wea - ry Of thy so long de -. lay; 
The sun-shine of thy glo - ry Shallon thy peo-ple dawn? 


1 159": unto ange Seat weil for their Lord.7 086, 1 1 60 Dospuns ta ee SG David. 4s & 6S. 


2 How long, O gracious Master, When his salvation bringing, 
Wilt thou thy household leave? To Zion Jesus came, 

So long hast thou now tarried, The children all stood singing 
Few thy return believe. Hosanna to his name; 

Immersed in sloth and folly, Nor did their zeal offend him, 
Thy servants, Lord, we see; But as he rode along, 

And few of us stand ready He let them still attend him, 
With joy to welcome thee. And smiled to hear their song. 

3 How long, O heavenly Bridegroom! | And since the Lord retaineth 
How long wilt thou delay? His love to children still, 

And yet how few are grieving Though now as King he reigneth 
That thou dost absent stay! On Zion’s heavenly hill, 

The very Bride her portion We'll flock around his banner, 
And calling hath forgot, We’ll bow before his throne, 

And seeks for ease and glory And cry aloud, ‘‘ Hosanna 
Where thou, her Lord, art not. To Dayid’s royal Son.” 

4 Oh, wake thy slumb’ring virgins! For should we fail proclaiming 
Send forth the solemn cry, Our great Redeemer’s praise, 
Let all thy saints repeat it, The stones, our silence shaming, 
‘*The Bridegroom draweth nigh!” Would their hosannas raise, 

May all our lamps be burning, But shall we only render 
Our loins well girded be, The tribute of our words? 
Each longing heart preparing No; while our hearts are*tendér, 
With joy thy face to see. They too shall be the Lord’s. 
: George James Deck, 1837. Joshua King, 1830. 
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Ohe Gaming of the Day of God, 1161-1164 


Stand, therefore. 


1161 ‘Eph. vi. 13. 7s & 6s.| And earth’s eventful story 


Stand up! stand up for Jesus! 
Ye soldiers of the cross; 
Lift high his royal banner, 
It must not suffer loss: 
From victory unto victory 
His army he shall lead, 
Till every foe is vanquished, 
And Christ is Lord indeed. 


Stand up! stand up for Jesus! 
The trumpet call obey ; 
Forth to the mighty conflict, 
In this his glorious day ; 
‘¢Ye that are men now serve him,” 
Against unnumbered foes; 
Let courage rise with danger, 
And strength to strength oppose. 


Stand up! stand up for Jesus! 
Stand in his strength alone; 
The arm of flesh will fail you— 
Ye dare not trust your own; 
Put on the gospel armor, 
Each piece put on with prayer, 
Where duty calls, or danger, 
Be never wanting there. 


Stand up! stand up for Jesus! 
The strife will not be long; 
This day the noise of battle, 
The next the victor’s song; 
To him that overcometh, 
A crown of life shall be; 
He with the King of Glory 


J rei ternally ! 
gi wet eo nee Duffield, ab. 1858. 


1162 ‘emer ans 78 & G8. 
The clouds at length are breaking; 
The dawn will soon appear; 
And signs there’s no mistaking, 
Proclaim Messiah near. 
Awake, awake from sleeping, 
Attend the solemn cry, 
Ye saints, refrain from weeping, 
Your Great Deliverer’s nigh. 


The morning light is beaming; 
The day-star shines on high; 
Christ’s heralds are proclaiming 

His coming in the sky; 


A few short months will tell; 
The righteous rise to glory, 

The wicked sink to hell. 
Ye mortals take the warning, 

Ten thousand calls invite ; 
Should you neglect the morning, 

Then comes the doleful night. 
Now mercy’s hand extended, 

The vilest wretch would save; 
But, oh! if this be ended, 

You’re lost beyond the grave. 
Great Author of compassion, 

Redeemer, Saviour, friend, 
Oh! send to every nation 

The knowledge of its end; 
Fly! fly on wings of morning, 

Ye who the truth can tell, 
And sound the awful warning, 


To rescue souls from hell. 
John Cox, ab. cir. 1840? 


1 163 Let not rene hou ze troubled. qs & 68, 
Let not your hearts be troubled, 
Since ye in God believe; 
My faithful word of promise 
With confidence receive: 
Within my Father’s palace, 
Are many mansions fair;— 
A place for my disciples 
I’m going to prepare. 
Let not your hearts be troubled, 
Nor shrink in grief and pain; 
So surely as I leave you, 
I will return again 
And to myself receive you, 
That ye may ever be 
With me in joy and glory, 
And immortality. 


1164 


Now may the grace of Jesus, 
Our Saviour, Life, and Lord, 
The love of God the Father, 
In each heart shed abroad ; 
The Spirit’s blest communion, 
Be with us and abide; 
Till Christ shall come from heaven, 


To claim his ransomed Bride. 
Unknown, cir. 1850. 


H., 1881. 


73 & 68, 


Grace be unto you. 
Col. i. 2. 


395 


1165-1166 


Nlorning Glow. 


he day of life is 


dawnin 
Wide o - pen for the Conq’ror, 


Siro 


1165 


The day of life is dawning, 
The gate of glory stands 
Wide open for the Conqueror, 
Thronged by his angel bands; 
The eastern skies are radiant 
With morning’s crimson light, 
As Christ comes forth triumphant, 
The Lord of life and light. 


His pain our peace hath purchased, 
His death our endless life; 
He won for us the victory, 
He conquered in the strife: 
And he shall bring his ransomed 
With him to rise and shine, 
When he makes up his jewels, 
Tn light and joy divine. 
Why, then, O heart, be troubled? 
Why, mourner, be cast down? 
To thee a cross is given, 
But for thee waits a crown. 
Thy joy is born of sorrow, 
Thy rest comes after strife; 
And he that overcometh 
Shall gain eternal life. 


'A. G. R., Daily Hymns, 1967. Arr. H., 1885, ;| 
896 Missionary Hymn. p. 249. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886, 


He is ee oe eee risen. Ts& 6s. 1 1 66 


‘The day is at hand. 
Rom, xiii. 12. 
The days and years are passing, 
The time is drawing near 
When in the clouds of heaven 
The Saviour shall appear; 
When earth shall know her Maker, 
And, freed from Satan’s thrall, 
Again with heaven united, 
Shall crown him Lord of all. 


Roll on, then, years of sorrow, 
Roll in, thou day of peace. 

We hail that glad to-morrow 
When sins and pains shall cease; 

When love, serenely burning, 
Shall ever purely glow; 

And Christ to earth returning, 
Shall rule all things below. 

How longs my weary spirit 
To hail that happy day, 

When sorrow, tears, and sighing, 
Forever flee away; 

When ransomed hosts, returning, 
With songs to Zion come, 

And cease from all their mourning, 


And rest with Christ at home. 
H., ab. 1972. 


Ohe Marquiage of fhe Fauh ix Come. 


1167-1170 


1167 Behold, the 16 Bridegroom cometh! 7s 5, Gg,| With hearts and hands uplifted, 


Rejoice, all ye believers, 

And let your lights appear; 
‘The evening is advancing, 

And darker night is near: 

The Bridegroom is arising, 
And soon He draweth nigh: 
Up, up, and watch and wrestle; 
At midnight comes the ery. 


See that your lamps are burning ; 
Replenish them with oil, 

And wait for your salvation, as 
The end of earthly toil. 

The watchers on the mountain 
Proclaim the Bridegroom near; 

Go meet him, as he cometh, 
With hallelujahs clear. 


Ye wise and holy virgins, 
Now raise your voices higher, 
Till, in the songs of glory, 
They meet the angel choir. 
The marriage feast is waiting, 
The doors wide open stand; 
Be ready, then, to meet him; 
The Bridegroom is at hand. 


1168 SECOND PART. 


Ye saints, who here in patience 
Your cross and sufferings bore, 
Shall live and reign forever, 
When sorrow is no more. 
Around the throne of glory, 
The Lamb ye shall behold; 
In triumph cast before him 
Your diadems of gold! 


There, there are palms of victory; 
There radiant garments are; 
There stands the peaceful harvest 
Beyond the reach of war; 
There after stormy winter 
The flowers of earth arise, 


And from the grave’s long slumber, 


Shall meet again our eyes. 


Our Hope and Expectation, 
O Jesus! now appear; 
Arise, thou Sun, 60 longed for, 
Over this benighted sphere! 


Webb. p. 294. 
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We plead, O Lord, to see 
The day of earth’s redemption, 

That brings us unto thee! : 
Laurentius Laurenti, b. 1660. Zr. Jane Borthwick, 1853, ' 


1 1 69 God ee ae us. 436 6s. 
O God! to us show mercy, ' 
And bless us in thy grace; 
Cause thou to shine upon us 
The brightness of thy face: 
That so throughout all nations 
Thy way may be well known, 
And unto every people 
Thy saving Health be shown. 


O God! let people praise thee, 
Let all the people praise; 
Oh, let the nations joyful 
Their songs of gladness raise: 
For thou shalt judge the people | ~ * 
In truth and righteousness; 
And on the earth ali nations 
Shall thy just rule confess. 


O God! let people praise thee ; 
Thy praises let them sing; 
And then in rich abundance 
The earth her fruit shall bring: 
The Lord our God shall bless us, 
God shall his blessing send; 
And people all shall fear him 
To earth’s remotest end. 


1170, *simareine 


Unknown. 


18 & 6s. 


| God is my strong salvation ; 


What foe have I to fear? 
In darkness and temptation, 
My Light, my Help is near: 
Though hosts encamp. around me, 
Firm in the fight I stand; 
What terror can confound me, 
With God at my right hand! 
Place on the Lord reliance; 
My soul, with courage wait; 
His truth be thine affiance, 
When faint and desolate: 
His might thine heart shall strengthen, 
His love thy joy increase; 
Mercy thy day shall lengthen; 


The Lord will give thee peace! 
James Montgomery, 1771-1854. 


1171-1172 


Advent. 


Hark! ’tis the trump of God, Sounds thro’ the realms abro 


1171 °° Pie 


Hark! ’tis the tramp of God, 
Sounds through the realms abroad, 
Time is no more! 
Horrors invest the skies, 
Graves burst, and myriads rise, 
Nature in agonies 
Yields up her store. 


Quick reels the bursting earth, 

Rocked by a storm of wrath, 
Hurled from her sphere; 

Heart-rending thunders roll, 

Demons tormented howl]; 

Great God, support my soul, 
Yielding to fear. 


O my Redeemer, come, 
And through this fearful gloom 
Brighten thy way; 
How would our souls arise, 
Soar through the flaming skies, 
Join the solemnities 
Of the Great Day. 


See! see! the incarnate God 
Swiftly emits abroad 
Glories benign! 
Lo, lo, he comes,—he’s here! 
Angels and saints appear ; 
Fled is my every fear, 
Jesus:is mine. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


Horrors invest the skies,Graves burst,and myriads rise, Nature in agonies Yields up her store- 
= et a. 


6s & 48.| 1172 
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SECOND PART. 6s &4s. 


High on a flaming throne, 

Rides the eternal Son, 
Sovereign august. 

Worlds from his presence fly, 

Shrink at his majesty; 

Stars dashed along the sky, 
Awfully burst. 


Thousands of thousands wait 
Round the great judgment seat, 
Glorified there; 
Prostrate the elders fall, 
Winged is my raptured soul, 
Nigh to the Judge of all, 
Lo, I draw near! 


O my approving God, 

Washed in thy precious blood, 
Bold I advance; 

Fearless I'll range along, 

Join the triumphant throng, 

Shout an ecstatic song 
Through the expanse. 


Ceaseless my soul shall cry 
Through all eternity, 

Praise ye the Lamb! 
*T was by his sovereign grace 
That we beheld his face; 
All ye angelic race, 

Praise him, Amen. 
Richard Kempenfelt, ab. 1777. 


: Huen So, Cutty, Jord Fesus, 1178-1174 


Italian Hymn. 


. Giardini, 1760, 


Come, thou almighty King,Help us thy name to sing, Help us to praiso; Father all-glorious, 


(er all victorious,Come, and reign over us;Ancient of days! 


1 17 3 Sing Cras — ig strength. 

Come, thou almighty King, 

Help us thy name to sing, 
Help us to praise; 

Father all-glorious, 

O’er all victorious, 

Come, and reign over us, 
Ancient of days! 


Come, thou incarnate Word! 
Gird on thy mighty sword; 
Our prayer attend: 
Come, and thy people bless, 
And give thy word success; 
Spirit of holiness! 
On us descend. 


Come, holy Comforter! 
Thy sacred witness bear, 
In this glad hour: 
Thou, who almighty art, 
Now rule in every heart, 
And ne’er from us depart, 
Spirit of power. 
To the great One in Three, 
The highest praises be, 
Hence, evermore! 
His sovereign majesty 
May we in glory see, 
And to eternity 
Love and adore. 


68 & 4s, 


Martin Madan? 1757? 


1174... Seyzeons icky 


68 & 4s. 


Thus saith the church’s Head, 


The Judge of quick and dead 
Quickly I come! 

Let my redeemed pray, 

‘‘O Lord, make no delay;”’ 

Thus all my saints shall say, 
‘‘Lord, quickly come.” 


. 


, 
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Let them with one accord, 

Shout their returning Lord; 
Welcome him near; 

Soon shall he come again, 

Soon shall we with him reign, 

Soon shall his foes be slain, 
Soon he’ll appear. 


Earthquakes and storms attend, 

Rocks, hills, and mountains rend; 
Who shall abide? 

Heavens melt and thunders roar, 

Seas swell and rend the shore; 

Hope sinks to rise no more; 
Rocks cannot hide. 


See how the lightnings blaze; 


Jesus his wrath displays; 
Vengeance appears: 

Lift up your heads on high, 

You suffering company, 

Now your redemption’s nigh; 
Banish your fears. 


Jesus who died for sins, 
Now in his glory reigns, 
Claiming his own: 
‘*Wather, I will,’ saith he, 
‘These thou hast given me, 
Should all my glory see; 
Sharing my throne.” 


Let the redeeméd throng 

Make sovereign grace their song; 
While they adore 

The Lamb for sinners slain, 

Who died and rose again, 

Who comes, on earth to reign 


For evermore. 
g Unknown. 


Olivet. p. 402, 


1175-1176 


Oliveti p. 402. 


America. 


Xn Pigusant Ptacgs. 


John Bull? H Carey, 1693-1743. 


My country, tis of thee, Sweet land of lib-er -ty, Of thee I sing: Land where my 


fathers died, Land of the pilgrim’s pride,From every mountain side, Let freedom ring. 
een | 


1175 Poser ert zomremen Gaads.| 1176 


My country! ’tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty— 
Of thee I sing: 
Land where my fathers died ; 
Land of the pilgrims’ pride; 
From every mountain side 
Let freedom ring. 


My native country! thee— 

Land of the noble free— 
Thy name I love: 

I love thy rocks and rills, 

Thy woods and templed hills, 

My heart with rapture thrills, 
Like that above. 


Let music swell the breeze, 

And ring from all the trees 
Sweet freedom’s song: 

Let mortal tongues awake, 

Let all that breathe partake, 

Let rocks their silence break, 
The sound prolong. 


Our fathers’ God! to thee— 
Author of liberty, 

To thee we sing; 
Long may our land be bright, 
With freedom’s holy light 
Protect us by thy might, 

Great God, our King! 
Samuel Francis Smith, or 


. and \e 
Awe paler eet ben” Gy aus, 


Let us awake our joys; 

Strike up with cheerful voice; 
Each creature, sing: 

Angels, begin the song; 

Mortals, the strain prolong 

In accents sweet and strong, 
‘*Jesus is King!” 


Proclaim abroad his name; 

Tell of his matchless fame; 
What wonders done; 

Above, beneath, around, 

Let all the earth resound, 

Till heaven’s high arch rebound, 
‘¢ Victory is won!” 


He vanquished sin and hell, 
And our last foe will quell: 
Mourners, rejoice; 
His dying love adore; 
Praise him, now raised in power; 
Praise him forever more 
With joyful voice. 


All hail the glorious day, 
When, through the heavenly way, 
Lo, he shall come, 
While they who pierced him wail! 
His promise shall not fail; 
Saints, see your King prevail; 
Great Saviour, come! 
William Kingsbury, 1806. 


Italian Hymn. p. 399. 


Mouths the Jhambk that Was Stain, 
1179 


1177 ee ite tn the land. 6s & 48 


God bless our native land! 
Firm may she ever stand 
Through storm and night; 
When the wild tempests rave, 
Ruler of winds and wave, 
Do thou our country save 
By thy great might. 


For her our prayer shall rise 
To God above the skies; 

On him we wait: 
Thou who art ever nigh, 
Guarding with watchful eye, 
To thee aloud we cry, 


God save the State! 
John Sullivan Dwight, 1844, 


1 178 The ee a eo his saints.65 ¢ 49, 


Now I have found a Friend 
Whose love shall never end; 
Jesus is mine. 
Though earthly joys decrease, 
Though human friendships cease, 
Now I have lasting peace; 
Jesus is mine. 


Though I grow poor and old, 

He will my faith uphold; 
Jesus is mine, 

He shall my wants supply; 

His precious blood is nigh, 

Naught can my hope destroy ; 
Jesus is mine. 


When earth shall pass away, 

In the great judgment day, 
Jesus is mine. 

Oh, what a glorious thing 

Then to behold my King, 

On tuneful harps to sing, 
Jesus is mine. 


Father! thy name I bless; 

Thine was the sovereign grace; 
Praise shall be thine. 

Spirit of holiness! 

Sealing the Father’s grace, 

Thou mad’st my soul embrace 
Jesus as mine. 


Henry Joy McC. Hope, 1852. 
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1180 


1177-1180 


Totter Regieh Gane 4s, 
Thou, whose almighty word 
Chaos and darkness heard, 
And took their flight; 
Hear us, we humbly pray, 
And where the gospel day 
Sheds not its glorious ray, 
‘*Let there be light.” 


Thou who didst come to bring 
On thy redeeming wing, 
Healing and sight, 
Health to the sick in mind, 
Sight to the inly blind; 
Oh now, to all mankind, 
‘*Let there be light.” 


Spirit of truth and love, 
Life-giving, holy Dove, 
Speed forth thy flight; 
Move o’er the water’s face 
By thine almighty grace; 
And in earth’s darkest place, 


‘‘Let there be light.” 
John Marriott, ab. 1813. 


Thon ext mortar 68 & 4s, 

Come, all ye saints of God, 

Wide through the earth abroad 
Spread Jesus’ fame: 

Tell what his love hath done; 

Trust in his name alone; 

Shout to his lofty throne, 
‘* Worthy the Lamb!” 


Hence, gloomy doubts and fears; 

Dry up your mournful tears; 
Swell the glad theme: 

To Christ our gracious King 

Strike each melodious string, 

Join heart and voice to sing, 
‘¢Worthy the Lamb.” 


Hark! how the choirs above, 

Filled with the Saviour’s love, 
Dwell on his name! 

There, too, may we be found, 

With light and glory crowned, 

While all the heavens resound, 
‘¢ Worthy the Lamb.” 


James Boden, 1801, 


1181-1183 


Olivet. 


Christ constraineth us. 


1181 The tovest is eracons 


2 May Thy rich grace impart 

Strength to my fainting heart, 
My zeal inspire; 

As thou hast died for me, 

Oh, may my love to thee 

Pure, warm, and changeless be, 
A living fire. 


2 While life’s dark maze I tread, 

And griefs around me spread, 
Be Thou my Guide; 

Bid darkness turn to day, 

Wipe sorrow’s tears away, 

Nor let me ever stray 


From thee aside. 
Ray Palmer, ab. 1850. 


1182 
Glory to God on high, 
Let praises fill the sky ; 

Praise ye his name! 
Angels his name adore, 
Who all our sorrows bore, 
And saints ery evermore, 

Worthy the Lamb! 


All they around the throne 

Cheerfully join in one, 
Praising his name! 

We who have felt his blood 

Sealing our peace with God, 

Spread his dear fame abroad, 
Worthy the Lamb! 


To Him be glory. 
Rev. Lé bad 


6s & 4s, 


68 & 4s. 


a - ee 
ae 


1183 


bo 


To Him our hearts we raise, 

None else shall have our praise; 
Praise ye his name! 

Him, our exalted Lord, 

By us below adored, 

We praise with one accord, 
Worthy the Lamb! 


SECOND PART. 68 &4s, 


Join all the human race, 

Our Lord and God to bless; 
Praise ye his name! 

In him we will rejoice, 

Making a cheerful noise, 

And say with heart and voice, 
Worthy the Lamb! 


Though we must change our place, 

Our souls shall never cease 
Praising his name. 

To him we'll tribute bring, 

Laud him our gracious King, 

And without ceasing sing, 


Worthy the Lamb! 


Then let the hosts above, 
In realms of endless love, 

Praise His dear name; 
To him ascribéd be 
Honor and majesty ; 
Through all eternity ; 

Worthyithe Lamb! 

James Allen, 1761 


My Pere FY GCinve Unto Won. 1184-1187 
1184 Preset she genpst to cre estare-65 & 4s./ 1186 FT ee es & 45, 


America, p. 400. 


Sound, sound the truth abroad, 

Bear ye the word of God 
Through the wide world; 

Tell what. our Lord has done, 

Tell how the day is won, 

_ And from his lofty throne 

Satan is hurled. 


Speed on the wings of love! 
Jesus, who reigns above, 
Bids us to fly; 
They who His message bear 
Should neither doubt nor fear, 
He will their Friend appear; 
He will be nigh. 


Ye who, forsaking all 

At your loved Master’s call, 
Comforts resign ; 

Soon will your work be done, 

Soon will the prize be won, 

Brighter than yonder sun 


Then shall ye shine. 
Thomas Kelly, ab. 1820. 


1185 74 Sonne 
Thou blessed Son of God, 
Hast bought me with thy blood, 
Jesus, my Lord! 
‘Oh, how great is thy love, 
All other loves above, 
Love that I daily prove, 
Jesus, my Lord! 


When unto thee I flee, 
Thou wilt my refuge be, 
Jesus, my Lord! 
What need I now to fear? 
What earthly grief or care, 
Since thou art ever near? 
Jesus, my Lord! 


Soon thou wilt come’again! 
T shall be happy then, 

Jesus, my Lord! 
Then thine own face I'll see, 
Then I shall like thee be, 
Then evermore with thee, 


Jesus, my Lord! 
James George Deck, ab. 1837. 


Peace, peace, I leave with you, 
My peace I give to you, 
Trust to my care! 
Thus the Redeemer said, 
And bowed his sacred head, 
Lone in the garden shade, 
Wrestling in prayer. 


Peace, peace, I leave with you, 
My peace I give to you, 
Perfect and pure; 
Not as the world doth give, 
Words that the soul deceive; 
Ye who in me believe 
Shall rest secure. 


Peace, peace, I leave with you, 

My peace I give to you, 
Though foes invade; 

All power is given to me, 

I will your refuge be, 

Now and eternally, 


Be not sey pit 
‘homas Hastings, 1784-1872. 


68 & 4s. 1187 Offer the ee fruits. 68% 45. 


The God of harvest praise; 

In loud thanksgiving raise 
Hand, heart, and voice; 

The valleys laugh and sing; 

Forests and mountains ring; 

The plains their tribute bring; 
The streams rejoice. 


The few seeds scattered wide, 
His name hath multiplied; 
Here thou may’st find 
Christ’s miracle renewed; 
With self-producing food, 
He feeds a multitude; 
He feeds mankind. 


The God of harvest praise; 

Hands, hearts, and voices raise 
With sweet accord; 

From field to garner throng, 

Bearing your sheaves along, 

And in your harvest song 


Bless ye the Lord. 
James Montgomery, ab. 182% 


403 Italian Hymn. p.399. 


1188-1189 
Shining Shore. 


not 


y days are glid-ing swiftly by, And I, a pilgrim stranger, Would 
de-tain them as they fly, Those hours oftoiland .... . 


just be-fore, the shining shore We m 


Foy Cometh in the Monning, 


$8.& 7. Tambic. 


danger} 


ayalmost dis - - 


1188 ee coe oe eee 8s & 7s. 

My days are gliding swiftly by, 

. And I, a pilgrim stranger, 

Would not detain them as they fly, 
Those hours of toil and danger; 


CHORUS. 
For oh! we stand on Jordan’s strand, 
And soon we'll all pass over, 
And just before, the shining shore 
We may almost discover. 


We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear, 
Our distant home discerning ; 

Our absent Lord has left us word, 
Let every lamp be burning; 


Should coming days be cold and dark, 
We need not cease our singing; 

That perfect rest nought can molest, 
Where golden harps are ringing. 


Let sorrow’s rudest tempest blow, 
Each chord on earth to sever, 
Our King says Come, and there’s our home, 
Forever, oh, forever! 
Awake and sing. 


David Nelson, 1835, 
1 189 Isa. xxvi. 19. 


Awake, awake, ye sons of joy, 
Break forth in music swelling; 

Let your glad voices find employ, 
The Saviour’s praises telling: 


404 


8s & 7s. 


Awake, awake, uplift the song, 
That tells the’Saviour’s glory; 

Let myriad tongues the strain prolong, 
And chant redemption’s story. 


Weeping may for a night endure, 
Joy cometh in the morning; 

The night is short, the morn is sure, 
Behold, the day is dawning! 

Too long in darkness and in fears, 
Complaining and repining, 

Your souls have spent the night of tears, 
But now the skies are shining! 


Lo, beauteous feet the mountains climb, 
And shout the joyous warning, 

While breaks along the hills of time 
The splendor of the morning. 

The watchman saith, The morning comes! 
The night of sorrow flieth; 

Life’s light is flashing in the tombs, 
Lo, death, the monster, dieth, 


Awake, awake, no longer weep, 
No longer sigh in sadness; 
Let your exulting spirits leap 
In songs of thankful gladness: 
Ye who in dust have dwelt so long, 
Awake, ye blest immortals; 
Return to Zion, and with song, 
Pass through her pearly portals. 
H. 


+y 1880, 
Wilderness. p. 410. 


Ghe Pinht is Har Spent. 


Until the day dawn. 


1 190 2 Peteri. 19. 


The night is wearing fast away, 
The day of glory’s dawning, 

When Christ shall all his grace display; 
The fair Millennial morning. 

Gloomy and dark the night has been, 
And long the way and dreary; 

And sad the weeping saints are seen, 
And faint, and worn, and weary. 


8s & 7s. 


Ye mourning pilgrims, cease your tears, 
And hush each sigh of sorrow; 

The light of that bright morn appears, 
The long sabbatic morrow. 

Lift up your heads—behold from far, 
A flood of splendor streaming! 

It is the bright and Morning Star, 
In living lustre beaming. 


And see that star-like host around 
Of angel bands attending; 

Hark! hark! the trumpet’s glad’ning sound, 
’?Mid shouts triumphant blending. 

He comes !the Bridegroom promis’d long, 
Go forth with joy to meet him; 

And raise the new and nuptial song, 
In cheerful strains to greet, him. 


Adorn thyself, the feast prepare, 
While bridal strains are swelling; 
He comes, with thee all joys to share, 
And make this earth his dwelling. 
Lift up your heads—behold from far 

A flood of splendor streaming! 
It is the bright and Morning Star, 


In living lustre beaming! 
Hoare, cir, 1840? 


For yet a little while. 
"Heb. x. 37. 88 & 7s. 


1191 

And is it so? A little while, 
And then the life undying; 

The light of God’s unclouded smile, 
The singing for the sighing! 

A little while! Oh, glorious word! 
Sweet solace to our sorrow, 

And then forever ‘‘ with the Lord,” 
The everlasting morrow. 


Then be it ours to journey on 
In paths that He decrees us, 
Where his own feet before have gone,— 
Our Strength, our Hope, our Jesus; 
O Sinner Come. p. 408. 


1190-1192 


Tn lowly fellowship with Him ~ 
The cross appointed bearing; 
For oh, a crown no grief can dim 
One day we shall be wearing, 


A little while! and He shall’ come— 
Light of our eyes, our longing— 
His own voice bid us welcome home; 
And we, his people, thronging, 
Shall rest our hearts in his embrace, 

Dear Refuge—ours forever!— 
Look upward to his blessed face, 
And fear its hiding never! 


Oh, ’twill be passing sweet to gaze 
On Him in all his glory, 
And, lost in love and glad amaze, 
To shout redemption’s story; 
Till angels bend to catch the strain 
Our human lips are swelling, 
And ‘‘ Worthy is the Lamb once slain,” 
Resounds thro’ heaven’s high dwelling. 
Unknown, cir. 1860. 


1192 Tam, O beckoliding children. 88 & Ts. 
Poor weary wanderer, far from peace, 
When wilt thou cease thy straying? 
Oh come, and from thy wand’rings cease, 
Thy Saviour’s voice obeying, 
He will be nigh, your steadfast friend, 
From youth till hairs are hoary; 
Will guide you safely to the end, 
And bring you home to glory. 


Ah! there are crowns for you and me, 
And shall we fail to wear them? 

And there are palms of victory, 
Oh shall we never bear them? 

Ah, there are songs that we may hear, 
Shall we not join the singing? 

And harps of endless joy are there, 
Oh shall not ours be ringing? 


Why shrink before a frowning world, 
Why fear their vain deriding, 

When they to ruin’s depths are hurled, 
Our peace shall be abiding. 

Ah, then, for us shall joy remain, 
And life and love undying, 

For God shall banish woe and pain, 


And tears, and grief, and sighing. 
H., 1878. 


405 Farewell Hymn. p. 412, 


1193-1194 


Oh, praise the Lord with one consent, For his mer-cy en- dur-eth for 


He hath to us a 


- ev- ott 
Saviour sent, For his mer-cy en-dur-eth for = ev - er! 


He came the 


His mercy endureth forever. 
Psal i 


1 1 93 salm CXXxXV1. 


Oh, praise the Lord with one consent, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
He hath to us a Saviour sent, 
For his mercy endureth forever! — 
His holy Son for man he gave, 
For his merey endureth forever! 
He came the lost to seek and save, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 


Oh, praise the Lord, for he is good, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
On Calvary’s cross he shed his blood, 
For his mercy endureth forever]! 
Father, forgive, the Sufferer cried, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
Then bow’d his bleeding head and died, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 


Our sins he bore on Calvary’s tree, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
He died for all he died for me, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
He sank beneath death’s chilling wave, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
He rose omnipotent to save, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 


8s & 7s.}1194 


SECOND PART. 8s & 7s. 


For us in heaven the Saviour pleads, 
For his merey endureth forever! 
For those who pierced him intercedes, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
In him the comfortless are blest, _ 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
He gives the heayy-laden rest, 
For his merey endureth forever! 


He came to bear our cross and pain, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 

But he shall come-in might again, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 

The slumb’ring dead shall hear his voice, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 

Then shall his ransomed saints rejoice, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 


And with him his redeemed shall be, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
In life and joy eternally, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
The Lord shall reign triumphant then, 
For his mercy endureth forever! 
Lord Jesus, quickly come, Amen! 


For his mercy endureth forever! 
H., 1881. 
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Sha Dead in Christ Shall Rise Hirst, 


1195 ee eine 8887s, 


Our Saviour shall descend again, 
Earth’s buried millions raising; 
With him shall come a glorious train, 
Adoring him and praising. 
Cxorvs. 
Raise high the song that loud and long 
Before him ceaseth never, 
Till, casting down each golden crown, 
All worship him forever. 
What though these bodies lie in dust 
Before that glad appearing? 
Yet shall they stand among the just, 
Our Saviour’s image wearing. 
What tho’ earth’s gath’ring tempests lower, 
And ages pass in sadness? 
Their darkest hour shall swell the pow’r 
And glory of that gladness. 
Then safe at last, the blessed throng, 
- Set free from tribulation, 


Forever praise in holy song 


The God of their salvation. 
Thomas Laurie, cir. 1860? 
1196 


A city ahichbath: ee 8s 7s. 

We seek a dwelling bright and fair, 
A home that hath foundations; 

Soon shall the saved assemble there, 
Redeemed from all the nations. 

Oh, blest are they, in raiment white, 
Who through the Lamb find pardon; 

For they shall pass the gates of light, 
And enter God’s fair garden. 

A pilgrim in my tent I roam, 
With no abiding dwelling; 

I look to yon celestial home, 
Where endless song is swelling. 

Oh, blest are they who win the strife, 
And pass those pearly portals, 

They shall partake the tree of life, 
With all the blest immortals. 

There none shall weep and noneshall sigh 
By life’s sweet, flowing river; 

There none shall mourn and none shall die, 
In all that bright forever. 

Lost wanderer in a world of sin, 
Oh listen to thy Saviour; 

Haste to that city, enter in, 


And rest in peace forever. 
H., 1890 


Shining Shore. p. 404. 


1195-1198 
1197 88 & 7s. 


There is a land of life and song, 
Beyond time’s rolling river, 
Where years of gladness flow along, 
Forever, and forever. 
Cxorus. 
Oh, land of life, beyond earth’s strife, 
Fair dwelling of immortals ; 
We long to rest with all the blest, 
Within thy pearly portals. 
There He who once for man was slain, 
Depised, and scorned, and gory, 
Shall over all triumphant reign, 
In everlasting glory. 
There harpsshall sound, and voices ring; 
There white-robed myriads, singing, 
In shining throngs shall praise their King, 
Who came, salvation bringing. 
How sweetly chime the holy bells, 
With golden trumpets blending; 
While rapt’rous song triumphant swells, 
In glory never ending. 


1198 

My soul doth triumph in the Lord, 
Who doth from death deliver; 

T rest upon his living word, 
Which shall abide forever. 

‘*Because I live, ye too shall live,” 
Said Christ, the great Life-giver; 

For God thro’ him to us doth give 
The life that lasts forever. 

Before the throne our Saviour stands, 
For us he there is pleading; 

And none can pluck us from His hands, 
Those hands once piere’d and bleeding. 


[lay me down in peace to sleep 
Since Christ, my Saviour liveth; 

The heav’nly Shepherd knows his sheep, 
And life eternal giveth. 

Oh, words of life, of joy, and peace, 
Strong consolation bringing; 

Believing these our joys increase 
Like living fountains springing. 

O weary, thirsting soul, draw near, 
The Lord will thee deliver; 

Come to life’s crystal fountain clear, 
And drink and live forever. 


The land of the living, 
Psalm exvi. 9. 


H., 1880. 
Because I live ye shall llve r ‘ 
alanaies 19. slso 88 & 7s. 


H., 1884. 


‘407 Farewell Hymn. p. 412. 


1199-1200 And Vet Shere is Room. 


2 Sinner Come. 8&7, Iambic. Arr, H., 1880. 


O sin-ner, come with- out de-—lay, And seek a home in glo - ry; 
{ whe Lord is call - ing you to-day, Hepleadsfor you in glo -ry. 


There’sroom e - nough in’ Par- a-dise, For all a homein  glo-ry, 


= = 


* Omit slurs except in singing Hymn 1199. 


1 199 Come, for - sahings shy aoe ready. 88 & 7s. CuHoRvs. 
< i Oh, glory! Oh, glory! 

O sinner, come without delay, There’s power in Jesus’ dying love 
And seek a home in glory; To bring you home to glory, 

The Lord is calling you to-day, Arr. HL, 1885. 
He pleads for youin glory. Chorus. 1200 Bes the Lord, and walt patiently--85 5, 7g, 

Sent by my Lord, on you I call, Rest in the Lord, and wait for him, 
To seek a home in glory; Is God’s own balm for sorrow; 

The invitation is to all, Rest in the Lord—leave, saith our God, 
To have a home in glory. The burden of the morrow. 

Ye weary, heavy-laden, come, Rest in the Lord, and wait for him, 
And have a home in glory; Is God’s own cure for fretting; 

In yon blest house there still is room Rest in the Lord, and find his word 
For you a home in glory. His peace in thee begetting. 

Ye need not one be left behind, Rest in the Lord, though faint and weak, 
Who seek a home in glory; By foes and fears surrounded ; 

For God hath bidden all mankind, Faith in his name can ne’er bring shame, 


Nor shall it be confounded. 


Rest in the Lord; all that shall come 
Is for thy good intended ; 


To have a home in glory. 
Awake, awake! the Judge is near; 


Prepare, prepare for glory! Till thou shalt gain thy heayenly home, 
If sleeping when he shall appear, By his own love befriended 

You cannot share his glory. W. Poole Balfern, cir. 1870? 
Copyright, H. L, Hastings, 1883. 408 ShiningShore. p. 404, 


Jtooking fo Nhat Blessed Boye. 


1201 Tovsttorgccon ine here™ 8s & 7s. 


We wait for Thee, All-glorious One, 
We look for thy appearing; 

We bear thy name, and on the throne 
We see thy presence cheering. 

_ Faith even now uplifts its brow, 

_ And sees the Lord descending; 

He comes to take his people home, 

And give them bliss unending. 


We wait for Thee through days forlorn, 
In patient self-denial ; 

We know that thou our guilt hast borne 
Upon thy cross of trial. 

And well may we submit to thee, 
And bear thy cross and love it, 

And patiently endure its pain, 
Until thy hand remove it. 


We wait for Thee; already thou 
Hast all our heart’s submission ; 

And though the spirit sees thee now, 
We long for open vision: 

Then ours shall be sweet rest with thee, 
And pure unending pleasure, 

And we shall taste celestial grace, 
And life in endless measure. 


We wait for Thee with certain hope; 
The time will soon be over; 

With child-like longing we look up 
Thy glory to discover: 

With bliss to share thy triumph there, 
When home with joy and singing, 

From scenes of conflict and of care, - 
The Lord his saints is bringing. 

Fredric Conrade, 1662-1728, Arr. H., 1886. 


1202 8s & 78. 


I know not. what the day may bring 
Of sorrow or of sweetness; 
I only know that God must give 
Its measure of completeness: 
I reach for wisdom in the dark, 
And God fills up the measure ; 
Sometimes with tears, sometimes with cares, 
Sometimes with peace and pleasure. 


Ye know not what shall be. 
James iv. 14. 


From hours of grief and saddened face 
True wealth of heart I borrow, 

And heavenly wisdom oftenest comes 
Clad in the guise of sorrow: 


409 


1201-1203 


I know not what is best for me, 
Of all His mercy bringeth; 

I know his praises every day 
My willing spirit singeth. 


I know not what my life may yield, 
Of fruit that will not perish; 

I know God gives both seed and soil, 
And all the growth must cherish: 

How great His work! How small my part! 
I wonder at my weakness; 

And His great patience fills my heart 
With gratitude and meekness. 


I know not what His home can give 
To blessed souls who gain it; 
I know God’s goodness it must show, 
For earth cannot contain it. 
And if eternity but rings 
With love, the same sweet story 
That earth is telling every day— 


“Thine, Lord, shall be the glory.” — 
Unknown, cir. 1870? 


12038 88.& 7s; 


Who hath a right like us to sing— 
Us whom his mercy raises? 

Merry our hearts, for Christ is King; 
Cheerful are all our faces. 

Who of his love doth once partake, 
He evermore rejoices; 

Melody in all our hearts we make, 
Melody with our voices. 


Is any merry, let him sing. 
James V. 13. 


He that a sprinkled conscience hath, 
He that in God is merry, 

Let him sing psalms, the Spirit saith, 
Joyful and never weary ; 

Offer the sacrifice of praise, 
Hearty and never ceasing; 

Spiritual songs and anthems raise, 
Honor, and thanks, and blessing. 


Then let us in his praises join, 
Triumph in his salvation, 

Glory ascribe to love divine, 
Worship and adoration. 

Glory already is begun— 
Opened in each believer; 

Only believe, and still sing on, 
Glory is ours forever. 


Wilderness. p. 410, 


Wesley. 


1204-1205 


Wilderness. 
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8 & 7s. 


Shou Art Made Whole, Sin No More, 


Iambic. 


Thy ten-der 


mer - cies guard her still, Her foes in vain be - set her; 


1204 As ieee ee church. 88 & 7s, 1205 Wilt tiny bomede whole? 8s& qs. 


The church is in the wilderness, 
And mighty foes surround her; 

But safe she is, for thou, O Lord, 
Hast thrown thy love around her. 


Thy tender mercies guard her still, 
Her foes in vain beset her; 

For, in her danger and her need, 
Thou, Lord, wilt not forget her. 


With watchful and expectant eyes 
Her coming Lord shall find her, 

And in the plighted vows of love 
In living bonds shall bind her, 


She hears his chariot wheels descend, 
Each moment brings him nearer; 
And to her heart than earthly things 
Ten thousand times he’s dearer. 


To save her from her mighty foes 
The Lord from heaven descendeth; 
Hers is a true, a righteous cause, 
And he the right defendeth. 


He comes, the Lord of every grace, 
The Lord of life and glory; 
And she, in glorious robes arrayed, 


Shall tell redemption’s story. 
Unknown, cir. 1875 ? 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


410 Farewell Hymn. 


Beside Bethesda’s open gate, 
A helpless throng is lying ;— 

The sick, the blind, the desolate, 
The suffering and the dying. 

There through long years a sinner lay, 
In helplessness and sadness ; 

Till Christ the Saviour passed that way 
With life, and health, and gladness. 


Said Jesus, “Wilt thou be made whole?” 
His answer told his longing; 

Then came the word that thrill’d his soul 
And stirred the people, thronging. 

‘Arise, and bear thy bed away!” 
The spell of sin was broken, 

The bonds of pain were burst that day, 
The gates of life were open. 


O Lord, who camest from on high, 
The Father’s love revealing; 
Still multitudes of sinners lie, 
Waiting for life and healing. 
Once more in mercy pass this way, 
Oh, grant some saving token; 
Speak thou the gracious word to-day,— 
So shall death’s bands be broken. 


H., 1881. 
p. 412. 


Why Seek Wo the Kiving Among the Bexd? 1206-1209 


The Lord is risen indeed, 


1206 Luke xxiv, 34. 


Why seek the living with the dead? 
Death’s iron gates are open; 
Captivity is captive led; 
The chains of hell are broken: 
He lives, he lives, who for us died, 
Released from death's dark prison; 
The Son of God, the Crucified, 
The Lord indeed is risen. 


The hour is coming, when the dead 
Shall hear his trumpet ringing; 

And wake to greet their living Head, 
From death’s cold shades upspringing: 

The Resurrection and the Life, 
His glory now revealing, 

Shall pluck death’s sting and end his strife, 
His dungeon dark unsealing. 


Hands clasped in death are open now, 
For welcome or for greeting! 

And many a care-worn, furrowed brow 
The light of heaven is meeting! 

And victor’s wreaths, and conqueror’s palms 
Adorn those glad immortals, 

Who, chanting their triumphant psalms, 
Pass through yon pearly parses. 


1207 


Ive found a Friend; oh, such a Friend! 
He loved me ere I knew him; 

He drew me with the cords of love, 
And thus he bound me to him. 

And round my heart still closely twine 
Those ties which naught can sever, 

ForI am his and he is mine 
For ever and for ever. 


I’ve found a Friend; oh, such a Friend! 
He bled, he died to save me; 

And not alone the gift of life, 
But his own self he gave me: 

Naught that I have mine own [’ll call, 
Pll hold it for the Giver: 

My heart, my strength, my life, my all, 
Are his, and his for ever. 


1881. 


Thave called you faiends. 
ee a te 88 & 78. 


J’ve found a Friend; oh, such a Friend! 


All power to him is given 
To guard me on my onward course, 
And bring me safe to heaven. 


Shining Shore. p. 404. 


411 


8s & 7s.| Th’ eternal glories gleam afar, 


To nerve my faint endeavor; 
So now to watch, to work, to war!— 
And then to rest for ever. 


I’ve found a Friend; oh, such a Friend! 
So kind, and true, and tender; 
So.wise a Counsellor and Guide, 
So mighty a Defender! — 
From him who loves me now so well 
What power my soul shall sever? 
Shall life or death, shall earth or hell? 
No; Iam his for ever! 

Unknown, cir. 1875. 
bol scene: rrr geen ge 
There is no pain that I can bear, 

But thou, my Lord, hast borne it; 
No robe of scorn that I can wear, 
But thou, my Lord, hast worn it. 


There’s no temptation I endure, 
But thou, my King, endured it; 
There’s not a wound that seeks a cure 
But my Redeemer cured it. 


For me thy sacred temples bled, 
For me thou wert upbraided, 
And as a lamb to slaughter led, 
Unpitied and unaided. 
And cun I doubt thy tender love? 
Thy rich compassion—doubt it? 
My spirit hath no hope above, 
No stay on earth without it. 


Unknown, cir. 1865. 

1209 Re Sake’ of God. 88& "9, 
Behold, my soul, the Lamb of God; 

In pain and anguish dying; 
Hark, how he groans beneath his load, — 

My sins are on him lying. 
O Lamb of God, can I forget 

Thy deep and dreadful anguish ? 
Freed by thy death from sin’s dread debt, 

Oh, shall my love e’er languish? 
Jesus, for thee I all forsake, 

Since thou hast shown such favor; 
Let grace each earthly fetter break, 

And me from sin deliver. 


So shall I walk in paths of peace, 
By grace divine appointed ; 

And know the love that shall not cease 
Of Christ, the Lord’s Anointed. 


H., 1869 
O Sinner Come. p. 408. 


1210-1211 What Shall Separate We? 
Farewell Hymn. 8s & 7s, Iambic. ial ~*~ My 388. 


. Fare-well, the part- ing hour has come, The sad word must be 
Fare-well, we walk the wil -der-ness, The des - ert dark 


4 
; 


But still ourhearts are linked-with bonds That nev - er can 
But Christ is near to give us rest When faint, and worn, 
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Redeemed in Christ,in Him made one, Not death nor hell can _ sey - er; 
And tho’ cold Jor-dan’s sul - len flood Rolls on its rest- less cur-rent, 


——— 
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The bonds of love that He hathbound,Havemadeus one for-ey- er 
Yet Is - rael’s host shall cross dry-shod, Where sweeps the mighty tor - rent, 
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121 Qer Pesky brethren: Qromalls ogg 7811999 SECOND PART. 8s & 78 
3 The ransomed of the Lord shall come, |9 Ye souls that sigh in sore distress, 
To Zion’s heights returning; Unsaved, ungathered, weeping, 
Shall rest in their long-looked-for home, |Throughout this howling wilderness 
Beyond all tears and mourning: The Shepherd goeth seeking: 
Oh, sweet shall swell the matchless song, |He comes the wand’ring ones to find— 
When through the new creation For them his heart is yearning; 
Shall rise from the immortal throng Tender, and pitiful, and kind, 
The anthem of salvation. He waits for your returning. - 


pn |® The hour has come to say farewell ; 
The sad word must be spoken; 
Shall sce the travail of his soul, pub roan? ee 
pe heirs of blood: bought pardon ; We part with tears, we art with pain, 
Ang mid his chara shall lead the psalm, |“ wr, part, but Hot pitt ae) Rey 
nd raise the song of glory ' 2 hurt 
The song of Moses and the Lamb, Prepare but we shall meet again, 
That tells Redemption’s story. Be pate no ee res 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1877. 412 OSinner Come. : p. 408. 


4 Then He who went with singing fort 
To suffer in the garden, 


H.,1876, 


Why Brother Shak Risy Again, ‘Apip-aers 


s 

1212, *ormngie der Petes gs & 78,1 It was the voice.of God, that spoke 

At evening time may there be light, Above a new creation, 

_ While life’s brief day is closing; “Let there be light!” and there was light 

Then shall I fear no gathering night, Of boundless revelation. 
In Jesus’ love reposing. 


At evening time may there be light, 
The light of life eternal; 

The radiance of those mansions bright, 
In climes forever vernal. 


Back from the graves of dark despair, 
The stone is rolled forever; 
The arch that bridges life to life 
Death has no power to sever, 
And he who lingers by our side 
When clouds and darkness gather 
Stands with us at the tomb of hope, 
Andslifts us to the Father. ‘ 
Mrs. H. A. Bingham, ab. cir. 1865. Verse 1, H., 1886. 
1214 ernie ay 8s & 78, 
Jesus, to thee I would look up 
Tossed in a storm of passion; 
Thou art the anchor of my hope, 
Thou art my strong salvation: 
Pity and save a soul distressed, 
Till I the port recover; 
O, that Lin thy wounds might rest, 


At evening time there shall be light, 
Earth’s day of storm is dying; 

Sorrow and sadness take their flight, 
There shall be no more sighing. 


At evening time there shall be light, 
The twilight skies adorning ; 

But oh, how fair the radiance bright 

_ Of the swift-speeding org 


1213 Le 88 & 7s. 
The Saviour wept beside the tomb : L 
Where one he loved lay sleeping; Till all the storm isover. 
He felt the deep despairing gloom Great is the storm that works within, 
In which a world was weeping: © 1] » Jesus’s grace is greater;: So} 
“Lazarus come forth!” the Saviour cried | Thou art above the power of sin, 
And through death’s silent prison | hou art my great Creator: - 
Hope’s trumpet sounded far and wide, — Speak, and at thy supreme command 
For life o’er death had risen! | Trouble and sin shall leave me; 
“Come forth!” the Prince of Terrors-heard | Stir up thy strength, stretch out thy hand, 
Thrill through his dark dominion Say, ‘‘It is I,” and save me. 
The voice that drooped his conquered head} Give me this hour, thy help to find, 
And furled his dusky pinion: Show me thy great salvation; 
The life of God leaped through each vein] gy wi} [ sing to all mankind, 
Its wondrous impulse giving, _ | ™ loving admiration, 
Theslumberer burst death’siron chain, |Q what a Man, a God, is this!’ 
And he who died was living. Nature is still before him; 
Oh, not alone from out that grave Lo, at his word the winds and seas, 
Came Lazarus, swathed and fettered; | Suddenly calmed, adore him. Shak 
The bands that held a race enchained ae 2 
At that command. were shattered : 1315 88 & 78. 
Oh, not alone that single life To him who died upon the tree 
Came up from death’s, entombing; Eternally be given : 
The cloud that shadowed all the world | Honor and praise and majesty 
Was lifted at his coming. From all in earth and heaven: 
And may the grace of Christ our Lord, 
+ Hh gre e a pesabubeot The love of God the Father, 
Above eternal sorrow ; ark 
It was the dark to-day of earth Th Tae SPA 2 
In heaven’s own bright to-morrow ; 
Shining Shore.. p. 404. 413 Wilderness. p. 410. 


1216-1217 hey Shall Walk With Me in White. 


Under Thy Wings. 63 & 48, 
40’ 
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reach the day, Walk-ing with God. 
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Here in this ott derness ; Swift to 


my aon I press, Walking with God. 


1216 22d Hnoch walked with God. Gy a dg,| 117 Under taeshadow of thy wines. Gs 4s, 


2 What. though by Marah’s spring 

Lies my sad road, 

Still will I hope and sing, 
Walking with God; 

He can the waters heal, 

He doth his grace reveal, 

He speaks, his love I feel, 
Walking with God. 


3 Thro’ death’s dark vale of shade, 

Thy staff and rod 

Comfort my soul dismayed, 
Walking with God; 

When the durk way is passed, 

He leads me home at last, 

Thither my soul doth haste, 
Walking with God. 

4 Numbered with saints in light, 
Ransomed with blood, 

Walking with Christ in white, 
Walking with God; 

There with them may I dwell, 

There their glad anthems swell, 

There all heaven’s rapture tell, 
Walking with God. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886, 


H,, 1981. 


414 


Under thy wings, my God, 
Close by thy side, 

Safe from the ‘‘ windy storm,” 
Joyful I hide. 

Oft thou hast calléd me, 

Now while the cloud I see, 

Swiftly I run to thee, 
Close to thy side. 


Under thy wings, my God, 
Loved ones abide, 

Whom thou hast called to walk 
Close to thy side. 

Brood softly over me, 

Glory I may not see, 

Keep every sin from me, 
While by thy side. 

Under thy wings, my God, 
Safely to hide, 

Gather thy ‘‘little ones” 
Close to thy side; 

Side wounded sore for me, 

Bleeding and bruised I see, — 

Cover, oh cover me, 
Close by thy side. 


John Kirk, cir. 1877. 
Bethany. p.417. Clarion. p. 415. 


Mush we Ghayoughty Ryont Mine Fuiynitiqs, 1218-1290 


. 
1218 Sane haste — image. 6s & 4s. 


Help me, my SEC = grow 
More like to thee; 
Thy wondrous love ‘to know; 
Thy face to see. 
Lord, fill my soul with light, 
Dispel the gloom of night, 
And make me through ‘thy might 
More like to thee. 


Though rough the road may be, 
Jagged and steep; 
Lord, though I may not run, 
Upward Tl creep; 
When nightly shadows fall, 
When doubts and fears appall, 
Then may I rise from all, 
More like to thee. 


Or if my footsteps sink 
In doubt’s dark wave, 
May I, like Peter, ery, 
‘*Lord Jesus, save!” 
So by my faith to prove 
Thine all-redeeming love; 
Oh, make me, Heavenly Dove, 
More like to thee. 


And when from Pisgah’s height 
Canaan I view, 

When faith shall change to sight, 
Old things to new, — 

‘Then in a nobler song, 

Through all the ages long, 

T’ll stand amid the throng, 
Made = ~ thee. 
RS. 7 FFE Unknown, cir. 1880? 

12 19” me emees = 4 ac mine iniquity-¢ 4 ws 


Wash me, O Lamb of God, 
Wash me from sin; 
By thy atoning blood 
Oh, make me clean; 
Purge me from every stain, 
Let me thine image gain, 
In love and mercy reign 
O’er all within. 


Wash me, O Lamb of God, 
Wash me from sin; 

I long to be like thee, 
All pure within ; 


415 


1220 


Now let the crimson tide 
Shed from thy wounded side 
Be to my heart applied, 

And make me clean. 


Wash me, O Lamb of God, 
Wash me from sin; 
I will not, can not rest 
Till pure within ; 
All human skill is vain, 
But Thou canst cleanse each stain, 
Till not a spot remain, — 
Made wholly clean. 


Wash me, O Lamb of God, 
Wash me from sin; 

By faith thy cleansing blood 
Now makes me clean. 

So near Thou art to me, 

So sweet my rest in thee, 

O, blessed purity, 
Saved; saved from sin. 


Wash me, O Lamb of God, 
Wash me from sin; 

Thou, while I trust in thee, 
Wilt keep me clean; 

Each day to Thee I bring 

Heart, life, yea, everything ; 

Saved, while to thee I cling, 


Saved from all sin. 
H. B, Beegle, cir. 1882. 


Lo I am with you alway. 
Matt. xxviii. 20. 


What though the way be rough? 
Jesus is nigh ; 
Dangers surround my path? - 
Jesus is nigh. 
Fiercely the tempests lower, 
Strong is the tempter’s power; 
Yet in the darkest hour 
Jesus is nigh. 


68 & 4s. 


When by deep sorrow crushed— 
Jesus is nigh; 
Down to the very dust, 
Jesus is nigh. 
Friend of the friendless one 
Help of the helpless one, 
Rest of the weary one, 


Jesus is nigh. 
Unknown ab. cir. 1883; 


1221-1222 Gomg Wnts MMe. 


Nearer, O God, to Thee. 68 & 4s, 


1221 Madenigh by the bigod of Christ. Gs & 45, 


Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Hear thou our prayer; 
E’en though a heavy cross 

Fainting we bear, 
Still all our prayer shall be 
Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee, 


_ If where they led the Lord 
We too are borne, 

Planting our steps in his, 
Weary and worn, 

There even let us be 

Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee. 


If thou the cup of pain 
Givest to drink, 

Let not the trembling lip 
From the draught shrink; 

So by our woes to be 

Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee. 


Though the great battle rage 
Hotly around, 

Still where our Captain fights 
Let us be found; 

Through toil and strife to be 

Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee. 


By Permission. 


When, our course finished, we 
Breathe our last breath, 

Entering the shadowy 
Valley of death, 

There even shall we be 

Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee. 


And when thou, Lord, once more, 
Glorious shall come, 

Oh, for a dwelling place 
In thy bright home, 

Through all eternity 

Nearer, O God, to thee, 


Nearer to thee. 
William Walsham How, b. 1823. 


1222 bi myn be 68 & 48. 


God leads me—andT gd} = BX 
He takes the care; 

I need not wish to know 
Or question where; 

The goal is drawing near, 

My way will all be clear, 
When I am there. 


God leads me—so my heart 

In faith shall rest; 
No fear my soul shall part 

From Jesus’ breast ; 
What path my life doth go, 
Since he permitteth so, 

That must be best. 

Unknown, cir. 1963. 


416 Under Thy Wings. p. 414. 


Brought Bigh by the Blood, 


6s & 4s, Arr. Lowell Mason, 1856, 


Bethany. 


1223-1224 


1208; .Pasetss 

2 Tho’ like a wanderer, 
The sun gone down, 

Darkness comes over me, 
My rest a stone; 

Yet in my dreams [’d be 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


3 There let my way appear 
Steps unto heaven; 

All that thou sendest me 
In mercy given; 

Angels to beekon ‘me 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


4 Then with my waking thoughts 
Bright with thy praise, 

Out of my stony griefs 
Bethel Pll raise ; 

So by my woes to be 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


5 Or if on joyful wing, 
Cleaving the sky, 

Caught up to meet my King, 
Swiftly I fly; 

Still all my song shall be— 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


Sarah Flower Adams, 1840. 


Clarion. p. 418, 


6s & 4s. 


1224 Hotintsnacomsvilcome, G3 @ 4s, 


How bright that blessed hope! 
Jesus will come! 

Let us our heads lift up, 
Jesus will come! 

Morning so bright and clear, 

Mansions of God appear, 

Sin shall not enter there. 
Jesus will come! 

Him every eye shall see, 
Jesus will come! 

Bright will the glory be, 
Jesus will come! 

Soon shall the trumpet speak, 

Each sleeping saint awake, 

And the glad morning break. 
Jesus will come! 


Raised unto glory we, 
Jesus will come! 

Joyous our song shall be, 
Jesus will come! 

Gathered around to him, 

All learn the heavenly hymn; 

Jesus, our joyful theme, 
Jesus will come! 


Full of this blessed hope, 
Jesus will come! 
Let us the cross take up, 
Jesus will come! 
Happy, reproach to bear, 
Shame, for his sake, to share, 
Since we our crown shall wear, 


Jesus will come! 
Unknown, cir. 1870. 


1225-1226 


tk! 


Bleep is fo vare 
se ae 


1225 

Hark! ’tis the watchman’s cry— 
Wake, brethren, wake! 

Jesus himself is nigh, 
Wake, brethren, wake! 

Sleep is for sons of night, 

Ye are children of the light, 

Yours is the glory bright, 
Wake, brethren, wake! 


Call to each wakening band, 
Watch, brethren, watch! 
Clear is our Lord’s command, 
Watch, brethren, watch! 

Be ye as men that wait, 

Always at their Master’s gate. 

EH’en though he tarry late, 
Watch, brethren, watch! 


Heed we the Steward’s call, 
Work, brethren, work! 
There’s room enough for all, 
Work, brethren, work! 

This vineyard of the Lord 

Constant labor doth afford: 

Yours is a sure reward, 
Work, brethren, work! 


Hear we the Shepherd’s voice, 
Pray, brethren, pray! 
Would ye his heart rejoice? 
Pray, brethren, pray! 
Sin calls for ceaseless care, 
Weakness needs the strong One near; 
Long as ye tarry here, 
Pray, brethren, pray! 


Copyright, 1. L. Hastings, 1886. 


r sons of night, Yoarochildren of 
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1226 


Watrhman, What of the Right 2 


Sound now the final chord, 
Praise, brethren, praise! 
Thrice holy is the Lord, 
Praise, brethren, praise! 
What more befits the tongues 
Soon to lead the angels’ songs?. 
Whilst heaven the note prolongs, 
Praise, brethren, praise! 
Unknown, cir. 1870. 
There ar} I fk were 6s.& 4s. 
Come to the Saviour now, 
Jesus is here. 
Lowly before him bow, 
Jesus is here, 
Why will ye still delay? 
Why will ye go away? 
Jesus invites to-day, 
Jesus is here. 


Come, ye whose hearts are sad, 
Jesus is here, 

He makes the mourner glad, 
Jesus is here, 

In him the sad are blest, 

He comforts the distressed, 

He gives the weary rest. 
Jesus is here, 


Come to the Saviour now, 
Jesus is here, 

Low in his presence bow, 
Jesus is here. 

Here end sin’s weary road, 

Here leave sin’s heavy load, 

Here give yourselves to God, 
Jesus is here. 


418 Under Thy Wings. p. 414. 


Au Fugrlasting Jovy, 


1227 Where Bee tek be. 6s & 4s. 
fas my dull soul, arise! 
~~ Shake off thy eare! 
Press to thy native skies, 
., Mighty in prayer. 
Christ, he has gone before, 
_ Count all thy sufferings o’er; 
He all thy burdens bore; 
~ Jesus is there! 


Soul, for the marriage feast, 
» Robe and prepare! 
Holy must be such guests: 
-« \ Jesus is there! 
_ Saints, wave your victory palms, 
* Chant your celestial psalms: 
Bride-of the Lamb, thy charms 
~ Oh, let me wear. 
Heaven’s bliss is perfect, pure— 
Jesus is there! 
Heaven’s bliss is ever sure— 
Thou art its heir. 
This makes its joys complete— 
This makes its hymns so sweet; 
There we our friends will greet— 
Jesus is there! 


1228 
Fade, fade each earthly joy, 
Jesus is, mine! 
Break, every tender tie, 
Jesus is mine! 
Dark-is the wilderness, 
Earth has.no resting place; 
Jesus alone can bless; 
Jesus is mine! 


Tempt not my soul away, 
Jesus is mine! 
Here would I ever stay, 
Jesus is mine! 
Perishing things of clay, 
Born but for one brief..day, 
‘Pass from my heart away, 


Unknown, cir. 1842. 
The world passeth away. 
Vjohnii7, CC OS & AS, 


1227-1229 


Farewell, ye dreams of night, 
Jesus is mine! 

Lost in this dawning light, 
Jesus is mine! 

All that my soul has tried 

Left but a dismal void; 

Jesus has satisfied, 
Jesus is mine! 


Farewell, mortality! 

Jesus is mine! 
Welcome, eternity! 

Jesus is mine! 
Welcome, O loved and blest! 
Welcome, sweet scenes of rest! 
Welcome, my Saviour’s breast, 


Jesus is mine! 
Catherine J. Bonar, 1843. 


el f i f 
1229 he love 0: Be hae yeti UW. Gs & dg, 


Saviour! thy dying love 
Thou gavest me, 

Nor should I aught withhold, 
Dear Lord, from thee. 

In love my soul would bow, 

My heart fulfill its vow, 

Some off’ring bring thee now, . 
Something for thee. 

O’er the blest mercy-seat, 
Pleading for me, 

My feeble faith looks up, 
Jesus, to thee. ~ 

Help me the cross to bear, 

Thy wondrous love declare, 

Some song to raise, or prayer, 
Something for thee. 


Give me a faithful heart— 
Likeness to thee, 

That each departing day 
Henceforth may see 

Some work of love begun, 

Some deed of kindness done, 

Some sinful wand’rer won, 


at bit pa Something for thee. 
Jesus is mine! §. Dryden Phelps, ab. cir. 1860. 


Fade, fade, each Earthly Joy. 6s & 4s, T. E. Perkins, 


(SS eS Seed 


Bethany. p. 417. 


1230-1231 


be - hold 
for you 


the 
he 


cross, 


on the cross. 
cross, on the cross. 


‘“E - loi 


on the cross. 


1230 


2 Behold his arms extended wide, 
On the cross, on the cross. 
Behold his bleeding hands and side, 
On the cross, on the cross. 
The sun withholds its rays of light, 
The heav’ns are cloth’d in shades of night 
While Jesus doth with devils fight, 
On the cross, on the cross, 


3 Come, sinner, see him lifted up, 
On the cross, on the cross, 
He drinks for you the bitter cup, 
On the cross, on the cross. 
To heaven he turns his languid eyes, 
“*Tis finished,” now the Conqueror cries, 
Then bows his sacred head and dies, 
On the cross, on the cross. 


4 ’Tis done! the mighty deed is done, 
On the cross, on the cross. 
The battle’s fought, the victory won, 
On the cross, on the cross. 
The rocks do rend, the mountains quake, 
While Jesus doth atonement make, 
While Jesus suffers for your sake, 
On the cross, om the cross. 


5 Where’er I go, Dll tell the story 
Of the cross, of the oross. 

In nothing else my soul shall glory, 
Save the cross, save the cross, 


Now hear his 


Ghq Cyoss of Ony Frond TFesus Ohrist. 


Arr. from D. F, B. Auber, 1784-1871. 


Lamb of 
shed his 


God, 
blood, 


all 
la - ma 


The cross of our Lord Jesus. 85 4,63. Yes, this my constant theme shall be, 


Through time and in eternity, 
That Jesus suffered death for me, 
On the cross, on the cross. 


6 Let every mourner come and cling 
To the cross, to the cross. 

Let every Christian come and sing 
Round the cross, round the cross. 

Here let the preacher take his stand, 

And with the Bible in his hand, 

Proclaim the triumphs of the Lamb 


On the cross, on the cross. 
Unknown, cir. 1840? 
12381 


Behold, He Cy Nga clouds. gy ¢ 6s. 

Behold, the Saviour comes with clouds; 

Lo, he comes! Lo, he comes! 
Around him throng angelic crowds; 

Lo, he comes! Lo, he comes! 
Now every eye the King shall see, 
Who groaned and died on Calvary, 
While sinners wail in agony, 

When he comes, when he comes. 


He who for us the cross did bear— 
Lo, he comes! Lo, he comes! 
His many diadems to wear; 
Lo, he comes! Lo, he comes! 
Oh, while his foes grow pale with fear, 
May I rejoice to see him near, 
And rise to meet him in the air, 


When he comes, when he comes. 
H., 1896. 


420 


Bhe Moqning Cometh. 


1232 8s & 6s. 


Soon shall we see the glorious morning, 
Saints arise! saints arise! 

Sinners, attend the notes of warning, 
Saints arise! saints arise! 

The resurrection day draws near, 

The King of saints shall soon appear, 

And high His royal standard rear, 
Saints arise! saints arise! 


Hear ye the trump of God resounding, 
Saints arise! saints arise! 

Through all the vault of death rebounding, 
Saints arise! saints arise! 

To meet the Bridegroom, haste, prepare, 

Put on your bridal garments fair, 

And hail your Saviour in the air, 
Saints arise! saints arise! 


The saints who sleep, with joy awaken, 
All arise! all arise! 

Their beds of death are quick forsaken, 
All arise! all arise! 

Not one of all the faithful few 

Who here on earth the Saviour knew, 

But starts with bliss his Lord to view, 
All arise! all arise! 


Pursue them on their pathway glorious, 
All arise! all arise! 

Led by their king, o’er death victorious, 
All arise! all arise! 

On Zion’s hill secure they stand, 

With palms of victory in their hands, 

To that long sought and peaceful land 
All arise! all arise! 


Fast by the throne of God behold them, 
Crowned with bliss! crowned with bliss! 

See in his arms the Saviour fold them, 
Crowned with bliss! crowned with bliss! 

With wreaths of glory round their head, 

No tears of sorrow now are shed, 

To joy’s full fountain all are led, 


Crowned with bliss! crowned with bliss! 
Wm. Hunter, 1888. 


The day is at hand. 
Rom. xiii. 12. 


1233 ‘ekmigme gdp remred. 85 & Gs. 


By faith I see my Saviour dying, 
On the tree, on the tree; 

To every nation he is crying, 
‘‘Look to me! look to me!” 


Turn To-day. p. 422. 


1232-1234 


Ue bids the guilty now draw near, 


Repent, believe, dismiss their fear: 
Hark! hark! what precious words I 


hear, 
‘**Mercy’s free! mercy’s free! ” 


Did Christ, when I was sin pursuing, 


Pity me, pity me? 

And did he snatch my soul from ruin? 
Can it be, can it be? 

Oh, yes! he did salvation bring, 

He is my Prophet, Priest, and King, > 

And now my happy soul can sing 
Mercy’s free, mercy’s free. 


Jesus the Lord of Life hath spoken 
Peace to me, peace to me; 

Now all my chains of sin are broken, _ 
Lam free, [am free. 

Soon as I in his name believed ° 

His pardoning grace my soul received, 

And was from sin and death retrieved. 
Mercy’s free, mercy’s free. 


1234 


Jesus my weary soul refreshes; 
Mercy’s free, mercy’s free, 

And every moment Christ is precious 
Unto me, unto me; 

None can describe the bliss I prove 

While through this wilderness I rove: 

All may enjoy the Saviour’s love, 
Mercy’s free, mercy’s free. 


SECOND PART. 88s & 68. 


This precious truth, ye sinners, hear it, 
Mercy’s free, mercy’s free ; 

Ye ministers of God declare it, 
Mercy’s free, mercy’s free. 

Visit the heathen’s dark abode, 

Proclaim to all the lave of God, 

And spread the glorious news abroad, 
Mercy’s free, mercy’s free. 


Long as I live I’ll still be crying, 
Mercy’s free, mercy’s free, 

And this shall be my theme when dying, 
Merey’s free, mercy’s free, 

And when the vale of death I’ve passed, 

When wakened by the trumpet’s blast, 

Pll sing while endless ages last, 


Mercy’s free, mercy’s free. 
R. Jukes, 1842. 


42} Iwill go. p. 424. 


1235 -1236 


Turn To-day. 


ee aoa 
74 Ba 


<h sin-ners, turn, Le 


While Jo- sus Christ i Sa 


Gu-bay, if Ve Wilk Bem Bis Vaine. 


will ye ? Turn to-day, torn to day} y} : 
pass-ing by, ‘Turn to- ——_ os vb ii 


Syl Shea 
o- j 2 a i 

Behold, behold the ie Lah a God ; Ob, plange in merey's cleansing flood! ‘Turn to-day, turn to-day, * 
Ae e 73 wm - ny Oi Oo 

etait (ae eee 2 =f $=So 


Why willye ee ? 


1235 Ezek. xviii. 

O sinners, turn, why will ye die, 
Turn to-day, turn to-day. 

While Jesus Christ is passing by; 
Turn to-day, turn to-day. 

For you the Saviour shed his blood, 

Behold, behold the Lamb of God, 

Oh, plunge in mercy’s cleansing flood, 
Turn to-day, turn to-day. 


This moment heed the heavenly call, 
Turn to-day, turn to-day 

Come live for Him who died for all; 
Turn to-day, turn to-day. 

In His own body on the tree 

He bore our sins in agony, 

Oh, come and take the pardon free, 
Turn to-day, turn to-day. 


The day of God will surely come, 
Turn to-day, turn to-day, 

When men shall hear their final doom; 
Turn to-day, turn to-day. 

Oh how can you in judgment stand, 

When at the King’s supreme command 

The throngs divide on either hand? 
Turn to-day, turn to-day. 


O Saviour, when that day shall come, 
Think on me, think on me. 

Give me with all thy saints a home, 
Pure and free, pure and free, 

O hear my prayer thou King divine, 

Take me and make me wholly thine, 

Then may I in thy likeness shine, 
Safe with thee, safe with thee. 


., 1885. 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


88 &6s. 
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i. 

1286 ™asxipr nein. OLont. gg @ 6s, 
Lenvy not the rich and great, 

Christ is mine, Christ is mine: 
Content, while in my lowly state, 

Christ is mine, Christ is mine, 
A pilgrim and a stranger here, 
I listen to his words of cheer, 
And sing along the desert drear, 

Christ is mine, Christ is mine. 


. 


°4 


Let others boast of heaps of gold, 
Christ is mine, Christ is mine; 
His riches never can be told, 
Christ is mine, Christ is mine. — 
Your gold will waste and wear dwt, 
Your honors perish in a day; 
My portion never can decay, — 
Christ is mine, Christ is mine. 


To-day, as yesterday the same, 
Christ is mine, Christ is mine; 
How precious is his holy name, 
Christ is mine, Christ is mine. 
He is my Saviour and my friend, 
He will protect, sustain, defend, 
He will be with us to the end, 
Ohrist is mine, Christ is mine. 


Now who can sing my song and say, 
Christ is mine, Christ is ‘mine? eS 

My life, my truth, my light, my way; 
Christ i is mine, Christ is mine? 

Then here’s my heart, and here’s my hand, 

To form a happy singing band, 

And shout aloud throughout the land, 


Christ is mine, Christ i is mine. 
Arr. H.,.1885. 
p. 420. 


God is Trove, 


O God, my heart is fixed. 


1237 Psalm lvii. 7. 

My heart is fixed, eternal God, 
Fixed on thee, fixed on thee; 

And my immortal choice is made, 
Christ for me, Christ for me. 

He.is my Prophet, Priest, and King, 

Who did for me salvation bring; 

And while I’ve breath I mean to sing, 
Christ for me, Christ for me. 


In him I see the Godhead shine; 

Christ for me, Christ for me; 
He is the Majesty divine, 

Christ for me, Christ for me. 
The Father’s well-beloved Son, 
Co-partner of his royal throne, 
Who did for human guilt atone: 

~ Christ for me, Christ for me. 


In pining sickness or in health, 
Christ for me, Christ for me. 
In deepest poverty or wealth, 
Christ for me, Christ for me. 
And in that all-important day, 
When I the summons must obey, 
And pass from this dark world away, 
Christ for me, Christ for me. 


At home, abroad, by night or day, 
Christ for me, Christ for me. 

Where’er I preach or sing or pray, 
Christ for me, Christ for me. 

Him first, and last, him all day long, 

My hope, my solace, and my song, 

His praise shall dwell upon my tongue. 


Christ for me, Christ for me. 
Unknown, cir. 1850? 


8s & 6s. 


The God of love and peace. 


1 238 2 Cor, xiii. 11. 
Come let us all unite to sing 
God is love, God is love; 
Let heaven and earth their praises bring, 

God is love, God is love. 
Let every soul from sin awake, 
Each in his heart sweet music make, 
And sweetly sing for Jesus’ sake, 
God is love, God is love. 


Oh tell to earth’s remotest. bound, 
God is love, God is love; 

In Christ is full redemption found, 
God is love, God is love. 


88 & 6s. 


423 


1287-1239 


His blood can cleanse our sins away, 
His Spirit turned our night to day, 
And now we can rejoice to say, 

God is love, God is love. 


How happy is our portion here, — 
God is love, God is love; 
His promises our spirits cheer, 
God is love, God is love. 
He is our sun and shield by day, 
Our help, our hope, our strength and stay, 
He will be with us all the way. 
God is love, God is love. 


What though my heart and flesh should fail, 
God is love, God is love; 

Through Christ I shall o’er death prevail, 
God is love, God is love. 

Through Jordan’s swell I will not fear, 

For Jesus will be with me there, 

My head above the waves to bear; 
God is love, God is love. 


In Zion we shall sing again, 
God is love, God is love; 
Yes; this shall be our lofty strain, 
God is love, God is love. 
Whilst endless ages roll along, 
In concert with the heavenly throng, 
This shall be still our sweetest song, 


God is love, God is love. 
Howard Kingsbury, 1865. 


Sing unto the Lord, all the earth. 2 
1 239 5 Psalm xcvi. 1. 88 & 68. 


Let all the earth with joyful song 
Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord! 
To him both thanks and praise belong, 
Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord! 
He hath redeemed us by his blood, 
And made us kings and priests to God, 
Oh, sound his glorious name abroad, 
Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord! 


O earth, thy Maker’s glory sing! 
Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord! 
He comes to reign, thy rightful king, 
Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord! 
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done 
Beneath the circuit of the sun, 
Let heaven and earth, once more made one, 


Praise the Lord! Praise the Lord. 
H., 1886. 


Will You Go? p. 424. 


1240-1241 


wit You Go? 


Oh, ye who feel for 
Go tell poor sin - ners 


eve-ry soul of 


oth - ers’ woes; Whov 
Je - sus rose; Who will oe me will go? 


Bho Mitt Ga Hor Us? 


go? who will cy 


eS3= - eee 


Go Bs on the Saviour’s boundless grace, Go a out Christ, the UEding-place, 


Go ye into all the world. 
xvi. 15. 


1 240 Mark 


2 Go forth to Afric’s teeming land; 
Who will go? who will go? 

Midst China’s millions take your stand; 
Who will go? who will go? 

Tell India’s myriads, ‘‘ Jesus reigns,” 

Let countless isles resound the strains, 

From rocks and vales, or hills or plains, 
Who will go? who will go? 


83 Go seek the scattered tribes which roam, 
Who will go? who will go? 

Oppressed, despised, without a home, 
Who will go? who will go? 

Tell the poor Jews Messiah’s come, 

And in the heart they pierced there’s room 

For all who flee the impending doom! 
Who will go? who will go? 


4 Proclaim Immanuel’s power to save, 
Who will go? who will go? 

From sin, and Satan, and the grave; 
Who will go? who will go? 

The silver trumpet sweetly blow, 

The great salvation plainly show 

To black and white, to friend and foe. 
Will you go? will you go? 


5 Lift up the gospel standard high; 
Will you go? will you go? 

Rise, Zion’s watchman! rise, and ery, 
Will you go? will you go? 


424 On the Cross. 


8s & 6s. 


“Behold! behold your Saviour King!” 
His praise rehearse, his triumph sing, 
Till earth with hallelujahs ring. 

Will you go? will you go? 


6 Dear brethren, let us haste away, 
Will you go? will you go? 
When Jesus ealls, nor idle stay; 
Wiil you go? will you go? 
Come, make his will your happy choice, 
Go, bid the wilderness rejoice, 
Unite, and say with heart and voice, 
We will go, we will go. 
A. Hurley, cir. 1840? 
1241 


Him mes — me. 8s & 6s. 
Just as Tam, O Lamb of God, 
Now I come, now I come; 
To wash me in thy cleansing blood, 
Now I come, now I come. 
While mercy’s guiding beacons beam ~ 
To point me to the crimson stream 
That makes the foulest sinner clean, 
Now I come, now I come. 


Just as Iam, without delay, 
Now I come, now I come; 
To Christ the true and living Way, 
Now I come, now I come. 
For pardon purchased on the tree, 
For grace and mercy rich and free, 
O Lamb of God, I come to Thee, 


Now I come, now I come. 
H., 1886. 
p. 420. 


| Ro, Fusry One Ghat Ghirsteth, Gane, 


1242 


There is a better land, they say, 
Will you go? will you go? 
A land of pure, unclouded day, 
Will you go? will you go? 
There dwells the King in cloudless light, 
There saints shall walk with him in white, 
There comes no sorrow, sin, nor night, 
Will you go? will you go? 


AYiebxle =: 88 & 68. 


There shines Jerusalem above, 
Will you go? will you go? 
The city of the God of Love, 
Will you go? will you go? 
And when that city shall descend, 
And God himself shall dwell with men, 
Say, will you share its glory then? 
‘Will you go? will you go? 


There Christ shall reign, the King supreme, 
Will you go? will you go? 
While all the angels worship him; 
Will you go? will you go? 
There saints who here the desert trod, 
Redeemed and cleansed in Jesus’ blood, 
Shall walk the Paradise of God. 
Will you go? will you go? 


Come, sinners, seek the better land, 
Will you go? will you go? 
Why will ye longer doubting stand? 
Will you go? will you go? 
For you the Saviour left the sky, 
With you he pleads, ‘‘ Why will yedie?” 
Can you resist his melting cry? 
Will you go? will you go? 
Go forward. 


7 243 Exod. xiv. 15, 


Ye soldiers of the risen Lord, 
March along, march along; 
Salvation’s Captain gives the word, 
March along, march along. 
Be strong in God, your mighty Friend, 
He will protect, preserve, defend; 
He will be with you to the end; 
March along, march along! 


Press on, whatever ills betide, 
March along, march along; 

The floods before you shall divide, 
March along, march along. 


Turn To-day. p. 422. 


H., 1886. 
8s & 68. 


1242-1244 


Your Captain by your side doth stand, 

Your foes shall fall on every hand, 

And you shall gain the promised land; 
March along, march along! 


Though foes may gather like a flood, 
March along, march along; 
Put on the armor of your God, 
March along, march along. 
Dread not the foe, however strong, 
Though fierce the fight, "twill not be long; 
Soon ye shall sing the Conqueror’s song; 


March along, march along! 
H., 1886, 


1244 8s & 68. 


We are going to see the bleeding Lamb ; 
Will you go? will you go? 

In rapturous strains to praise his name; 
Will you go? will you go? 

The crown of life we there shall wear, 

The Conqueror’s palms our hands shall bear, 

And all the joys of heaven we’ll share: 
Will you go? will you go? 


Come thou with us. 
Numb. x. 29. 


We go to join the heavenly choir, ~ 
Will you go? will you go? 

To raise our voice and tune the lyre; 
Will you go? will you go? 

The ransomed myriads there shall sing 

Hosannas to their God and king, 

And endless melody shall ring: 
Will you go? will you go? 


Ye weary, heavy-laden, come: 
Will you go? will you go? 
In paradise there still is room; 
Will you go? will you go? 


|The Lord is waiting to receive, 


The troubled conscience to relieve; 
O sinner, on him now believe: 
Come believe, come believe! 


Oh, could I-hear some sinner say, 
I will go, Iwill go! 

Yl start this moment; clear the way! 
I will go, I will go! 

My old companions, fare you well, 

I will not go with you to hell; 

I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell; 


Let me go! fare you well! 
John N. Mars, ab. cir. 1240. 
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1245-1246 Bight hat Shineth ina Dark Plage. 
‘Pharos. i 73 & Ba, . . 
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7 4 See? °— 
= ag upon the distant shore Tell me of my home; Jordan’s billows dark may roar, 
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1945 pS da; — 8 & 5s. 


Lights upon the distant shore 
Tell me of my home; 

Jordan’s billows dark may roar, 
Jesus bids me come; 

Glory thro’ the darkness gleams, 

Light upon my pathway beams, 

Yonder shine the living streams, 
Yonder is my home. 


Waiting midst the shadows chill, 
Long the moments seem ; 
T would stand on Zion’s hill, 
Over Jordan’s stream. 
There, where life’s pure waters glide, 
There where all the blest abide, 
Close to Him who bled and died, 
Where his glories beam. 


Come, oh come, angelic band, 
Come, my Saviour, come! 

Bear me to the heavenly land, 
My eternal home. 

Caught away in clouds of light, 

Gathered to the city bright, 

There to walk with Christ in white, 
Come, my Saviour, come, 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


H., 1881. 


1246 


Ye shall aus=eaes your souls. "8859. 


Weary head and weary heart, 
Soul by cares oppressed, 
Come to Jesus as thou art, 
He will give thee rest; 
Heayvy-laden with thy guilt, 
For thy sins his blood was spilt, 
Let thy hopes on him be built— 
Then shalt thou be blest. 


‘“Take my yoke and learn of me,” 

Is his kind request. 

‘‘Light shall every burden be, 

I will give thee rest.” a3 
Rest from sorrows and from fears, 
Rest from anguish and from tears, 
Rest through everlasting years, 

On thy Saviour’s breast. 


Lord, I come; a weary soul 
For thy comfort longs; 
Pardon me, and make me whole, 
Tune my heart to songs; 
Then my tongue shall speak thy praise, 
Loud my lips a song shall raise. 
To the Lamb through endless days, 
Highest praise belongs. 
HL. 1885. 


She Day of the Koyd Wit Come. 


1247 
Thor 


The a, aero "s & 58, 
the years seem long ;— 
ss the scoffing hosts deride 
And.the foe is strong;— . 
Yet the day of God shallcome; __ 
Yet the world must-meet its doom; 
Yet the saints shall burst the tomb, 
Rising with a song. . 
He who promised changeth not; 
~ Wrong shall not prevail; 
Not one word shall be forgot; 
Not one promise fail. 
Though in*mercy he delay, 
While the moments pass away, 
Yet shall come the awful day 
When the proud shall quail. 


Soon shall time’s swift passage bring 
Thee, the Lord of all; 
Then thy praises we will sing, 
And before thee fall. 
We shall see thee as thou art, 
Sing thy praise with joyful heart, 
With the angels bear a part, 
Crown thee Lord of all. awe 


The morning cometh. 
Isa. xxi. 12. 


1248 78 & 58, 

Bright shall be the break of day, 
When the Lord doth come; 

Darksome night shall flee away, 

_ When the Lord doth come. 

Sleeping saints shall then awake, 

And their narrow beds forsake ; 

Rocks shall rend, and earth shall quake, 
When the Lord doth. come. 


Into life we shall arise, 

When the Lord doth come; 
We shall meet him in the skies, 
When the Lord doth come. 

Hallelujahs loud and long 

Shall ascend from every tongue; 
‘¢ Victory!” shall be our song, 
When the Lord doth come. 


No more sin, nor pain, nor gloom, 
When the Lord doth come; 

No more weeping o’er the tomb, 
When the Lord doth come. 


the ages slowly glide, = 


1247— 1249 
‘Nothing shall our bliss*alloy, “9 © 
Nothing harass or annoy, 
“| Perfect and complete our joy, _ 
When the Lord doth come. ~ mi 


Scattered Israel shall return, 
When the Lord doth come; 


Ransomed Judah cease to mourn, 


When the Lord doth come. 
With the late and early rain, 
Bringing forth the golden grain, 
Canaan shall rejoice again, es 

When the Lord doth come. 


Peace shall spread through all the earth, 
When the Lord doth come; 
Truth and righteousness go forth, 
~ When the Lord doth come. 
God shall then with men be found, 
Eyery place be hallowed ground, 
Life and beauty shall abound, 
When the Lord doth come. 


Unknown, cir. 1876? 


1249 


Soul of mine, there comes a day 
When the world shall pass away ; 
What shall be thy trust and stay 

In the Judgment day? 
Think, my soul, that day draws near, 
Day of anguish and of fear; 
Where, my soul, wilt thou appear 

In the Judgment Day? 


Soul of mine, the Judge shall come; 

Hark, his voice shall rend the tomb; 

Then must all men meet their doom, 
In the Judgment Day. 

O my soul, thou must be there ; 

Be this thought thy constant care; 

Then shalt thou have boldness there, 
In the Judgment Day. 


Bleeding Christ, to thee I flee; 
“Guilty” is my only plea; 
Save me now, and pity me 
In the Judgment Day. 
Thou for me the cross didst bear, 
Thou for me the thorns didst wear ; 
Suffering Christ! the sinner spare, 
In the Judgment, Day. 


Mercy of the Lord in that day. : = 
7"? Tim. i. 18. y "18 & 58. 


H., 1886. 
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1250-1251 


Over There. 


God Gommendgth Bis Jrove. 


Geo. E. Lee, 1867. Ar, Heal Git 


- 
- 
ae 


er Jordan’s dashing tide ;There I'll 


A better country. 
Heb. xi. 16. 


1250 8s & 7s. 


2 Over there is no more weeping, 
Over there all pain is o’er; 

‘IT shall rest in Jesus’ keeping, 
And droop and die no more. 


Cho.—Over there, over there, just over there ! 


8 Over there is no more sinning, 
Over there are sunny skies ;— 

Crowns of fadeless beauty winning, 
And flowers of paradise. Oho. 


4 Over there'P’ll find my treasure, — 
Jewels lost, long, long ago; 

Love and bliss in fullest measure, 
There my sad heart shall know. Oho, 


5 Over there all are immortal; 
Over there is no more night; 
And the City’s pearly portal 
Is now almost in sight. Cho. 


6 Will you go, dear sinner, with me, 
Where the Lamb will ever reign, — 
Where the loved of earth will greet thee, 


And never part again? Oho, 
Daniel Thomas Taylor, 1867. 


1251 


Glory to Jesus for his love, 
Flowing to every nation, 

Bowels of sweet compassion move, 
Offering free salvation. 

Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1867. 


To Him be glory, 88 & 7s. 


Here may the poor, the lame, the blind, 

Every needed blessing find ; 

Justice and merey here combined, 
Offering free salvation. 


Sinners, repair to Jesus’ arms; 
Why will you slight his favor? 
Now he invites you to his charms, 
Willing to be your Saviour. 
Oh, that you would on him believe! 
All your transgressions he'll forgive; 
Comfort and peace shall you receive, 
Flowing from Christ forever. 


Now is the time, no more delay, 
Fly from the path of nature ; 
Fear not what scoffing sinners say, 
Yield to your great Creator. 
So shall your burdened souls obtain 
Freedom from all your guilt and pain; 
So shall you soon in glory reign, 
Praising your great Creator. 


Then shall the heavenly arches ring; 
‘**Glory to God our Saviour!” 

Angels and saints shall join to sing 
Praises for all his favor. 

Then shall the theme of Jesus’ love, 

Sounding through all the courts above, 

Every tuneful passion move, 


Praising the Lord forever, 
Unknown, cir. 1840? 
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Salisty Us Barly With Bhy Marries. 


8s & Ts Peculiar, 


es Fine. 
SSS See 


Je- sus to ev-’ry will - ing mind O - pens a_ heavenly 


Treasure. 


1252-12538 


‘Arr, H., 1886. 


treasure ; \ 


Here may the sons of sor - row find. Bless-ings be-yond all measure. f 
<= Sea 

Je-sus a-lone un- foldsto view Sourc-es of re-al pleasure, 
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=e ee 


See what employments men pur-sue, 


Then you willown my wordsare true, 


= -2 -#- < 


135Q «1 whom are hid all the treasures. 8. ¢ 73,1] Then as our hearts in Jesus join, 


2 Poor are the joys which fools esteem 
Fading and transitory; 
Mirth is as fleeting as a dream, 
Or a delusive story. 
Luxury leaves a sting behind, 
Wounding the body and the mind: 
Only in Jesus can we find 
Pleasure and solid glory. 


3 Learning, that boasting, glit’ring thing, 
Scarce can be called a blessing ; 
Riches, forever on the wing, 
Pierce us with woes distressing. 
Fame like a shadow dies away, 
Titles and dignities decay, 
Naught but religion can display 
Joys that are worth possessing. 


4 Beauty with all its gaudy shows, 
Ts but a painted bubble; 
Short is the triumph it bestows, 
Full of deceit and trouble. 
Sensual pleasures swell desire, 
Just as the fuel feeds the fire; 
Only religion can inspire 
Joys that the years redouble. 


5 Happy the man who has a Friend, 
Namely the God of nature, 

Well may he feel and recommend 
Friendship with our Creator. 


So let our social powers combine, 


*| Ruled by a passion most divine, 


Fellowship with our Maker. 
Unknown, cir. 1820? 
1253 


Leone aioe 8s & 4 8. 


Jesus, the sinner’s friend thou art, 


Author of our salvation, 
Healer of every broken heart, 
Giver of consolation ; 
In our distress we sought thy throne, 
Great is the mercy thou hast shown; 
Gladly we show what thou hast done, — 
Tell it to every nation. 
Help us, O Lord, to bear thy cross, 
This from earth’s bondage frees us; 
Help us to count all things as loss, 
Strong in the grace of Jesus; 
Give us thy strength, O God of power, 
On us thy richest blessings shower; 
Help us in every trying hour; 
From all our bonds release us. 
Come, every soul by sin oppressed, 
Fly to the arms of Jesus; 
He, he alone can give you rest, 
He from our burdens frees us; 
Turn, sinner, turn, to Jesus flee, 
He shed his blood to ransom thee, 
Take from his hands the pardon free, 


Take it, and follow Jesus. 
H., 1886, 
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I will dwell in them. 
2 Cor. vi. 16, 


2 Tho’ youhave much peace and comfort, | Lord,. we see the aay approaching 


1254 


Greater blessings you may find, 
Freedom from unholy tempers, 
Freedom from the carnal mind: 
To procure your perfect freedom, 
Jesus suffered, groaned, and died; 
On the cross the healing fountain 
Gushéd from his wounded side, 


3 If you have received the Spirit, 
Search and you shall surely find 
All the Christian marks and graces 
Planted, growing in your mind. 
Perfect faith and perfect patience, 
Perfect lowliness, and then, 
Perfect hope and perfect meekness, 
Perfect love for God and men. 


4 Wake up! brother; wake up! sister; 
Seek, oh, seek this holy state! 
None but holy ones can enter 
Through the pure, celestial gate. 
Can you bear the thought of losing 
All the joys that are above? 
No, my brother; no, my sister ; 
God will perfect you in love. 
Unknown, ab. cir. 1840? 


8s&7s.|1255 


Yo sce the day epeeoiing'! (Dan 375, 


When thou wilt again appear; 

Sinners still, thy garments touching, 
Stay thee in thy coming here. 

Hid in heaven is all our treasure, 
Patience now becomes thy saints ;~ 

Lord, we wait thy gracious pleasure, 
Faith should silence all complaints. 

Coming judgments round us darken, / 
Human hearts may fail or fear; 

But to thee alone we hearken, 
‘*Your redemption draweth near.” 

Make each waiting child obedient, 
Stay our anxious hearts on this: 

If thy going were ‘‘ expedient,” 
Surely thy return is bliss. 

Our own Lord is coming hither, 
Light in darkness, joy in grief; 

Hope deferred would quickly wither 
Hearts that had not this’ relief. 

All we need is deep affection; 
Singleness of eye and heart; 

Strength to own thee in rejection; 


Grace sufficient, Lord, impart, 
Mary Bowly, ab. 1847. © 


430 


Distryss af Nations With Perplerity, 


1256-1258 


1356 Behold EE ove 8s & 7s. Plead thy cause with sword and. fire, 


Love divine, «il love excelling, 
- Joy of heaven, to earth come down! 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling; 
All thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jesus, thou art all compassion, 
_ Pure, unbounded love thou art; 
Visit-us with thy salvation; 
Enter every trembling heart. 


Breathe, oh, breathe thy loving Spirit 
Into every troubled breast! 

Let us all in thee inherit, 
Let us find that second rest. 

Take away our power of sinning; 
Alpha and Omega be; 

End of faith, as its beginning, 
Set our hearts at liberty. 


Come, almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy life receive; 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave: 
Thee we would be always blessing, 
Serve thee as thy hosts above, 
Pray, and praise thee without ceasing, 
Glory in thy perfect love. 


Finish then thy new creation ; 
Pure and spotless let us be; 
Let us see thy great salvation 
Perfectly restored in thee: 
Changed from glory into glory, 
Till at last we take our place, 
Till we cast our crowns before theey 


Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 
: Wesley, 1757. 
12 57 The Lon pate conmeoyeny, 83 & V8, 


Righteous God, whose vengeful vials 
All our fears and thoughts exceed, 
Big with woes and fiery trials, 
Hangizg, bursting o’er our head: 
While thou visitest the nations, 
Thy selected people spare, 
Arm our cautioned souls with patience, 
Fill our humbled hearts with prayer. 


If thy dreadful controversy 
With all flesh is now begun, 

In thy wrath remember mercy, 
Mercy first and last be shown ; 


Shake us till the curse remove, 


Till thou comst, the world’s desire, | 


Conquering all with sovereign love. 


| By the signals of thy coming, | 


Soon we know thou wilt appear, 
Evil with thy breath consuming, ~ 
_ Setting up thy kingdom here: 
Thy last. heavenly revelation 

These tremendous plagues forerun, 
Judgment ushers in salvation, 

Seats thee on thy glorious throne, 


Earth unhinged, as from.her basisy 
Owns her great Restorer nigh; 

Plunged in complicate distresses, 
Poor, distracted sinners cry: 

Men, their instant doom deploring, 
Faint beneath their fearful load; © » 

Ocean working, rising, roaring, 
Claps his hands to meet his God. 


Every fresh, alarming token, 
More confirms thy faithful word; 
Nature —for its Lord hath spoken, — 
Must be suddenly restored: 
From this national confusion, 
From this ruined earth and skies, 
See the times of restitution, 
See the new creation rise! 


Vanish then this world of shadows, 
Pass the former things away; 
Lord, appear, appear to glad us 
With the dawn of endless day: 
Oh, conclude this mortal story, 
Throw this fleeting world aside, 
Come, eternal King of glory, 


Now descend, and take thy bride. 
Wesley, 1756. 


The Lord blexs the d keep thee. tb 
1258 PP rr Nees eins, oP Mee" 8s & 7, 


Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, 
Bid us now depart in peace; 

Still on heavenly manna feeding, 
Let our faith and love increase; 

Fill each breast, with consolation ; 
Up to thee our hearts we raise; 

When we reach our blissful station, 


We will give thee nobler praise, 
Robert Hawker, 1774 
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1259-1260 


Parting Hand. 


| 
1 My Christian friends in bonds of love, 
Your friendship’slike a 


1 959 They mente pny D sageeaereraaay L. M 
2 Howsweet the hours have passed away 
When we have met to sing and pray! 
How hard it is to leave the place 
Where Jesus showed his smiling face! 
Oh, could I stay with friends so kind, 
How it would cheer my struggling mind, 
But duty makes me understand 

That we must take the parting hand. 


3 How oft I’ve seen your flowing tears, 
And heard you tell your hopes and fears ; 
Your souls with love have seemed to flame, 
Which gives the hope we’ll meet again ; 
But since it is God’s holy will, 

We must be parted for a while, ~~ 

In calm submission, all as one, 

We'll say, our Father’s will be done. 


4 Dear blooming youth in Christian ties, 
Who seek for mansions in the skies; 
Press on, you'll gain the peaceful shore, 
Where parting hands are clasped no more. 
Poor mourning souls, in sad surprise 
Jesus remembers all your cries; 

Oh, trust his grace, and seek that land 
Where none shall take the parting hand. 


5 Ye careless souls, I bid farewell! 
Say, will you come with saints to dwell? 
Or will you from that blood-bought band 
Forever take the parting hand? 


sa-cred band, 


Ye Axe Ony Gtoyy and Foy. 


Beloved friends, both old and young, 
Oh, may you all in Christ be strong; 
And if on earth we meet no more, 
Oh, may we meet on Canaan’s shore. 


6 Remember me in friendship dear, 
Though now my voice no more you hear; 
At mercy’s throne let incense rise, 

That we may meet in paradise. 

O glorious day! O blessed hope! 

My soul flies onward at the thought, — 
When in that holy, happy land, 


We'll no more take the parting hand. 
John Blain, 818, Arr. H., 1886. 


1260 gee. 
The people still go forth to meet, 
And Jesus with hosannas greet; 
The Author of our joy we bless, 
The King of peace and righteousness. 
He comes, he comes, on earth to reign, 
He brings us back our power again, 
The sovereignty which Adam lost, 
With Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 


In us. who Christ our God adore, 

He doth his kingdom here restore; 
And in our faithful hearts we prove 
The reigning pow’r of Jesus’ love. 

We soon shall meet him in the sky, 
And, ceaseless, hallelujah cry! 

Palms in our hands as conquerors bear, 


And glory on our foreheads wear. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1762. 


M. 
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Raweubey Yow Shy Creator. 1261-1263 


1261 ADA Day wll wept anren L. M.| And now, redeemed thro’ Jesus’ blood, 


Once mote we press the hand and part, With yearning heart the lost I view; 
For we must say farewell again; O weary sinners, far from God, 


Yet still we mingle heart with heart, I bring His word of grace to you. 
Linked by a never-broken chain. The flush of 
. ang B : youth may soon be past 
i ig ead = “ oe in death, The day of gladness end in tears; 
0 ne 1m our hope laid up above; Oh, what shall be your hope at last? 
DOE OUT JOY, OUL trust, our faith, What light shall gild your closing years? 
One in each other's steadfast love. Soon may the grave become your bed, 


Yet we must part, and parting, weep; And death may wrap you in its gloom, 
What else has earth for us in store In dust shall lie the proudest head, 
But farewell pangs so sharp and deep, Till roused to meet the final doom. 


And farewell words so sad and sore? F : 
= Called by their Maker’s high command 
ai = ma cele Se a The dead both small and great shall hear : 
o sing ane ME eh When they before the throne shall stand, 
Where none shall bid our gladness cease,| Then, sinner, where wilt thou appear? 


And naught our fellowship destroy. | the mocker’s mirth shall change to tears, 


There none shall beckon us away, The song be turned to sorrow’s sigh, 
Nor bid our festival be done; As heaven the fearful doom declares— 
Our meeting-time the eternal day, The soul that sinneth it shall die. 


Our meeting-place the eternal throne! : 
There, hand in ag firm linked at last, | How canst thou stand in that great day? 
And heart to heart enfolded all, How meet the Judge with glory crowned? 


We'll smile upon the troubled past, When heay’n and earth are passed away, 


O sinner, where wilt thou be found? 
BR Sa lea LR ipl ds OA dn To-day attend the call of God; 


Then we will press the hand, and part,|_ Oh, seek his mercy while you may; 
Tho’ loving and tho’ fondly loved; Then shalt thou, washed in Jesus’ blood, 
For we, in spirit and in heart, Have boldness in the judgment day. 
Are undivided, unremoved. HL, 1881. 
And when the last glad trumpet’s sound : 
Proclaims our tears and partings o’er,| 1263 2ow Pesutiful.upon the mountains. yyy, 
Oh, may we all the throne surround, 
A . . Go, leaders of the heavenly host, 
And dwell with Christ for evermore. Go, heralds’of the King divine; 


Pinta ple iad ati te Lights of a world in darkness lost, 
1262 While the evil days come not. L. M. Go forth, and thro’ earth’s shadows shine. 
mae nar : Speed on your way like sunbeams fleet, 
Ye youth whose hearts with pleasure glow, By the eternal Spirit led; 
> a ’ 
Whose hopes on earthly thingsdepend, | 4 .q peautiful shall be your feet, 
Who follow pleasure, pomp, and show, |" [ike morning’s glow on mountains spread. 
Come, hear the counsels of a friend: 
I too have bowed at pleasure’s shrine, | Shine forth on time’s dark wintry night, 


Have turned my back on God and heavn;} With promise of morn's golden ray; 
But peace and rest were never mine When He shall come, man’s Life and Light, 
Until I knew my sins forgiven. To bring the everlasting day. 


on onand : Go in the ardor of your youth, 
a prin Se BS anise wl” Go in the flush of manhood’s prime; 
ere : Carry the lamp of heavenly truth, 


He bade my weary heart rejoice ) . A rephae oe 
And rescued me from Satan’s thrall: And fi the worldiwi ient Pee 


Duane St. p. 242, 433 Uxbridge. p. 14, 


1264-1265 
Abraham. 


= =3-8 


1 The God of Abraham 


last-ing days, And Go of love; 


Je - ho-vah, 


X am the God of Abraham. 


6s, 88 & 4s, or 8, M. 
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1264 Hoi ty vrygszend ps tethy Got. Gs, 8s,4s,| 1265" 


2 The God of Abraham praise, 
At whose supreme command 
From earth I rise, and seek thejoys 
At his right hand: 
T all on earth forsake, 
Its wisdom, fame, and power, 
And him my only portion make, 
My Shield and Tower. 
3 The God of Abraham praise, 
Whose all-sufficient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days, 
Tn all his ways: 
He ealls a worm his friend, 
He calls himself my God! 
And he shall save me to the end, 
Through Jesus’ blood. 
4 He by himself bath sworn— 
I on his oath depend— 
I shall, on eagles’? wings upborne, 
To heaven ascend: 
I shall behold his face, 
I shall his power adore, 
And sing the wonders of his grace 
Forevermore. 
Copyright, H. Li. Hastings, 1886. 


SECOND PART. 68, 88 & 4s, 
5 Though nature's strength decay, 
And earth and hell withstand, 
To Canaan’s bounds I urge my way, 
At his command: 
The watery deep I pass, 
With Jesus in my view; 
And through the howling wilderness 
My way pursue. 
6 The goodly land I see, 
With peace and plenty blessed; 
A land of sacred liberty 
And endless rest ; 
There milk and honey flow, 
And oil and wine abound; 
And trees of life forever grow, 
With mercy crowned. 


7 There dwells the Lord our King, 
The Lord our Righteousness; 
Triumphant o’er the world and sin, 
The Prince of Peace: 
On Sion’s sacred height 
His kingdom still maintains; 
And glorious, with his saints in light 


. ? 
Forever reigns, 


434 


Srying Boly, 


8 He keeps his own secure, 
_ He guards them by his side, 
Arrays in garments white and pure 
His spotless bride; 
With streams of sacred bliss, 
_ With groves of living joys, 
With all the fruits of paradise, 
He still supplies. 


1266 THIRD PART. 6s, 88 & 4s. 


9 Before the great Three-One 
They all exulting stand, 

And tell the wonders he hath done 

~ ‘Phrough all their land. 

The listening spheres attend, 

' And swell the growing fame, 

And sing in songs which never end 

The wondrous Name. 


10 The God who reigns on high, 
The great archangels sing; 
And ‘‘ Holy, holy, holy,” cry, 
‘* Almighty King! 
Who was and is the same, 
And evermore shall be; 
Jehovah, Father, great I AM, 
We worship thee!” 


11 Before the Saviour’s face 
The ransomed nations bow; 
O’erwhelmed at his almighty grace, 
Forever new: 
He shows his prints of love,— 
They kindle to a flame! 
And sound thro’ all the worlds above, 
The. slaughtered Lamb. 


12 The whole triumphant host 
Give thanks to God on high; 
‘‘Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!” 
They ever cry: 
Hail, Abraham’s God, and mine! 
I join the heavenly lays, 
All might and majesty are thine, 
And endless praise. 
Thomas Olivers, 1725-1799. 


Lofty Praise. p. 436. 


Baty, Boty. 1266-1268 
As Mount Zion. 


1 2 67 Psalm exxv. 1. 
Who in the Lord confide, 

And feel his sprinkled blood, 
In storms and hurricanes abide 
Firm as the mount of God. 
Steadfast, and fixed, and sure, 

His Zion can not move; 
His faithful people stand secure, 
In Jesus’ guardian love. 


Ss. M. 


As round Jerusalem 
The hilly bulwarks rise, 

So God protects and covers them 
From all their enemies. 

On every side he stands, 
And for his Israel cares; 

And safe in his almighty hands 
Their souls forever bears. 


But Iet them still abide 
In thee, all-gracious Lord, 
Till every soul is sanctified, 
And perfectly restored. 
The men of heart sincere, 
Continue to defend; 
And do them good, and save them here, 


And love them to the end. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1741. 


1268 King of ee — a of lords. &. Me 
Praise ye the King of kings! 
The Lord of lords adore! 
Tune every harp, and wake its strings 
Like mighty thunder’s roar. 
Tell ye His praise abroad, 
The victories He has won; 
Sing of the glory of our God, 
Who mighty deeds hath done. 


| Thou who the thorns didst wear, 
Now deck thyself with gems; 
O King of kings, in might appear 
With many diadems. 
Come, reign in majesty ; 
Thy will on earth be done; 
And ‘in that day remember me, 


And claim me for thine own. 
H.., 1885, 


oe rare eee 
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1269-1270 
Lofty Pralse. 


1269 


Proclaim the lofty praise 
Of Him who once was slain, 


But now is risen, through endless days, 


To live and reign ; 
He lives and reigns on high, 
Who bought us with his blood, 
Enthroned above the farthest sky, 
Our Saviour, God. 


The Son of God adore; 
Ye ransomed, spread his fame; 
With joy and gladness, evermore 
Laud his great name ; 
Let every tongue confess 
That Jesus Christ is Lord, 
And every creature join to bless 
Th’ incarnate Word. 


All honor, power, and praise, 
To Jesus’ name belong; 
With hosts seraphic, glad, we raise 
The sacred song :— 
‘Worthy the Lamb,” they cry, 
‘“«That on the cross was slain, 
But now, ascended up on high, 
He lives to reign.”’ 


He lives to bless and save 
The souls redeemed by grace, 
And rescue from the dreary g grave , 
His chosen race; 
And soon we hope, above, 
A louder strain to sing, 
With all our powers to praise and love 
Our Saviour, King. 


Sarah Boardiien Judson, 1803-1845, 
By Permission. 


The high praises of God. Gs Sse 4s. 1270 


436 Abraham, 


Go Bim bg Glory. 


68, 8s & 4s, or 8. M. 


William E. Chute, 1860. 


Redempicesat sa 68, 88 & 48. 


When shall I see the day 
That ends my tears and woes? 
When shall I final victory gain 
O’er all my foes? 
When will the trumpet sound 
That calls the exiles home? 
The promised great Sabbatic year, 
When will it come? 
The crown of glory bright, 
By faith, laid up I see, 
In yonder realms of cloudless light, 
Prepared for me. 
Oh, may I faithful prove, 
And keep the prize in view, 
And steadfast thro’ the storms of life, 
My way pursue. 
Jesus, be thou my Guide, 
My pilgrim steps attend, 
Oh, keep me ever near thy side, 
My Saviour, Friend. 
Be thou my Shield and Sun, 
My Saviour and my Guard, 
And when my work on earth i is done, 
My great Reward. 
Oh, how I long to see 
That happy, happy day, 
When sorrow, sighing, sin, and pain, 
Shall flee away. 
When all the heavenly tribes 
Shall find their long-sought home; 
The promised jubilee « of heaven, 
When will it come? 


i. cir. 1840, Arr. H., 1886 
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‘Right the Good ‘Hight of Raith. 


Thave set thee a watchman. 
Ezek 


1271 ek. xxxiii. 7. 


Hark, how the watchmen cry, 
Attend the trumpet’s sound! 
Stand to your arms, the foe is nigh, 
The powers of hell surround: 
Who bow to Christ’s command, 
Your arms and hearts prepare; 
The day of battle is at hand! 
Go forth to glorious war! 


See, in the mountain’s top, 
The standard of your God! 
In Jesus’ name I lift it up, 
All stained with hallowed blood. 
His standard-bearer, I 
To all the nations call: 
Let all to Jesus’ cross draw nigh! 
He bore the cross for all. 


Ye who his call obey, 
Behold the banner spread 
To cover in the evil day 
His faithful sotdier’s head: 
Be strong in Jesus’ might, 
The panoply divine 
Put on,—beneath this standard fight, 
And conquer in this sign. 


Go up with Christ your Head; 

Your Captain’s footsteps see; 
Sollow your Captain, and be led 

Y> certain victory. 
siu power to him is given; 

He ever reigns the same; 
Salvation, happiness, and heaven 

Are all in Jesus name.. 

Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 


The Captain of their salvation. 
Petey ii, 10: Ss. M 


1272 
Our Captain leads us on; 

He beckons from the skies, 
And reaches out a starry crown, 
And bids us take the prize: 

‘Be faithful unto death; 


Partake my victory ; 
And thou shalt wear this glorious wreath, 


And thou shalt reign with me.” 
Angels your march oppose, 

Who still in strength excel, 
Our secret, sworn, eternal foes, 

Countless, invisible: 


AR7 


1271-1274 


s. M.| With rage that never ends, 


Their hellish arts they try, 
Legions of dire, malicious fiends, 
And spirits enthroned on high. 


But shall believers fear? 
But shall believers fly? 
Or see the bloody cross appear, 
And all their powers defy? 
By all hell’s host withstood, 
We all hell’s host o’erthr»w; 
And conquering them, throu,...esus’ blood, 
We still to conquer go. 


From strength to strength go on, 
Wrestle, and fight, and pray: 

Tread allthe powers of darkness down, 
And win the well-fought day: 

Still, let the Spirit ery 
In all his soldiers, ‘‘Come;” 

Till Christ the Lord descend from high, | 


And take the conquerors home. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1749. 
. 
1273 


Now are we the sons of God. s. M 
1 John iii. 2. pas 
Behold what wondrous grace 
The Father has bestowed 
On sinners of a mortal race, 
To call them sons of Goil. 
Nor doth it yet appear 
How great we must be u.ade , 
But when we see our Saviour there, 
We shall be like our Head. 


A hope so much divine 
May trials well endure, 

May purge our souls from sense and sin, 
As Christ the Lord is pure. 

We would no longer lie 
Like slaves beneath the throne; 


‘| Our faith shall Abba, Father! ery, 


And thou the kindred own. 
Tsaac Watts, ab. 1709. 
1274 


Behold, he cometh with clouds. Ss. M. 
Rey. i, 7. 
Behold He comes with clouds, 
Whom every eye shall see; 
Around him throng angelic crowds, 
With shouts of victory! 
In majesty untold 
He comes in glory down 
And they who pierced him shall behold 


Him crowned with many a crown. 
H., 1882. 


Dunbar. p. 172. Laban. p. 166. 


1275-1276 
The Old, Old Story. 
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1275 Iwill epee of er mon deona works. "3 & 6s. 


I love to tell the story 
Of unseen things above; 
Of Jesus and his glory, 
Of Jesus and his love; 
I love to tell the story, 
Because I know ’tis true; 
It satisfies my longings, 
As nothing else would do. 


CuHorvs. 
T love to tell the story ; 
*T will be my theme in glory, 
To tell the old, old story 
Of Jesus and his love. 


T love to tell the story ; 
More wonderful it seems 
Than all the golden fancies 
Of all our golden dreams. 
I love to tell the story, 
It did so much for me! 
And that is just the reason 
I tell it now to thee. 


I love to tell the story; 
Tis pleasant to repeat 

What seems, cach time I tell it, 
More wonderfully sweet. 


By Permission. 


| I love to tell the sto-ry, “Twillbe mythemein glo-ry, To 
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Behold, F Bring ‘You Good Gidings. 


ve 

I love to tell the story, 

For some have never heard 
The message of salvation, 

From God’s own holy word. 
T love to tell the story; 

For those who know it best 
Seem hungering and thirsting 

To hear it like the rest. 
And when, in scenes of glory, 

I sing the new, new song, 
*Twill be the old, old story 

That I have loved so long. 

Kate Hankey, ab. 1865, 

1276 Let all the paasls of Goa worship him. 78, 6s. 


Let all the angels worship, 
Let all the saints adore 
The Father’s sole begotten, 
Who lives to die no more: 
No tongue his glory telleth, 
No eye his power can see; 
In him the godhead dwelleth, 
In fullest majesty. 
Cuorvs. 
While all heaven’s hosts adore Thee, 
Thou Brightness of God’s glory ; 
We too would bow before Thee, 


Our Saviour, God, and King, 
H., 1886. 
Missionary Hymn. p. 249. 


Who is Ghis Ring of Clary? 


1277 
By many sorrows burdened, 
Weighed down by sin and guilt, 
My soul hath fled to Jesus, 
Whoselood for me was spilt; 
And in his boundless mercy 
. My heart hath found repose 
From all my inward sorrow, 
From all my outward foes. 


Who have fled for re 7 
7 a alia 


Cuorvs. 
Oh, refuge of the weary, 
In sin’s dark desert dreary! 
Come, all ye heavy laden, 
And in his love find rest. 


When Satan would affright me, 
And sins disturb my soul; 
When tempests lower above me, 
And waters o’er me roll; 
When all around is yocal 
With terror and alarm, 
I flee to Christ for refuge, 
And trust his mighty arm. 


My house, though small and lowly, 
Is built upon a rock; 

It fears no torrent’s fury, 
It dreads no tempest’s shock; 

Though helpless and unworthy, 
Yet confident I cling, 

And trust in God to hide me 
Beneath his sheltering wing. 


Strong in my mighty refuge, 
My soul secure doth sit; 

I hear my Saviour’s counsels 
While lingering at his feet ; 

And looking up confiding, 
I meet the loving eye 

Of Him who bore my sorrows, 
And for my sins did die. 


In Him all grace and mercy, 
All power and love unite; 
He is my strength and wisdom, 
My righteousness and light. 
iy him my soul hath pardon, 
And rest, and joy, and peace; 
His smile, like summer sunshine, 
Bids doubt and anguish cease. 


4s & 6s. 


1278 


1277-1278 


I find Him near in trouble, 
I come to him in prayer; 
I tell him all my sorrows, 
I cast on him my care; 
My soul looks out with longing, 
And waits to see him come, 
And gather all his pilgrims 


To rest with him at home. 
H., 1867. 


Behold, thy King cometh. 
peas fone Se 78 & 68. 


Behold, behold He cometh, 
_ The everlasting King! 
O earth, rejoice to meet him, 
O floods, his praises sing! 
He comes to bring his glory, 
And make our sorrows cease; 
O earth, take up the story, 
And hail the Prince of peace! 


Cuorvs. 
All hail, thou King of glory, 
We wave our palms before thee, 
With angel throngs adore thee, 
And crown thee Lord of all, 


Behold, behold He cometh, 
To wipe away our tears; 
Long have we waited for him, 
Lo, he our God appears! 
The King in all his beauty 
Soon shall our eyes behold, 
And dwell in his fair city, 
And walk the streets of gold. 


Behold, behold, He cometh, 
With many a flaming crown; 
All kingdoms fall before him, 
Before him kings bow down: 
Angels and men adoring, 
Low at his footstool fall, 
With singing go before him, 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Behold, behold, He cometh! 
At midnight sounds the cry; 
Ye virgins, rise to meet him, 
The bridegroom draweth nigh: 
Oh, let your lamps be burning, 
Oh, watch, and wait, and sing, 
Till Christ, from heaven returning, 


The crown of life shall bring. 
H., 1880, 


439 Webb. p. 394. 


1279 A Stranger with Ghee and x Sojourner. 


, Catlin. 1s & 6s. 


KY) 


1 I saw a way-worn Geral - 


His back was burdened heey 


Ft i 


struggling up 


tp ————— = 


a mountain ; 


Barnet Matthias? 1842? Arr. H., 1879. 


‘ pee = j=— —, ——f{ 
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‘ In tat-tered garments gclad, 


Ps dete sis was almost gone, 


t he shout-ed as he journeyed, “ 


SOLE 


Then nai of vic - bates of glo- ry, Palms of vic - to - ry we shall bear. 
-ry 


Yes, palms of vic - reo se of glo- ry, Palms of vie - | to- 


acs An genes ee han.ts. 
2 The summer sun was beaming, 
The sweat was on his brow; 
Tlis raiment was all dusty, 
And his step was very slow. 
Still he kept pressing forward, 
For he was wending home, 
And he shouted as he journeyed, 
‘Deliverance will come!” 


3 The songsters in the arbors 
That grew beside the way 
Attracted his attention, 
Inviting his delay. 
Tlis watchword being ‘‘ Onward!” 
He stopped his ears and ran, 
Still shouting as he journeyed, 
‘Deliverance will come!’’ 


4 I saw him in the evening, 


When the sun was bending low, 


He overtopped the mountain, 
And reached the vale below. 

His Elder Brother met him— 
His journey it was done— 

And he shouted, as it ended, 
‘Deliverance will come!” 


By Permission. 


is & Os. 


o His eyes were dim and heavy, 
His body weak and wan, 

Therefore his Brother gave him 
A couch to lie upon; 

And closed the blinds around him, 
And locked him up alone, 

That nothing might disturb him, 
Till deliverance should come. 


6 Hope made for him a pillow, 
And faith a garment rare, 

To wrap him in his slumbers, 
Till Christ his home prepare. 

But when the dawn of morning 
Broke in his little room, 

He rose, and cried ‘‘ Hosanna! 
Deliverance has come!” 


7 Then I heard the song of triumph 
He sung upon that shore, 

Saying, ‘‘ Jesus has redeemed me, 
To suffer never more; 

And casting his eyes backward — 
On the race that he had run, 

He shouted loud, ‘* Hosanna! 
Deliverance has come!” 

J. B. Matthias, cir. 1820. Charles T. Catlin, cir. 1845? 


By Rath Lyspared for Ghem a City, 


1280 On Bihane sree etay crowns. Ws & 6s. 


Behold a mighty Conqueror 
In majesty descend ; 
Heaven’s armies robed in glory 
Upon his march attend. 
He wears a blood-stained vesture, 
He bears an unknown name, 
And all heaven’s mighty myriads 
His praises wide proclaim. 
Cxorvs. 
O King eternal, King immortal, 
King of glory, come and reign! 
Who is this King of glory? 
He is the Lamb once slain; 
Now Judah’s mighty Lion, 
He comes to rule and reign. 


Once mocked, and scorned, and smitten, 


He wore a crown of thorn; 
Now diadems of beauty 
His radiant brow adorn. 


Can this be he who suffered, 
And for our sins did die? 

Who cried in anguish, ‘‘ Eloi, 
Lama Sabachthani’’? 

Is this the head that, bowing, 
Hung lifeless on the tree, 

Now crowned with ull the splendors 
Of immortality? 


But who are these around Him, 
Who in his glory share? 

Ah, these are they who suffered 
And who his cross did bear: 

Caught up with clouds to meet him, 
To joy they enter in, 

And dwell with him forever, 
Beyond all pain and sin. 


No fearful or faint-hearted 
Who shun his cross of pain, 
Shall in that bright assembly 
With Christ in glory reign; 
But they who suffer with him 
Shall all his honors share, 
And in the heavenly kingdom, 
A crown of glory wear. 
Come, ye who have despised him, 
And all his power defied, 
His mercy waits to save you, 
He for your sins has died; 
Missionary Hymn. p. 249. 


1280-1281 


Make haste to seek his pardon, 
The day is drawing near 
When Christ, so long rejected, 
In glory shall appear. HH i885. 


1 981 A city bigs ae Zoendaoas. yf 8 & 68. 


Thou city of foundations, 
Fair dwelling of our King, 
We call thy walls salvation, 
Thy gates of praise we sing: 
As pilgrims and as strangers 
We tread earth’s weary road, 
And seek through toils and dangers 
The palace of our God. 


Cuorvs. 


i H 
Great Shepherd, lead us, guide and feed us, 


Bring us to thy heavenly fold. 


O home of joy and blessing, 
In exile here we wait; 
Our pilgrim state confessing, 
We seek thy open gate, 
Where all the saved immortals 
Shall share thy peace and rest, 
Within thy hallowed portals, 
Redeemed, and crowned, and blest. 
O home of cloudless splendor, 
Within thy pearly gate 
The good, the true, the tender, 
In joy shall congregate ; 
And our poor hearts are yearning 
And longing there to come: 
Our tearful eyes are turning 
To that eternal home. 


Ah, shall we see that glory, 
And with the holy dwell? 
Shall we with them the story 
Of full redemption tell? 
No worth have we, or merit; 
Only our Saviour’s blood 

Can fit us to inherit 
The City of our God. 
Upon thy love, O Saviour, 
Our weary souls we cast, 
And pray thee in thy favor 
Forgive our errors past: 
And may thy sweet compassion 
Encompass all our way 
To full, complete salvation, 
In endless, cloudless day. 


44] Webb. p. 394, 


1282 Clothed With White Robes. 


Lampros. 1s & 6s. ‘H,, 1878. 


15° 


ioness! Ob, for tc terrless eyea! Ob, for the glorious 


brightness Of the un-cloud-ed skies! Oh, 


oN 


| bri- dal feast a- bove! Robes of whiteness we shall wear,Palms of tri-umph 


SS [abt 


| we shall bear, End-less glo - ries wait usthere,When we ar-rive at home, 
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1282 les wrt hacen ai LS 3 Jesus, thou King of glory, 
2 Oh, for the bliss of flying I soon shall dwell with thee, 
My risen Lord to meet! ~ I soon shall sing the story 
Oh, for the rest of lying Of thy great love to me. 
Forever at his feet! Meanwhile my thoughts shall enter 
Oh, for the hour of seeing E’en now before thy throne, 
My Saviour face to face, That all my love may centre 
The hope of ever being In Thee, and Thee alone. 
In that sweet meeting-place! Conttic Less Hoperert, 26. 
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Ghq Right is Hay Spent. 


1283 
Work, for the night is coming; » 


The night cometh. 
John ix. 4. 


Work through the morning hours, — 


Work while the dew is sparkling, 
Work ‘mid springing flowers; 

Work when the day grows brighter; 
Work in the glowing sun; 

Work, for the night is coming, 
When man’s work is done. 


Work, for the night is coming; 
Work through the sunny noon; 
Fill brightest hours with labor; 
'’ Rest comes sure and soon, 
Give every flying minute 
_ Something to keep in store; 
Work, for the night is coming, 
When man works no more. 


Work, for the night is coming; 
Under the sunset skies, 

While their bright tints are glowing, 
Work, for daylight flies. 

Work till the last beam fadeth, 
Fadeth to shine no more; 

Work while the night is darkening, 


When man’s work is o’er. 
Annie L. Walker, 1860. 


CHorvs. 
Work! the day is passing by; 
Work! for souls around you die; 
Work beneath the Master’s eye 
And work while day shall last. 
H 


-y 1886. 

1284 

Work, for the day is coming, — 
Day in the Word foretold, 

When, ’mid the scenes triumphant, 
Longed for by saints of old, 

He who on earth a stranger 
Traversed its paths of pain, 

Jesus, the Prince, the Saviour, 
Comes evermore to reign. 


The day is at hand. 
Rom. xiii. 12. 


Work, for the day is coming; 
Darkness will soon be gone; 
Then o’er the night of weeping 
Day without end shall dawn. 
What now we sow in sadness, 
Then we shall reap in joy; 
Hope will be changed to gladness, 
Praise be our best employ. 


7s & 6s. 


1285 


43 & 68. 


1283-1285 


Work, then, the day is coming! 
No time for sighing now! 

Harps for the hands once drooping, 
Wreaths for the victor’s brow. 

Now morning light is breaking, 
Day dawns in every land; 

Night shades beset no longer, 
Jesus, our Lord, is at hand. 

Basil Manly, ab. cir.1880. 
Cyoruvs. 

Day is coming, darkness flies ! 
Glory breaks along the skies ! 
Slumbering souls, awake! arise! 


And Christ shall give you light. 
H., 1886. 


My hiding-place and my shield. - 
= Soma Bat Soper 78 & 68. 


Jesus, the sinner’s refuge, 
Jesus, the sinner’s rest, 

Sheltered beneath thy mercy, 
Tin thy love am blest, 

Thou art my joy and comfort, 
Thou art my sun and song, 
Thou art my shield and buckler, 
Thou art my refuge strong. 


Resting on thy promise sure, 

Strengthened by thy Spirit pure, 

We shall to the end endure, 
And gain eternal rest. 


Safe in the heavenly mansions, 
Safe on the shining shore, 
Safe where no wicked trouble, 
Safe where all toil is o’er. 

Safe in the home of beauty, 
Safe in the bowers of rest, 

Safe in our Father’s presence, 
Safe on our Saviour’s breast. 


Jesus, Saviour, grant that we, 
Safe from sin, from sorrow free, 
In thy presence there may be, 


In thy eternal home. 
H., 1886. 


Work, for the Night is Coming. 


443 


Safe in the Arms of Jesus. 


aie 
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1286 % Witt Hea Yo Bit. 


Shepherd. 88 & Ts. Hi, Ang, 198, 
rk 


1286 The Lordismy shepherd. 85 & 7s.| Light shall beam along my pathway, 


Light shall pl d the tomb. 
My Creator is my Shepherd, Rae TE ey rece 


I no want shall know or fear; In the pastures green he feeds me, 
He shall guide me and protect me Where the waters gently glide; 
All the while I wander here. In the righteous pathways leads me, 


1 Seeks me when I turn aside. 
HORUS. r=. 
Hor thé Lardita ine Ghainberk Mid my foes he spreads my table, 


T will feax Sree Feeds my soul with heavenly bread, 
His rod and his staff they comfort me; "| Scatters manna in the desert, 
Surely goodness and mercy And with joy anoints my head. 
Shall follow me ever, 


All i 
Till my Father’s face I in glory see. ny lid oe. 


Follow me where’er I roam, 


Though I walk the shadowed valley, | To the palace of his glory, 
Yet I will not fear its gloom; That shall be my endless — 
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X Gill Pysise Ghee, O Gord. 


Wilmot. 


I 
"Midst the up-right 


con - gre - ga - tion, 


1287-1290 


Carl Maria yon Weber, 1786-1826, 


Lof-tiest _ hal - le - lu- jah’s raise. 


JOST Poem ote mee 85.575. 


2 All His works are great and glorious, 
Saints review them with delight; 

His redemption, all victorious, 
We remember day and night. 

3 Meat He gives to those who fear him, 
Of his covenant mindful still; 

Wise are those who much revere him, 
And rejoice to do his will. 

4 For His grace stands fast forever, 
His decrees the saints secure ; 

From his oath he turneth never, 
Every promise standeth sure. 


5 Therefore be His praise unceasing, 
Be his name forever blest ; 
And with confidence increasing, 


Let us on his promise rest. 
Charles H. Spurgeon, 1866. 


O Lord, my Rock. 
Psalm xxviii. 1. 
Lo, the Lord Jehovah liveth! 
He’s my Rock, I bless his name; 
He, my God, salvation giveth; 
All ye lands, exalt his fame. 


O’er his enemies exalted, 
See the great Redeemer rise! 
Though by powers of hell assaulted, 
God supports him to the skies. 


God, Messiah’s cause maintaining, 
Shall his righteous throne extend ; 
O’er the world the Saviour reigning, 


Barth shall at his footstool bend. 
William Goode, 1811. 
Hespera. p. 269. 


88 & 7s. 


838 & 7s. 


1289 


Cast thy bread upon the waters, 
Thinking not ’tis thrown away; 
God himself saith, thow shalt gather 

Tt again some future day. 


Cast thy bread upon the waters. 
Wildly though the billows roll; 

They but aid thee as thou toilest 
Truth to spread from pole to pole. 


As the seed, by billows floated, 
To some distant island lone, 
So to human souls. benighted, 
That thou flingest may be borne. 


Cast thy bread upon the waters; 
Why wilt thou still doubting stand? 
Bounteous shall God send the harvest, 


If thou sow’st with liberal hand. 
Mrs. J. H. Hanaford, ab. 1852. 
1290 


Look not on the wine in redness, 
Gleaming, dancing, in its light; 
In its sparkle there is madness, 
In its beauty there is blight. 


Cast thy bread upon the waters, 
Eccl. xi. 1. 


Look not thou upon the wine. 
Prov. xxiii. 31. 88 & 7s. 


Like a serpent it beguileth, 
Like a monster it devours; 
Man’s whole nature it defileth, 
Blasts and ruins all his powers. 


Transient joy the wine-cup bringeth, 
But it leaves behind a pang; 
And at last the soul it stingeth 


Like an adder’s venomed fang. 
H., 1882. 


445 Autumn. p. 256. 


1291-1293 


Ve are (ly Hriqnds. 


What a Friend we have in Jesus. % & 7. 


Charles C. Converse, b..1834. 
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What a Friend wehavein Je - sus, All our sins and » bear! 


1291 


What a Friend we have in Jesus, 
All our sins and griefs to bear! 
What a privilege to carry 
Everything to God in prayer! 
Oh, what peace we often forfeit, 
Oh, what needless pain we bear, 
All because we do not carry 
Everything to God in prayer! 


T have called you friends. 
John xv. 15. 


Have we trials and temptations? 
Is there trouble anywhere? 

We should never be discouraged, 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Can we find a friend so faithful, 
Who will all our sorrows share? 

Jesus knows our every weakness, 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 


Are we weak and heavy laden, 
Cumbered with a load of care?— 

Precious Saviour, still our refuge, 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee? 
Take it to the Lord in prayer; 

{n his arms he’)l take and shield thee, 
Thou wilt find a solace there. 


By Permission: 


88 & 7s, 


446 Greenville. 258. 


Blessed Jesus, thou hast promised 
Thou wilt all our burdens bear, 

May we ever, Lord, be bringing 
All to thee in earnest prayer. 

Soon in glory, bright, unclouded, 
There will be no need for prayer; 
Rapture, praise, and endless worship, 
Shall be our sweet pero there. 


oseph Scriven, cir. 1855. 
1292 sppee, Sv) ed soul, 8s & 7s. 
Bless, my soul,the Lord thy Maker, 
All within me tell his praise; 
All his benefits remember, er 
Think on all his gracious ways. ~~ ~ 
All thy sins thy God forgiveth, 
From diseases makes thee whole, 
He thy life from death redeemeth, 
With his kindness crowns thy soul. 


H., 1882. 
12938 


88 & 78. 
Haste, O sinner, to the Saviour, 
Seek his mercy while you may ; 
Soon the day of grace is over, 
Soon your life will pass away; 
|: Haste, O sinner! haste, O sinner! 


You must perish if you stay. :| 
Andrew Reed, ab. 1787-1862. 
Sicilian Hymn. 267. 


Now is the day of salvation. 
2 Cor. vi. 2. 


She Cross of the Bord Yosus Christ, 


New heavens Se aeew earth. Ss & y 8. 


1294 2 Pet. iii. 18. 

Weary pilgrim, why this sadness? 
Why ‘mid sorrow’s scenes decline?. 

Trials strange bring joy and gladness, 
For all things shall yet be thine. 

Earth anew, with robe of glory, 
Shall rejoice in hill and vale; 

There glad harps shall tell the story 
Of the love that could not fail. 


Thou shalt range the fields of pleasure, 
Where joy’s gushing songs arise; 

Thou shalt have thy well stored treasure, 
In the New Earth’s Paradise. 

Weary pilgrim, leave thy sadness, 
To Mount Zion thou art come! 

Swell thy songs of joy and gladness, 
And rejoice in thy blest home. 


Emily Clemens Pearson, cir. 1842. 


We have left all and followed thee. a. 
12995 e LS. thee 8s & 78. 


Jesus, I my cross have taken, 

All to leave and follow thee; 
Destitute, despised, forsaken, 

Thou from hence my all shalt be; 
Perish every fond ambition, 

AllPve sought,and hoped, and known, 
Yet how rich is my condition! 

God and heaven are still my own. 


Let the world despise and leave me; 
- They have left my Saviour too; 

Human hearts and looks deceive me; 
Thou art not, like men, untrue; 

And while thou shalt smile upon me, 
God of wisdom, love, and might, 

Foes may hate, and friends may shun me, 
Show thy face and all is bright. 


Go then, earthly fame and treasure! 
Come, disaster, scorn, and pain! 

In thy service pain is pleasure ; 
With thy favor loss is gain. 

I have called thee, Abba, Father, 
T have set my heart on thee; 

Storms may howl,and clouds may gather, 
All must work for good to me. 


Man may trouble and distress me, 
’T will but drive me to thy breast; 
Life with trials hard may press me, 
Heaven will bring me sweeter rest ; 


1294-1296 


Oh, tis not in grief to harm me, 
While thy love is left to me; 

Oh, ’twere not in joy to charm me, . 
Were that joy unmixed with thee. 


Take, my soul, thy full salvation ; 
Rise o’er sin, and fear, and care; 
Joy to find in every station 
Something still to do or bear; 
Think what Spirit dwells within thee; 
What a Father’s smiles are thine; 
What a Saviour died to win thee: 
Child of heaven, should’st thou repine? 


Haste thee on from grace to glory, —- 
Armed by faith and winged by prayer; 
Heaven’s eternal day’s before thee— 
God’s own hand shall euide thee there: 
Soon shall close thine earthly mission, 
Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days; 
Hope shall change to glad fruition, 
Jaith to sight, and prayer to praise. 
Henry Francis Lyte, 1825. 
Behold, he ea clouds. Sse 1s, 


1296 


Lo, He cometh! countless trumpets 
Blow to wake the slumb’ring dead; 

*Mid ten thousand saints and angels 
See their great, exalted Head: 
|; Hallelujah! hallelujah ! 

Welcome, welcome, Son of God! ;| 


Full of joyful expectation, 

Saints, behold the Judge appear! 
Truth and justice go before him, 

Now the joyful sentence hear: 

|: Hallelujah! hallelujah! 
Welcome, welcome, Judge divine! :] 


Tis the day so long expected ; 
Shout, ye saints, and triumph now; 
See your Lord, by man rejected ; 
Many crowns adorn his brow; 
|: "Tis his triumph; ‘tis his triumph; 
Every knee to him shall bow. :| 
John Cennick, ab. 1749. 


Ellesdie. 


Wilmot. p. 445, 


Autumn. p. 256. 
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1297-1298 


1 Am Knocking. 


1297 


I am knocking, gently knocking 
At thy door, O lonely one; 
Tf thou hear my voice and open, 
I will make thy heart my home. 
Cuorus. 
Knocking see the Saviour wait, 
At thy barred and bolted gate ; 


ey. ili. 20. 


Who will heed the gracious token? 


Who to him the door will open? 

Tam knocking, while in sorrow 

Thou art dwelling, lone and sad: 
I will bring a bright to-morrow, 

I will make the mourner glad. 
Iam knocking, sinner weary, 

Wilt thou bid me enter in? 
I will cheer thy dwelling dreary, 

I will free thy heart from sin. 

I am knocking; time is passing; 
Wilt thou open now the gate? 
Thou who for so long hast waited, 

Open, ere it be too late. 
{am knocking; if thou heed not, 


f: 
Then before the heavenly gate, 


Thou shalt knock, and have for answer, 


Only this; ‘‘ Too late, too late.” 


H., 1886. 
448 Harwell. p. 366. 
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Istand af the door and knock. Ss & 7s. 1298 He was aha a iniquities. Ss & qs. 


Saviour, scorn’d, and scourg’d, and smitten, 
Bruiséd, pierced, and crown’d with thorn ; 

For the world’s transgression stricken, 
Who our load of guilt hast borne; 

Thou hast burst the silent tomb, 

Thou hast brightened all iis gloom, 
Thou hast passed death’s iron portal, 
King eternal and immortal. 


While angelic hosts adore thee, 
We on earth would bless thy name; 
While heaven’s myriads bow before thee, 
We thy mercy would proclaim. 
Thou who wast for sinners slain, 
Wash us from each guilty stain; 
So shall we thy name confessing, 
Evermore partake thy blessing. 


Soon the day of glory dawning, 
Shall reveal our Saviour’s face ; 

Oh, the brightness of that morning! 
Oh, the fullness of that grace! 

We shall see thee as thou art; 

Thou wilt heal each broken heart; 
Oh, may we then bow before thee, 
And with all heaven’s hosts adore thee. 


H., 1886. 
Carolina. p. 368. 


_ 


Behold the Man, 


6s & 10s, 


Homeless. 


a BSS ee ae 


1299-1300 


All creatures have their rest, But Je - sus had not where to lay his head. 


1 999 Hath not —— bead. 6s&10s. 


2 ° And yet He came to give 
The weary and the heavy-laden rest; 

To bid the sinner live, [breast. 
And soothe my griefs to slumber on his 


3 What then am I, my God, 

Permitted thus the paths of peace to tread? 
Peace—purchased by the blood 

Of Him who had not where to lay his head. 


4 I—who once made him grieve, 

I—who once bade his gentle spirit mourn ; 
Whose hand essayed to weave 

For his meek brow the cruel crown of thorn, 


5 Oh why should I have peace? 

Why ! but for that unchanged, undying love 
Which would not, could not cease, 

Until it made me heir of joys above! 


6 Yes!—but for pardoning grace, 
I feel I never should in glory see 
The brightness of that face 
That once was pale and agonized for me. 


7 let the birds seek their nest, 

Foxes their holes, and man his peaceful bed ; 
Come, Saviour! in my breast 

Deign to repose thine oft-rejected head. 


8 Come, give me rest, and take 

The only rest on earth thou lov’st—within 
A heart that for thy sake 

Lies bleeding, broken, penitent for sin. 


J. 8. B, Monsell, ab. 1850. } 
449 


Pe ee et 
By Permission. 


68 & 10s, 


1300 


The First and the Last. 
Rey. ii. 8. 


Behold the Lamb of God! 

Who bears the world’s dread load of sinaway 
For us he sheds his blood, 

To change our gloomy-night to endless day. 


Behold the Crucified ! 
For me the Sinless hangs upon the tree. 
This love of Him who died, [me. 
Makes all earth’s glories loss and dross to 


Behold the risen One! 

Conqueror of death, ascending to the sky ; 
What wonders he hath done! 

And now he liveth never more to die. 


Behold the great High Priest! 

All powv in heay’n and earth is in his hands; 
Our names are on his breast: 

To plead for us before the throne he stands, 


Behold, He comes with clouds! 

Along thesky flames forth his wondrous sign 
Girt. with celestial crowds, 

His radiant glories like the lightnings shine. 


Behold the Judge of all! 
Before his face the heavens are fled away ! 
There throng the great and small :— 
Oh,may my soul have boldness in That Day! 


Behold the King of kings! [him fall, 
Heaven’s hosts, earth’s myriads, low before 
Each tongue his praises sings ; 


We join the song, and crown him Lord of all. 
H., 1886. 


301-1302 


Polemos. 


liv-ing, we 


Xt is Dewy and Hasteth Greatly. 


In an age on a - ges tell-ing; 
: 2. 


.—1—S- ; 
— ——- 


Hark! the wak-ing up of 


na-tions, 
2. 


Gog 


Hark! whatsoundeth? Is cre-a- tion Groaning for its lat-ter day? 


1301 


We are living, we are dwelling 
In a grand and awful time; 
In an age on ages telling; 
To be living is sublime. 
Hark! the waking up of nations, 
Gog and Magog to the fray ; 
Hark! what soundeth? Is creation 
Groaning for its latter day? 


Will ye play, then, will ye dally 
With your music and your wine? 
Up! it is Jehovah’s rally! 
God’s own arm hath need of thine. 
Hark! the onset! will ye fold your 
Faith-clad arms in lazy lock? 
Up, oh, up, thou drowsy soldier! 
Worlds are charging to the shock. 


The battle of that great day. 
Rey. xvi. ve y 


Worlds are charging, heaven beholding; 
Thou hast but an hour to fight ; 
Now the blazoned cross unfolding, 
On—right onward for the right | 
On! let all the soul within you, 
For the truth’s sake go abroad! 
Strike! let every nerve and sinew 
Tell on ages—tell for God! 


Arthur Cleveland Coxe, 1840, 
Covvright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


8s & 7s.| 1802 
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8s & 75. 


‘* Home at last’? on heavenly mountains, 
Heard the ‘‘Come, and enter in;” 
Saved by life’s fair flowing fountains, 
Saved from earthly taint and sin. 
Free at last from all temptation, 
No more need of watchful care; 
Joyful in complete salvation, 
Given the victor’s crown to wear. 


Eternal salvation. 
Heb. v. 2. 


Saved from sorrow—no more weeping, 
In the mansions of the blest— 
Wakened from the dreamless sleeping, 
From the grave-yard’s quiet rest. 
Saved to greet on hills of glory 
Loved ones we have missed so long; 
Saved to tell the sinner’s story, 
Saved to sing redemption’s song. 


Welcomed at the pearly portal, 
Welcomed by the angel band; 
Welcomed to the life immortal, 
In the blessed kingdom-land. 
‘*Home, sweet home,” our home forever, 
Weary pilgrimages past; 
Welcomed home to wander never, 


Saved thro’ Jesus—‘‘ Home at last.” 
Maria Alger Crozier, cir. 1870. 
WhatafFriend. p. 446. 


She Hoty Ohitd Neon. 


8s & 7s.| Prostrate at thy feet repenting, 


It is a good land. 


1303 Deut. i. 25, 


See, above time’s clouds and shadows, 
See, my soul, the land of light! 

Where the breeze is ever balmy, 
Where the sky is ever bright. 

In it spring life’s crystal fountains, 
Through it peaceful rivers flow 

And renew its glorious landscapes, 
Which with life eternal glow. 


Storms thatrage in death’s dark valleys 
Die this side its golden strand; 
Sighs are lost in songs of triumph 
On its shining border land. 
Now at length a mighty rapture 
Thrills this troubled heart of mine, 
In the prospect of possessing 
This inheritance divine. 
Welsh of W. Thomas. 7. W. Edwards, ab, cir. 1880. 
It is finished. 
. 80. 


1304 John xix 


Hark! the voice of love and mercy 
Sounds aloud from Calvary; 

See, it rends the rocks asunder, 
Shakes the earth, and veils the sky: 

: ‘It is finished!” ‘‘It is finished!” 
Hear the dying Saviour cry. :| 


It is finished,—Oh, what pleasure 
Do these precious words afford! 

Heavenly blessings, without measure, 
Flow to us from Christ the Lord. 

|: ¢ It is finished!” ‘‘It is finished!” 
Saints, the dying words record. :| 


88 & 7s. 


Tune your hearts anew, ye seraphs, 
Join to sing the pleasing theme; 
All on earth and all in heaven 
Join to praise Immanuel’s name: 
|: Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 


Glory to the bleeding Lamb!:|| 
Jonathan Evans? ab. 1784, 


1 380 5 Ber be ere me. 

Jesus, full of all compassion, 
Hear thy humble suppliant’s cry ; 

Let me know thy great salvation; 
See, I languish, faint, and die. 


88 & 7s. 


Guilty, but with heart relenting, 
Overwhelmed with helpless grief, 
Sicilian Hymn. p. 267. 


1803-1306 


Send, oh, send me quick relief! 


Whither should a wretch be flying, 
But to Him who comfort gives? 
Whither, from the dread of dying, 

But to him who ever lives? 


While I view Thee, wounded, grieving, 
Breathless on the curséd tree, 

Fain I’d feel my heart believing 
That thou suffer’dst thus for me. 


Hear, then, blessed Saviour, hear me; 
My soul cleaveth to the dust; 

Send the Comforter to cheer me; 
Lo! in thee I put my trust. 


On the word Thy blood hath sealéd 
Hangs my everlasting all; 

Let thy arm be now revealéd ; 
Stay, oh, stay me, lest I fall! 


In the world of endless ruin, 
It shall never, Lord, be said, 
‘*Here’s a soul that perished, suing 
For the boasted Saviour’s aid!” 


Saved! the deed shall spread new glory 
Through the shining realms above! 
Angels sing the pleasing story, 


All enraptured with thy love! 
Daniel Turner, ab. 1787. 


Out of the mouth of babes. 


1306 Matt. xxi. 16. 


Children, hail the holy stranger, 
Who descended from above; 

Who in Bethlehem’s lowly manger, 
Showed the Father’s boundless love. 


CHoRvs. 
Babe of Bethlehem renowned, 
Bearer of man’s sin and pain, 
Now with wondrous glory crownéd, 
Blessed stranger, come again, 


88 & 7s. 


Wave on high your palms before him; 
Loud your glad hosannas sing; 

With the voice of praise adore him, 
Hail him as the children’s King! 


While the proud and great are scorning, 
Higher sound the rapturous lays! 
For from lips of little children 


Hath the Lord perfected praise. 
H., 1877, 


45] Autumn. p.256. Greenville. p. 258, 


1307-1808 Ghe Hing of the Tews. 


gE *Pectation. 85 & 7s. i. 4p, 90- 


‘ ( 
1 Hail, thouonce de - spis-éd Je - sus! Hail, thou Gal - i - le - ! 
Thoudidst suf - fer to release us; Thoudidstfree sal - va - tion bring. 


Hail, thou ag - o- niz-ing Saviour, Bear-er of our sin and shame! 


By thy mer- its we find fa- vor; Life is  giy- en through thy name. 


A907 Eager sse78. 11808 Omumatye Baa Te. 
2 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed, Blessed Bible, how I love it! 
All our sins on thee were laid; How it doth my bosom cheer! 
By. almighty love anointed, What hath earth like this to covet? 
Thou hast full atonement made; Oh, what stores of wealth are here! 
All thy people are forgiven, Man was lost and doomed to sorrow, 
Through the virtue of thy blood; Not one ray of light or bliss 
Opened is the gate of heaven, Could he from earth’s treasures borrow, 
Peace is made ’twixt man and God. Till his way was cheered by this. 
8 Jesus, hail! enthroned in glory, Yes, Pll to my bosom press thee, 
There forever to abide; Precious word! [ll hide thee here! 
All the heavenly host adore thee, Sure my very heart will bless thee, 
Seated at thy Father’s side; For thou ever say’st, ‘‘Good cheer!” 
There for sinners thou art pleading, Speak,my heart, and tell thy pond’rings, 
There thou dost our place prepare ; Tell how far thy rovings led, 
Ever for us interceding, When this book bro’t back thy wand’rings, 
Till in glory we appear. Speaking life as from the dead. 
4 Worship, honor, power, and blessing, | Yes, sweet Bible! I will hide thee 
Thou art worthy to receive ; Deep, yes, deeper in this heart; 
Loudest praises without ceasing, Thou through all my life wilt guide me, 
Meet it is for us to give, And in death we will not part! 
Help, ye bright, angelic spirits! Part in death! no, never, never! 
Bring your sweetest, noblest lays; Thro’ death’s vale P’ll lean on thee; 
Help to sing our Saviour’s merits; And in brighter worlds, forever, 
Help to chant Immanuel’s praise. Sweeter far thy truths shall be. 
John Bakewell, 1757. Augustus M. Toplady, ab. 1776. Phebe Palmer, cir. 1860 


Ms; Vornilvalow? 452 WhataFriend. p. 446, 


Shy Brightugss 


of Bis Glouy, 1809-1312 


13909 Ure Min he Fory in the church. gg g, '7s,/Swell the sound, ye kings and nobles, 


Mighty God, while angels bless thee, 
May a mortal lisp thy name? 

Lord of men as well as angels, 
Thou art every creature’s theme: 

Lord of every land and nation, 
Ancient of eternal days, 

Sounded through the wide creation 
Be thy just and lawful praise. 


For the grandeur of thy nature, — 
Grand beyond a seraph’s thought, — 
For the wonders of creation, — 


Priests and people, rich and poor, 
Babylon is fallen, is fallen, is fallen, 
Babylon is fallen to rise no more. , 


Lo! the captives are returning, 
Home to Zion see them fty, 

While the heavenly hosts rejoicing, 
Shout them welcome through the sky. 

See the ancients of the city, = 
Terrified at the uproar; 

Babylon is fallen, is fallen, is fallen, 
Babylon is fallen to rise no more. 


Works with skill and kindness wrought,—| Blow the trumpet in Mount Zion; 


For thy providence, that governs 


Christ will come the second time, 


Through thine empire’s wide domain, | Ruling with a rod of iron, 


Wings an angel, guides a sparrow, — 
Blesséd be thy gentle reign. 


For thy rich, thy free redemption, — 
Dark through brightness all along !— 
Thought is poor, and poor expression: 
Who can sing that wondrous song ? 
Brightness of the Father’s glory, 
Shall thy praise unuttered lie? 
Break, my tongue, such guilty silence; 
Sing the Lord who came to die;— 


From the highest throne of glory, 
To the cross of deepest woe, 
Came to ransom guilty captives ;— 
Flow, my praise, forever flow! 
Re-ascend, immortal Saviour; 
Leave thy footstool, take thy throne; 
Thence return and reign forever ; 


Be the kingdom all thy own. 
Robert Robinson, 1774. 


aot ge teed Se fallen. 8s & 7s. 


1310 
Hail the day so long expected, 

Hail the year of full release ; 
Zion’s walls are now erected, 

And the watchmen publish peace: 
From the distant hills of Zion, 

Hear the trumpet loudly roar! 
Babylon is fallen, is fallen, is fallen, 

Babylon is fallen to rise no more. 


All her merchants cry with wonder, 
What is this that comes to pass? 
Murmuring like some distant thunder, 

Crying, Oh, alas! alas! 


H., 1 
453 Autumn. p. 256. Zion’s Glory. p. 2 


All who now as foes combine. 
Babel’s garments we’ve rejected, 

And the wage of golden ore, — 
Babylon is fallen, is fallen, is fallen, 


Babylon is fallen to rise no more. 
Unknown, ab. cir. 18202 
13811 


The day comecth tat ahall burn. 88 & 43) 
Lo, the day, the day that burneth, 
Like an oven roars the fire, 
And the proud and wicked doers 
Shall like stubble then expire;:/ 
Neither root nor branch remaining, 
In that day of vengeance dire, 
When the Lord, from heaven returning, 
Is revealed in flaming fire. 
Then on those who love the Saviour 
Shall the day of joy arise; 
They shall flourish in his favor 
Like the trees of paradise. 
Forth with joy, and peace, and gladness 
Like the calves from stalls set free, 
Treading down their foes like ashes, 
Then triumphant they shall be, 


1312 
Now unto the King eternal, 
But unseen by mortal eye, 
Only wise, alone immortal, 
Throned in majesty on high ;—- 
Unto Him be praise and glory, 
Everlasting honor given; 
All the world shall know His ercatness, 
Lord of all in earth and heaven. 


, 1882. 


Now unto the King eternal. 
1 Tim. i. iF. 8s & 78. 


853. 
60. 


1313-1816 
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1 Gent-ly, Lord, oh gent-ly lead us, Through this lone-ly vale of 


Ke Theudet (Me. 


8s & 7s. 


Stephen Jenks, 1803. Arr. H., 1896. 
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And, O Lord, in mer-cy give us Thy rich grace a all our fears 
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1313 8s & 78. 


2 When temptation’s darts assail us, 
When in devious paths we stray, 
Let thy goodness never fail us, 
Lead us in thy perfect way. 


8 Oh, refresh us with thy blessing, 
Oh, refresh us with thy grace; 

May thy mercies, never ceasing, 
Fit us for thy dwelling place. 


For thy name’s sake lead me. 
Psalm xxx1. 3. 


4 In the hour of pain and anguish, 
In the hour when death draws near, 
Suffer not our hearts to languish, 
Suffer not our souls to fear. 


5 When this mortal life is ended, 
Bid us in thine arms to rest, 
Till by angel bands attended, 


We awake among the blest. 
Thomas Hastings, ab. 1784-1872. 


1814 Thou Son 6 Dapid hae mercy. Qy @ ig. 
‘‘Mercy, O Thou Son of David,” 

Thus blind Bartiméus prayed, — 
“Others by Thy word are savéd, 

Now to me afford thine aid.” 


Many for his crying chid him, 
But he called the louder still, — 
Till the gracious Saviour bid him 
Come, and ask Me what you will. 


“Lord, remove this grievous blindness, 
Let mine eyes behold the day!” 

Straight he saw and, won by kindness, 
Followed Jesus in the way. 


454 Sicilian. p. 267. 


Oh, methinks I hear him praising, 
Publishing to all around, 

‘* Friends, is not my case amazing? 
What a Saviour I have found! 

“Oh, that all the blind but knew Him, 
And would be advised by me, 

Surely they would hasten to Him, 
He would cause them all to see.” 

John Newton, 1779. 
1B1G —sWMers deck alle seclen wusten. Bg @ 7g, 


Oh, that every soul might know Him— 
Christ, the everlasting friend; 

And the joys of those who love Him, 
Pure and blessed, without end. 


Soon would they, the world forsaking. 

Leave earth’s friends and joys behind; 
And the cross of Jesus taking, 

By Him stand with steadfast mind. 
Glorious is this great salvation, 

When from every sin set free, 
We are His, entire, forever, 

Now, and in eternity. 

German. Tr. H., 1885. 

1316 


A sure foundation. 
Isa. xxviii. 16. 88 & 7s. 


God hath laid a sure foundation, 
His elected Corner Stone; 

All from every tribe and nation, 
Freely build their hopes thereon. 
On this Rock my hopes are grounded, 
Here confiding I am blessed ;— 

I shall never be confounded, 
Never shall my soul make haste. 


H., 1880. 
Wilmot. p. 445. 


Rim Bath God Beatted. 


1317 

At the door of merey sighing 
With the burden of my sin, 

Day and night my soul is crying, 
“Open, Lord, and let me in.” 


Knock, ane od shall be opened. gy 5, 7g, 


Waiting ’mid the darkness dreary, 
Stretching out my hands to Thee, 
In the refuge for the weary, 
Is there not a place for me? 


Hark, what sounds my ear receiveth, 
Sweet as songs of seraphim; 
He that in the Lord believeth 
Life eternal hath in Him. 


At the outer door why staying? 
Nothing, soul, hast thou to pay: 
Christ in love to thee is saying, 
‘* Weary child, come in to-day.” 
: Thomas MacKellar, 1872. 


1318 8s & 78. 


Fare thee well, O lovely stranger, 
Short thy pilgrimage below; 

Thou art free from toil and danger, 
Conflict, sorrow, sin and woe. 


The flower fadeth. 
Isa. xl. 7. 


Softly rest in gentle stumbers 
Till the day of life shall break; 
Then awake to join those numbers 
Which the Saviour’s praise shall speak. 


Jesus, all to thee resigning, 

We our loved to thee intrust; 
Keep us free from all repining, 

Till they wake who dwell in dust. 


H., 1983, 
1819 ™ Heian morpingete 85 6 75, 
Dark the night that gathers o’er us, 
Pilgrims on a dreary way; 
Shadows deep behind, before us; 
When shall we behold the day? 


Lo, the Lord, our light, has risen, 
Sheding glory from afar; 

Lighting up earth’s gloomy prison, 

e Jesus shines, our Morning Star. 


Lo, the day of God is breaking, 
With eternal radiance bright; 
Soon the saints, from death awaking, 


Shall arise to hail its light. 
: H., 1885. 


' 1817-1822 


85 & 7s. 


1820 


Christ, above all glory seated, 
King eternal, strong to save, 
To thee death, by death defeated, 
Triumph high and glory gave. 


Thou art gone where now is given, 
What no mortal might could gain, — 
On the eternal throne of heaven, 
In thy Father’s power to reign. 


There thy kingdom all adore thee, 
Heaven above and earth below, 
While the depths of hell before thee 

Trembling and defeated bow. 


We, O Lord, with hearts adoring 
Follow thee above the sky; 

Hear our prayers thy grace imploring, 
Lift our souls to thee on high. 


So when thou again in glory 
On the clouds of heaven shalt shine, 
We thy flock may stand before thee, 


Owned for evermore as thine. 
Tr.—, Breviary, 


Far above all principality, 
Eph. 4 21. py 


1 821 That tebe 2 Leendert x brother. 88 & 78. 


One there is, above all others, 
Well deserves the name of Friend; 
His is love beyond a brother’s, 
Costly, free, and knows no end. 


Which of all our friends, to save us, 
Could or would have shed his blood? 

But our Jesus died to have us 
Reconciled in him to God. 


Oh, for grace our hearts to soften! 
Teach us, Lord, at length to love; 
We, alas! forget too often 


What a Friend we have above. 
John Newton, ab. 1779. 


It is toward evening. 
ree 88 & 7s, 


13822 Luke xxiv. 29. 

Lo, the day of rest declineth, 
Gather fast the shades of night; 

May the sun which ever shineth, 
Fill our souls with heavenly light. 


While thine ear of love addressing, 
Thus our parting hymn we sing, 
Father grant thine evening blessing, 


Fold us safe beneath thy wing! 
Gurdon Robins, Jr. cir. 1843. 
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1323 Sha Koy of the Buyugst. 


Golden Sheaves. — 


as Sea 


gladness, Bringing home his golds AB bb Brinduetout his golden sheaves, Bringing 
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copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1856, 


Rruit unto Tit, Bternal. 1823-1324 


1823 Pig eee 8s & 78.| Here we tread the hills and valleys, 


We are sowing in | our * Barina As we journey forth to sow; 
We are sowing in our tears; By all waters, by the wayside, 
Little here can cause us gladness, "Mid the thorns and stones we 20; 
Thro’ these dark and tedious years. | Far from home and scenes of gladness, 
But there comes a day of reaping, Far from friends and kindred dear, 
When the sower’s toil is past, Wide we sow the seed in sadness, 
When, beyond the night of weeping, Till the harvest day appear. 
Glory’s morn shall break at last.- 
CHORUS. : $ 
nny ee tr ge Faint not, fear not, weary toilers, 
In sate plnndne from on high! As the precious seed ye sow; 
Lo, the glory of that morning 
Seeantrwenng Seerearth ant wy Some wall wither, some will perish, 
Now with rapture for his sadness, Some ’mid thorns will fruitless grow; 
Ney = toil the Cont ear But the seed on good ground falling, 
nd returns again wl Zz. ness, 
Bringing home his golden sheaves. Richer far than gems or gold, 
Bringing home his golden sheaves, Shall bring forth, some thirty, sixty, 
Bringing home his golden sheaves, Yea, and some an hundred-fold 
Lo he comes again with gladness, ? 
Bringing home his golden sheaves. H., 1884, 
Shall we Meet? 8s Sar 7s. —— S. Rice, 1866, 
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1324 eter Le 88 & 78.| Shall we meet in yonder city, 
Shall we meet beyond the river, Where the tow’rs of crystal shine? 
Where the surges cease to roll? Where the walls are all of jasper, 
Where, in all the bright forever, Built by workmanship divine?— 
Sorrow ne’er shall press the soul? Shall we meet the shining myriads 
Cuorvs. Who the songs of glory sing? 
Shall we meet? Shall we meet? Shall our voices join their praises 
Shall we meet beyond the river, To the everlasting King? 
Where the surges cease to roll? ’ ; 3 
2 Shall we meet with Christ our Saviour, 
Shall we meet in that blest harbor, When he comes to claim his own? 
When our stormy voyage is o’er? Shall we know his blessed favor, 
Shall we meet and cast the anchor And sit down upon his throne? 
By the fair, celestial shore? H., ab. 1858 


#s 7 (Ge -See next page. 


1325 


Say, Brother, Shall we Meet? 


t Where in 


Shey Shalt Oxther the Jilert. 


85 & Ts. 


all the bright for - ev - er, 


p.c. Shall we meet the ho-ly myriads, Wh 


-o~ 


Shall | we meet with those de-part - ed, Who have bow’d beneath death’s wave? 
. : = ‘el 


1825 


1 Shall we meet beyond the river, 
Where the surges cease to roll? 
Where, in all the bright forever, 
Sorrow ne’er shall press the soul? 
Shall we meet with those departed, 
Who have bowed beneath death’s wave? 
Shall we meet the holy myriads, 
Who are ransomed from the grave? 


Our gathering together. 
oD Thess. it. }. 


CuHorvs. : 


Shall we meet? Shall we meet? 
Say, brother, shall we meet? 


2 Shall we meet in glory’s morning, 
After time’s dark, gloomy night? 
Shall we hail its radiant dawning, 
Scattering sorrow with its light? 
Shall we meet where all time’s shadows 
To oblivion flee away? 
Shall we meet amid the brightness 
Of an everlasting day? 


8s & 7S.) Shall we reach that blessed mansion 


We so long have sought, at last? 
Shall we meet beyond the desert, 

Far beyond the weary road? 
Shall we meet in joy immortal— 

Shall we in our flesh see God? 


4 Shall we meet in that blest harbor, 
When our stormy voyage is o’er? 
Shall we meet and cast the anchor 
By the fair celestial shore? 
Shall we rest from all our labors 
*Mid the swelling of the tide? 
Shall we meet and rest forever, 
By gur blessed Saviour’s side? 


‘5 Shall we meet in realms of. glory, 
With the ransomed and the blest? 

Shall we meet with all the holy, 
When they enter into rest? 

Shall we meet with those whose brightness 
Shall the noonday sun outshine, — 


8 Shall we meet with all the ransomed,} Who shall bear the Saviour’s likeness 


When our pilgrimage is past? 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1877. 


In its majesty divine? 


458 


Gith Bim in Ctory. 


1325-1326 


6 Shall we meet with many a loved one] 12 Shall we meet by life’s pure river, 


That was torn from our embrace? 
Shall we listen to their voices, 
And behold them face to face?— 
All the cherished and the longed for, 
Those whose graves are moist with tears? 
Those whose absence made life weary 
Through the dark and tedious years? 


7 Shall we meet those buds of promise 
Blighted by death’s chilling hand? 

Shall we see their fadeless beauty 
Blooming in the goodly land? 

Shall our hearts no more lie bleeding 
"Neath the strokes of sorrow’s rod? 
Shall love’s bands no more be sundered, 

In the paradise of God? 


8 Shall we meet with those invited 
To the marriage of the Lamb? 
Who shall then put on their glory, 
And forget their earthly shame? 
Shall we meet the shining myriads 
Who the songs of glory sing? 
Shall our voices join their praises 

To the everlasting King? 


9 Shall we meet with Christ our Saviour, 
When he comes to claim his own? 
Shall we know his blessed favor, 
And sit down upon his throne? 
Will he bid us share his glory, 
Where no shame shall ever be? 
Will he bid us sing his praises, 
On that radiant crystal sea? 


10 Shall we meet the shining angels 
Who have guarded us while here? 
Shall we listen to their welcomes, 
And return their words of cheer? 
Shall we be their bright companions, 
Far beyond this land of tears? 
Shall we share their holy raptures 
Through the lapse of endless years? 


11 Shall we meet in yonder city, 
Where the towers of crystal shine, 

Where the walls are all of jasper, 
Built by workmanship divine? 

Where the music of the ransomed 
Rolls in harmony around, 

And creation swells the chorus, 
With its sweet melodious sound? 


Where pellucid waters glide? 
Where the healing leaves and flowers 
Deck the shores on either side? 
Where salvation’s blessed harpings 
Float in holy melody? 
Where the monthly fruits are ripening 
On life’s fair immortal tree? 


13 Shall we meet, O lonely pilgrim, 
When the burden we lay down? 

Shall we change our cross of anguish 
For the bright, unfading crown? 

Do we love our Lord’s appearing? 
Shall we gladly see his face? 

Shall it beam with smiles of welcome? 
Shall he bring us endless grace? 


14 Shall we meet, O weary wanderer, - 
Say, oh, will you meet me there, 

When earth’s glory shall be darkness, 
And its joy shall be despair? 

When before the throne of judgment 
We shall all together stand, 

Will you pray and strive to meet me 
With the blest at Christ’s right hand? 

HL, 1858. 


1326 Homiathe day at peivetien, 88 & 4s, 
Hark! the voice of Jesus calling, 
Weary sinner, come and rest; 
While the sands of life are falling, 
Seek his mercy and be blest. 
Will you heed the invitation? 
Will you come to Christ to-day, 
Ere the hour of your salvation, 
Shall forever pass away? 


CHorvus. 


Will you come? Will you come? 
Say, sinner, will you come? 


Lo! the door of hope stands open, 
But the clouds are gathering dark; 

Ere the word of doom is spoken, 
Fly for refuge to the ark: 

Life is fleeting, hours are flying, 
Swiftly speeds man’s little day; 

Earth is groaning, time is dying, 
Soon shall all things pass away. 


459 


1327-1329 


Talmar, or Dorrnance. 


By is not Bete, Be is “Risen, 
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1327. 


Sweetly glides the shining river, 
Flowing from the throne of God; 
‘On its banks shall dwell forever, 
Those redeemed by Jesus’ blood. 
There the trees of life immortal 
Grow along the verdant shore; 
There the saints, beyond death’s portal, 
Count their woes and sorrows o’er. 


Come, ye thirsty to the river, 
Whosoever will may come; 

Freely drink and live forever, 
In that fair eternal home. 


A i f water of life. 
prereset th. 8s #78 


H., 1886, 


1328 8s & 78. 
Come, thou all-inspiring Spirit, 

Into every longing heart! 
Bought for us by Jesus’ merit, 

Now thy blissful self impart. 
Claim us for thy habitation ; 

Dwell within each hallowed breast ; 
Seal us heirs of full salvation, 

Fitted for our heavenly rest. 


Give us quietly to tarry, 
Till for all thy glory meet, 
Waiting, like attentive Mary, 
Happy at the Saviour’s feet. 


Keep us from the world unspotted, 
From all earthly passions free, 
Wholly to thyself devoted, 
Fixed to live or die for thee. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1747. 
p. 454. 


The spirit of adoption. 
Hon. viii. Te. 


Gently Lord. 


its sea ty dwell for - ev - er, 


-| 1829 


Those redeemed by Je- s 


88 & 7s. 

Hither come, ye choirs immortal! 
Sing your joyful canticles! ; 

Christ hath passed the grave’s dark portal ; 
Christ no more in darkness yop 


Adeste Cotlitum. 


All in vain the soldier keepeth 
Jealous watch the tomb before; 
None the worse the weary sleepeth 

For the seal upon the door. 


Hence, O foolish fear, that dreameth 
Some may steal His body slain! 

He whose death the world redeemeth, 
Life, at will, can take again. 


When His foes to death had brought Him 
And upon the cross He hung, 

Impotent they vainly thought Him; 
Mocked him with a cruel tongue. 


But, His Father's will obeying, 
Unresisting, lo, he dies! 

Priest and Victim—'tis the slaying 
Of the awful sacrifice. 


Not the cruel cross forsaken 
At their word of mockery, 
But His murdered life retaken, 
Proves Him Son of God to be. 


In Thy dying, in Thy rising, 

Master, give our hearts to share; 
Things of ‘earth, with Thee, despising, 
Make Thy heaven our portion fair! 

Nicholas Le Tourneaux, Rouen, 1686. 


460 Whata Friend. p. 446. 


Wt is Goward Huenim,. 
8s & Ts:/ 1882 


1830 


Praise the Lord, O ye, his servants, 
Magnify your Maker’s name; 
We would praise thee, hymn thee, bless thee, 
And thy majesty proclaim, 
Lord, the King, the God and Father 
Of the Christ, the spotless Lamb, 
~Who upon the cross of anguish 
Bore away man’s sin and shame, — 
Unto thee belong all praises, 
Hymns fromsaints and heav’nly hosts; 
Unto thee be endless glory, 
_Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
Now, Lord, lettest thou thy servant 
At thy word depart in peace; 
I have seen the great salvation 
Thou hast sect before our race. 
In the presence of the people 
Thou hast caused thy Light to dwell; 
Light of darkened Gentile nations, 


Glory of thine Israel. 
Ancient Greek Hymn. 77. H., 1881. 


The evening sacrifice, 
Nara ix. v. . 


eal Oe 143 
LSS] Amore a ns Bowe. 


Tarry with me, O my Saviour! 
For the day is passing by; 

See! the shades of evening gather, 
And the night is drawing nigh. 


Deeper, deeper grow the shadows, 
Paler now the glowing west, 

Swift the night of death advances; 
Shall it be the night of rest? 


Lonely seems the vale of shadow; 
Sinks my heart with troubled fear; 
Give me faith for clearer vision, 
Speak thou, Lord, in words of cheer. 


Let me hear thy voice behind me, 
Calming all these wild alarms; 

Let me, underneath my weakness, 
Feel the everlasting arms. 

Feeble, trembling, fainting, dying, 
Lord, I cast myself on thee; 

Tarry with me through the darkness; 
While Isleep, still watch by me. 


Tarry with me, O my Saviour? 
Lay my head upon thy breast 
Till the morning; then awake me— 


Morning of eternal rest! 
Caroline Sprague Smith, 1855. 
Wilmot.  p. 4465. 


1330-1334 


His mercy endureth forever. 
Psalm cxxxvi. 


There’s a wideness in God’s mercy, 
Like the wideness of the sea; 

There’s a kindness in his justice, 
Which is more than liberty. 


There is welcome for the sinner, 
And more graces for the good; 

There is mercy with the Saviour; 
There is healing in his blood. 


For the love of God is broader 
Than the measure of man’s mind; 
And the heart of the Eternal 
Is most wonderfully kind. 


If our love were but more simple, 
We should take him at his word; 
And our lives would be all sunshine 


In the sweetness of our Lord. 
Frederick William Faber, ab. 1815-1863. 
13833 83 & 78. 


Praise to Him, by whose kind favor 
Heavenly truth has reached our ears! 
May its sweet, reviving savor 
Fill our hearts and calm our fears. 


Truth! how sacred is the treasure! 
Teach us, Lord, its worth to know; 
Vain the hopes, and short the pleasure, 

Which from other sources flow. 


What of truth we have been hearing, 
Fix, O Lord, in ey’ry heart; 
In the day of thy appearing . 


May we share thy people’s part. 
Unknown, 1850? 


1 2384 The God of peace be with you all. 88 & 7s. 


Go in peace! serene dismission 
To the loving heart made known, 
When it pours, in deep contrition, 
Prayer before th’ eternal throne. 


Go in peace, thy sins forgiven; 

Christ hath healed thee, set thee free ; 
Every spirit-fetter riven: 

Go in peace and liberty. 


Saviour, breathe this benediction 
O’er our spirits while we pray; 

Let us part in sweet conviction 
Thou hast blessed our souls to-day. 


Unknown, cir. 1860. 


That ye may grow thereby. 
* 1 Potci 2. eh 


4@1. Sicilian. p. 26%. Greenville. p. 258. 
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1 835 The holy city, New Jerusalem. G M. 1886 Woe also be meg 9 I depart. cM 


V¥. xxi. 2. 

Jerusalem, my happy home! There is a time, we know not when, 
Name ever dear to me! A point, we know not where, 

When shall my labors have an end, That marks the destiny of men 
In joy and peace in thee? To glory or despair. 

When shall these eyes thy heaven-built walls| There is a line by us unseen, 
And pearly gates behold? That crosses every path ; 

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong, |The hidden boundary between 
And streets of shining gold? God’s patience and his wrath. 

Oh, when, thou city of my God, There, tho’ no vengeful thunders roll, 
Shall I thy courts ascend, No flames of terror burn, 

Where congregations ne’er break up, | Yet Christ, rejected, leaves the soul, 
And Sabbaths have no end? And never will return. 

There happier bow’rs than Eden’s bloom, | Oh, where is this mysterious bourn, 
Nor sin nor sorrow know: By which our path is crossed; 

Blest seats! thro’ rude and stormy scenes| Beyond which God himself hath sworn, 
I onward press to you. That he who goes is lost? 

Why should I shrink at pain or woe, {How far may we go on in sin? 
Or fear at death dismay? How long will God forbear? 

T’ve Canaan’s goodly land in view, Where does hope end, and where begin 
And realms of endless day The confines of despair? 

Jerusalem, my happy home! An answer from the skies is sent: 
My soul still pants for thee; ‘Ye that from God depart, 

Then shall my labors have an end, While it is called to-day, repent, 
When I thy joys shall see. And harden not your heart.” 

F. B., 1616. Eckington Collection, ab. 1790? James A. Alexander, ab. 1847. Wer. 8, H. 


ity Purmsinion Gee 452 Peterboro. p.96. Turner. p. 186. 


Gake, Bat; Ghis is My Body. 


Avon ¢ Martyrdom). 


Ac-cord - ing to 


In remembrance of me, c.M 


1337 Luke xxii. 19. 

2 Thy body, broken for my sake, 
My bread from heaven shall be; 

Thy testamental cup I take, 
And thus remember thee! 

3 Gethsemane can I forget? 
Or there thy conflict see, 

Thine agony and bloody sweat, 
And not remember thee? 

4 When to the cross I turn mine eyes, 
And rest on Calvary, 

O Lamb of God, my Sacrifice, 
I must remember thee! 

5 Remember Thee, and all thy pains, 
And all thy love to me; 

Yea, while a breath, a pulse remain, 
Will I remember thee! 

6 And when these failing lips grow dumb, 
And mind and memory flee, 

When thou shalt in thy kingdom come, 


Jesus, remember me! 
James Montgomery, 1825. 
1338 


Thou art my portion, O my God; 
Soon as I know thy way, 

My heart makes haste to keep thy word, 
And suffers no delay. 

I choose the path of heavenly truth, 
And glory in my choice; 

Not all the riches of the earth 
Could make me so rejoice. 


The Lord is my portion. ‘ 
Lam. Hien Cc. M. 


463 Dundee. p. 90. 


my dy-ing Lor 
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13837-13839 


Hugh Wilson, 1786. 


-, The testimonies of thy grace 


I set before mine eyes; 
Thence I derive my daily strength, 
And there my comfort lies. 
If once I wander from thy path, 
I think upon my ways; 
Then turn my feet to thy commands, 
And trust thy pardoning grace. 
Now I am thine—forever thine— 
Oh, save thy servant, Lord! 
Thou art my shield, my hiding-place; 
My hope is in thy word. 


1339 


Let us adore the eternal Word, 
’Tis He our souls has fed; 

Thou art our living stream, O Lord, 
And thou the immortal bread. 


Bless’d be the Lord that gives his flesh 
To nourish dying men; 

And often spreads his table fresh, 
Lest we should faint again. 


Our souls shall draw their heavenly breath 
Whilst Jesus finds supplies; 

Nor shall our graces sink to death, 
For Jesus never dies. 


Daily our mortal flesh decays, 
But Christ our life shall come; 
His unresisted power shall raise 


Our bodies fromthe tomb. 
Isaac Watta, ab. 1709. 
Mear. p. 88. 


Isaac Watts, 1719. 


* Iam the Bread of Life. 
John vi. 35. Cc. M. 


1340-1341 A Saviour Whigh is Shyist the Jaord. 


Wm. Billings. 1746—1800. 
C.M. D. m. ron la, 


~ 


North Providence. 


1’ Shepherds; re-joice! Lift up your eyes, And send your fears a-way; News 


from the re-gion of the skies, Sal-va-tion’s born to-day! Sal-vation’s born to- 


day! Je-sus, the Lord,whom an - gels fear, Comes down to dwell with you; 


To-day he makeshis entrance here, But not as monarchs do. 


= = 
1840 Behold, I ee had oe tidings. Cc. Mw. 1841 Out bt iy pit. Cc. M. 
2 No gold, nor purple swaddling bands,}_ I waited for the Lord my God, 
Nor royal shining things ; And patiently did bear; 
A manger for his cradle stands, At length to me he did incline 
And holds the King of kings! My voice and cry to hear. 
Go, shepherds, where the Infant lies, ‘He took me from a fearful pit, 
And see his humble throne; And from the miry clay; 
With tears of joy in all your eyes, Upon a rock he set my feet, 
Go, shepherds, kiss the Son, Kstablishing my way. 
3 Thus Gabriel sang, and straight around| He put a new song in my mouth, 
The heavenly armies throng; Our God to magnify; 
They tune their harps to lofty sound, Many shall see it, and shall fear, 
And thus conclude the song :— And on the Lord rely.” 
“Glory to God who reigns above, Oh, blessed is the man whose trust 
Let peace surround the earth; Upon the Lord relies, 
Mortals shall know their Maker’s love Respecting not the proud, nor such 
At their Redeemer’s birth.” As turn aside to lies. 
Unknown. Scotch Version ab. 


Cumberland. p. 204. 464 Turner. p.186. 


Old Ghings aye Passed Away, 


The things which us not seen. 


1842 2 Cor, iv. 1 


Oh! could our thoughts and wishes fly 
Above these gloomy shades, 
To those bright worlds beyond the sky 
Which sorrow ne’er invades! 
There joys, unseen by mortal eyes, 
Or reason’s feeble ray, 
In ever-blooming prospects rise 
Unconscious of decay, 
Lord, send a beam of light divine 
To guide our upward aim; 
With one reviving touch of thine 
Our languid hearts inflame. 
Oh, then, on faith’s sublimest wing, 
Our ardent hope shall rise 
To those bright scenes where pleasures spring 
» Immortal, in the skies. 
Anne Steele, ab. 1716-1788. 
1343 | 


He eelang ht CM, 
A glory gilds the sacred page, 
Majestic, like the sun! 
It gives a light to every age; 
It gives—but borrows none. 
The hand that gave it still supplies 
The gracious light and heat; 
Its truths upon the nations rise; 
They rise, but never set. 


Let everlasting thanks be thine 
For such a bright display, 

As makes a world of darkness shine 
With beams of heavenly day. 


My soul rejoices to pursue 
The steps of him [ love, 
Till glory breaks upon my view 


In brighter worlds above. 
William Cooper, 1779. 


1 344 All Sainge aie boegrne new. Cc. M. 

When God revealed his gracious name, 
And changed my mournful state, 

My rapture seemed a pleasing dream, 
The grace appeared so great. 

The world beheld the glorious change, 
And did Thy hand confess; 

My tongue broke out in unknown strains 
And sung surprising grace. 

“Great is the work, ”*my neighbors cried, 
And owned the power divine; 

‘¢Great is the work,” my heart replied, 
‘¢ And be the glory thine.” 

Marlow. p. 94, 


4 65 


1842-1346 


C. M.) The Lord can clear the darkest skies ; 


Can give us day for night; 
Make drops of sacred sorrow rise 
To rivers of delight. 
Let them that sow in sadness wait 
Till the fair harvest come; 
They shall confess their sheaves are great 
And shout the blessings home. 


Though seed lie buried long in dust, 
It sha’n’t deceive their hope; 
The precious grain can ne’er be lost, 
For grace insures the crop, 
Be not slothful. 


Isaac Watts, 1719. 
1 345 Heb. vi. 12. 


Cc. M. 
Ye saints, awake from sinful sloth, 
Nor think your triumph gained, 
But follow those whose patient faith 
The promises obtained. 
*Mid toil, mid conflict, sword and flame, 
They for the truth did stand, 
And bore aloft the sacred Name 
At God’s supreme command. 
They without us shall not be made 
Perfect in endless life ;— 
Then let us all, with strength arrayed, 
Urge on the holy strife. 
With them we shall behold the King, 
To whom we ever pray, — 
“Thy kingdom come,”—O Saviour bring 
That coronation day. ‘ 
HL, 1888. 
1 3846 I will Diggs the Lendat fu times. Cc. M. 
Thro’ all the changing scenes of life, 
In trouble and in joy, 
The praises of my God shall still 
My heart and tongue employ. 
The hosts of God encamp around 
The dwellings of the just; 
Deliverance he affords to all 
Who on his succor trust. 
Oh, make but trial of his love! 
Experience will decide 
How blest are they, and only they, 
Who in his truth confide. 
Fear him, ye saints, and you will then 
Have nothing else to fear; 
Make you his service your delight ; 


He’ll make your wants his care. 
Tate & Brady, ab. 1696. 


Coronation. p.100. 


1347-1349 Gonghed With the Hegting of Ouy Anfiymities. 


Rex Amoris. 


a= 


838 & 7s. 


1 The King of love my Shepherd is, 


m 


Iambic. 


AES ce ew 


8s & 7s. 


1847 


I shall not want. 
Psalm xxiii. 1. 


2 Where streams of living water flow 
My ransomed soul He leadeth, 

And, where the verdant pastures grow, 
With food celestial feedeth. 


3 Perverse and foolish, oft I strayed, 
But yet in love He sought me, 

And on His shoulders gently laid, 
And home, rejoicing, brought me. 


4 In death’s dark vale 1 fear no ill 
With thee, dear Lord, beside me; 

Thy rod and staff my comfort still, 
And thou before to guide me. 


5 Thou spread’st a table in my sight, 
Thy unction grace bestoweth, 

And oh, what transport of delight 
From thy pure cup o’erfloweth. 


6 And so through all the length of days 
Thy goodness faileth never; 

Good Shepherd, may I sing thy praise 
Within thy house forever. 


H. W. Baker, 1868. 
1348 


O King of kings! we wait the day, 
When thou, from heaven descending, 

Shall come with all thy bright array 
Of angel hosts attending. 

Then shall time’s night of shades and tears, 
Fade in thy coming glory, 

As dawns the light of holier years, 
Foretold in song and story. 


Unto them that look for Him. 
Heb. ix. 28. 


88 & 7s.} 


Then shall thy brow with thorns once bound, ~ 


Smitten, and pierced, and gory, 
With many diadems be crowned, 
In everlasting glory. 


Oh, grant that we who wait for thee, 
Thy doctrine pure adorning, 
May through thy grace behold thy face, 


With gladness in that morning. 
H., 1886. 


1349 88 & 7s. 


Lord, when beside the grave we mourn, 
And sorrows round us gather; 

For hope, for strength, to thee we turn, 
The living God, our Father. 


Thy children blest, in Christ that die, 
What power from thee can sever? 

All peaceful in thine arms they lie; 
To thee they live forever. 


Whether we wake or sleep. 
1 Thess. y. 10. 


Thy saving might, eternal Son, 
The grave’s dark fears hath banished ; 
Through thy dear cross, thy victory won, 
The sting from death hath vanished, 


O Jesus, by those tears of thine 
For human sorrow flowing, 

Uphold us with thine arm divine, 
Thy comfort still bestowing. 


Lift up, O Lord, each mourner’s heart, 
Our feeble faith sustaining ; 
For thou our risen Saviour art, 


In heaven forever reigning. 
Unknown, cir. 1370, 


466 


; 


As Mount Bion Whigh Cannat by Renaud. 1350-1353 


1 850 Bappnensions, pe eeeetios 5 &7s8. “| 8 52 


God bless the men of hoary hairs, 
With years and burdens bending; 
God bless the men of many cares 
On daily toils attending. 
Wipe thou the lonely mourners’ tears, 
Protect, console, defend them; 
Thou judge of widows, soothe their fears,— 
Let thy kind care attend them. 


Bless thou the orphans, may they find 
In thee a Friend and Father; 

With thine own arm, O Shepherd kind, 
Thy lambs in safety gather. 

Take thou the children to thy breast, 
Lay on them hands of blessing; 

And may parental hearts find rest, — 
Their love for thee confessing. 


Bless thou the sick, the poor, the sad, 
The lonely, and the weary; 

Make thou the heavy-hearted glad, 
Who tread this desert dreary. 

Ob, fill the burdened hearts with peace, 
Give them thy balm in sadness, 

Till they shall come where sorrows cease, 
To dwell in endless gladness. 


H., 1863. 
1351 


I trust “= the rr of God. 83 & 78. 


Who trusts in God, a strong abode 
In heaven and earth possesses; 
Who looks in love to Christ above, 

No fear his heart oppresses. 


In Thee alone, dear Lord, we own 
Sweet hope and consolation: 

Our shield from foes, our balm for woes, 
Our great and sure salvation. 


Thy rod and staff shall keep us safe, 
And guide our steps forever; 

Nor shades of death, nor hell beneath, 
Our souls from thee shall sever. 


In all the strife of human life 
Our feet shall stand securcly; 

Temptation’s hour shall lose its power 
For thou shalt guard us surely. 

O God renew, with heavenly dew, 
Our body, soul, and spirit, 

Until we stand at thy right hand, 


Through Jesus’ saving merit. 
German, Arr. H., 1885. 
4 


Farewell Hymn. p. 412. 


88 & 7s. 


My life flows on in endless song; 
Above earth’s lamentation, 

[ hear the sweet though far-off hymn 
That hails a new creation. 

Through all the tumult and the strife 


I hear the music ringing ; 


A new song in my mouth. 
Psalm xl. 3, 


Tt finds an echo in my soul— 


How can I keep from singing? 

What though my joys and comforts die! 
The Lord my Saviour liveth; 

What tho’ the darkness gather round! 
Songs in the night he giveth. 

No storm can shake my inmost calm. 
While to that refuge clinging; 

Since Christ is Lord of heaven and earth, 
How can I keep from singing? 

I lift my eyes; the clouds grow thin; 
I see the blue above it; 

And day by day this pathway smooths, 
Since first I learned to love it. 

The peace of Christ makes fresh my heart, 
A fountain ever springing ; 

All things are mine since I am his— 
Tiow can I keep from singing? 


Unknown, cir. 1870. 
1358 


God is our refuge ever near, 
Our help in tribulation ; 

Therefore his people shall not fear 
Amid a wrecked creation: 

Though mountains from their base be hurl’d, 
Though floods bring desolation, 

Though earthquakes shake the solid world, 
The Lord is our salvation. 

The stream that flows from Zion’s hill, 
Shall yet, serenely gliding, 

With joy the holy city fill, 
His presence there abiding: 

The Lord, her glory and defence, 
From every ill betiding 

Will guard his chosen residence, 
His timely aid providing: 


God is our refuge and strength. 
Palm LL ee 18. 


known, Arr. H. 
Wilderness. p. 410. Shining Shore. 404. 
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O Sinner Come. p. 260. 


A Ransom 


6s. 


1354-1356 ¢., 


A}l to Christ ! owe. 


Givi 
— 


Child of weakness, watchand pray, . 
-f * -o- 


1 GhOrUss 
(2-0-9 ; HSI $: 


Peculiar, 


‘¢ I hear the Saviour say, Th strength indeed is small ; 


for (Many. 


. Find inme thine Allinall. 


- Jesus paid it all; All to him owe; Sin had left a crimson stain : He washed it white as snow. 
fe GX CE Se eee LE = \. 
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1354 Aron an 6s., Before thy gracious throne, 


T hear the Saviour say, 
Thy strength indeed is small; 
Child of weakness, watch and pray, 
Find in me thine All in all. 


CHORUS. 
Jesus paid it all; All to him I owe; 
Sin had left a crimson stain: 
He washed it white as snow. 
Lord, now indeed I find 
_ Thy power, and thine alone, 
Can change the leper’s spots, 
And melt the heart of stone. 


For nothing good have I 
Whereby thy grace to claim; 
Tll wash my garment white 
In the blood of Calvary’s Lamb. 


And when before the throne 
I stand in Him complete, 
Tl lay my trophies down, 


All down at Jesus’ feet. 
Elvina Hall Myers, ab. 1865, 
13855 


Have mercy, Lord, on me: 
To thee for help I cry, 
O thau who wouldst not see 
A. guilty sinner die. 
.» Thou for me in death, 
Closed thy languid eyes; 
Now my broken, contrite heart, 
Thou Lord, wilt not despise! 


By permission, 


To whom shall we go? 
John vie 6 


wm 


Helpless, I prostrate lie. 
Thou all my sins hast known; 
For pardon now I cry. 
Wash away my guilt, 
Cleanse me from each stain; 
Thou who thine own blood hast spilt, 
Thou who hast borne my pain. 
My Saviour, who didst bear 
My sins upon the tree, 
When thou thy crown shalt wear, 
I pray remember me! 
Grant me with the blest, 
Ransomed by thy blood 
Endless life, and home, and rest, 
With thee, O Lord, my God. 
H., 1886. 
1 856 He is poe eres ine is risen. 6s. 
Rejoice around the tomb 
Where your Redeemer lay; ~ 
For now through death’s dark gloom 
Streams life’s immortal ray. 


. CHORUS. 
Glory to the Lamb, Once for sinners slain; 
Glory to the Saviour’s name, Who died and lives again, 


He who on Calvary 
For us did groan and bleed, 
Before the throne on high 
For us doth intercede. 
In kingly majesty 
And glory He shall come, 
To set death’s captives free, 
And take his people home. y,, 1386, 


468 


Camg Antx Mey, aff Wo Ghat Mabon, 


Art Thou Weary? 


thou wea-ry, art 


1357-1359 


. W. Bullinger, 1876. 


to me,’ saith One, 


1357 Kozov te xait Kdyartov. 8s 3s. 


Art thou weary, art thou languid, 
Art thou sore distressed? 
‘Come to me,” saith One, and coming, 
**Be at rest.” 


Hath He marks that lead me to him, 
If he be my guide? 
‘*Tn his feet and hands are wound-prints, 
And his side.” 


Is there diadem, as monarch, 
That His brow adorns? 
‘‘Yea, a crown, in very surety, 
But of thorns.” 


If I find Him, if I follow, 
What his guerdon here? 
‘¢Many a sorrow, many a labor, 
Many a tear.” 


Tf I still hold closely to Him, 
What hath he at last? 
‘¢Sorrow vanquished, labor ended, 
Jordan passed !” 


If I ask Him to receive me, 
Will he say me nay? 
‘‘Not till earth, and not till heaven 
Pass away!” 


Finding, following, keeping, struggling, 
Ts He sure to bless? 
Angels, martyrs, saints and prophets, 
Answer, ‘‘ Yes!” 
Stephen of St. Sabas, 725-724. John M. Neale, 1362. 


———S Se eae 


ee 
By permission. 


I will give you rest. 
Matt. xi. 28, 


1358 88 & 3s. 


Thou with many burdens weary, ~~ 
Turn to Christ for rest; 

Fly from earth’s dark desert dreary, 
To his breast. 


Tell thy tale of woe and sadness, 
In His willing ear; 

He can turn thy grief to gladness, 
He will hear. 


At His feet cast every burden, 
Offer each request ; 
He who gives the guilty pardon, 
Gives thee rest. 
Now in Him by faith abiding, 
Daily grow in grace, — 
Then earth’s storms and seas outriding, 
See His face. 
H., 1881. 


1359) Twitgne pyri at | “8s & 38, 

Saviour, who for me hast suffered, 
Bearing all my sin, 

I accept thy mercy proffered ; 
Wash me clean. 

Lord, I come; my sins confessing; 
I thy face would see; 

Grant a weary soul thy blessing, 
Pity me. ee 

Thou hast borne my bitter burden, 
On the cruel tree; 

Grant me now thy gracious pardon, 


Full and free. 
- Hi, 1888. 
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1360-1362 


By permission. 


sin - ner, keep thine eyes 


— <2 


By Shalt Heed His Htoxk. 


7s, 6 lines. 


On th’a - ton - ing 
Soa a 


There the dread-ful curse He bore; Weep-ing soul, 


pa ase 


la- ment no more. 


—, 


View iin bleeding on the tree, Pouring ovt his life for 


r 860 Look unto Foo ist be ye saved. 


7s, 61 
Weary sinner, keep thine eyes 

On th’atoning Sacrifice ; 

View Him bleeding on the tree, 
Pouring out his life for thee; 
There the dreadful curse He bore; 
Weeping soul, lament no more. 
Cast thy guilty soul on Him; 
Find him mighty to redeem; 

At his feet thy burden lay; 

Look thy doubts and care away ; 
Now by faith the Son embrace, 


Plead his promise, trust his grace, 
Unknown, cir. 1850. 
1361 


The Lord is my Shepherd. 
Paalm xxiii. 1. 
Shepherd of the scattered flock, 
Guide us to the smitten Rock; 
Lead us through the desert way, 
Be our shield by night and day. 
Cxorvs. 
Grant that we at last may stand 
With thy sheep at thy right hand. 
Us by quiet waters lead, 
Us in greenest pastures feed ; 
By thy grace our strength restore, 
Bless and keep us evermore, 


Love and mercy all our days, 
Shall pursue us in our ways, 
Till our wanderings all are past, 
And we rest with Thee at last. 


j 1362 Haw gen re Sis comes Saae. 


7s, 61 


1883. 
470 RBosefield. 386, 


7s, 61. 
Blessed are the sons of God; 
They are bought with Jesus’ blood; 
They are ransomed from the grave; 
Life eternal they shall have. 


CHORUS. 
With them numbered may we be, 
Now and through eternity! 


God did love them, in his Son, 
Long before the world begun; 
They the seal of this receive, 
When on Jesus they believe ; 


They are justified by grace; 

They enjoy a solid peace; 

All their sins are washed away ; 
They shall stand in God’s great day. 


They produce the fruits of grace 
In the works of righteousness. 
Born of God, they hate all sin, 
God’s pure word remains within. 


They have fellowship with God, 
Through the Mediator’s blood; 
One with God, through Jesus one, 
Glory is in them begun. 


Though they suffer much on earth, 
Strangers to the worldling’s mirth, 
Yet they have an inward joy, 
Pleasures which can never cloy. 
Joseph Humphreys, 1743. 


Ohy Way of Pasre. 
LIEB otrtrtiein mpelfto hime re 61) 1865 


Son of God, to thee I cry; 

By the holy mystery 

Of thy dwelling here on earth, 
By thy pure and holy birth, 
Lord, thy presence let me see, 
Manifest thyself to me! 


Lamb of God, to thee I cry; 
By thy bitter agony, 

By thy pangs, to us unknown, 
By thy Spirit’s parting groan, 
Lord, thy presence let me see, 
Manifest thyself to me! 


Prince of Life, to thee I cry; 
By thy glorious majesty, 

By thy triumph o’er the grave, 
Meek to suffer, strong to save, 
Lord, thy presence let me see, 
Manifest thyself t6 me! 


Lord of Glory, God Most High, 
Man exalted to the sky, 

With thy love my bosom fill; 
Prompt me to perform thy will; 
Then thy glory I shall see, 


Thou wilt bring me home to thee. 
Richard Mant, 1828. 


1 864 Ye shall ene ae your souls. 7s, 6l. 


Weary souls, who wander wide 
From the central point of bliss, 
Turn to Jesus crucified, 

Fly to those dear wounds of his; 
Sink into the purple flood, 

Rise into the life of God. 


Find in Christ the way of peace, 
Peace, unspeakable, unknown; 
By his pain he gives you ease, 
Life by his expiring groan: 
Rise, exalted by his fall; 

Find in Christ your all in all. 


Oh, believe the record true, 

God to you his Son has given: 
Ye may now be happy too, 

Find on earth the life of heaven; 
Live the life of heaven above, 
All the life of glorious love. 


Charles Wesley, 1747. 


Rock of Ages. 384. 


1366 


1867 


1363-1367 


Se ch gemptieal. A 
Saviour, when in dust to Thee 

Low we bow th’ adoring knee; 
Pleading all thy pain and woe 
Suffered once for man below; 

Turn on us a favoring eye, 

Hear, oh, hear our humble cry! 


By thine hour of dire despair, 

By thine agony of prayer, 

By thy wounds and pangs and cries, 
By thy perfect sacrifice, — 

Bending from thy throne on high, 
Hear, oh, hear our humble cry! 


By thy tomb, whose dark abode 
Held in vain the rising God, 

Oh, from earth to heaven restored, 
Mighty réascended Lord! 

On thy seat above the sky, 


Hear, oh, hear our humble cry! 
Robert Grant, ab. 1815. 


78, 61. 


Tlave mercy on me. 
Matt. xv. 22, 


Pity, Lord! the child of clay 

Who can only weep and pray— 
Only on thy love depend: 

Thou who art the sinner’s friend— 
Thou, the sinner’s only plea— 
Jesus, Saviour, pity me! 

From thy flock, a straying lamb, 
Tender Shepherd, though I am, 
Now upon the mountain cold, 

Lost, I long to gain the fold, 

And within thine arms to be: 

Jesus, Saviour, pity me! 

Oh, where stillest streams are poured, 
In green pastures lead me, Lord! 
Bring me back, where angels sound 
Joy to the poor wanderer found ; 
Evermore my Shepherd be: 

Jesus, Saviour, pity me! 
Unknown, 1889. 


In the face of Jesus Christ. "s. 61 
2. Cor. iv. 6. b) $ 
Oh, disclose thy lovely face; 
Quicken all my drooping powers: 
Gasps my fainting soul for grace, 
As a thirsty land for showers: 
Haste, my Lord, no more delay ; 


Come, my Saviour, come away. 
Wesley, ab. 1740? 


iscs-1369 Oke Ghings Ghat arg aye aye Gomparat. 


45" Tranaite 
Zea _ 


cannot stay, Mineis the rest tocome. Not for me are the joys that fleet, Not for 


=== 


me 


“| 868 Choosing ee Bat gg affliction. 8s & 6s. 


2 Not for me are ibe glittering gems; 

Not for me are the diadems; 

How can I find delight in them?— 
Jesus the thorn-crown wore. 

Mine be the tears that pilgrims know; 

Mine be their lot of toil and woe; 

Mine be the way my Lord did go; 
Mine the cross he bore. 

8 Not for me is the trump of fame, 

Brawling abroad my worthless name, 

Telling the story ever the same, — 
Vanity, vanity. 

Mine be the toil, the sighs, and tears; 

Mine be the weary, wasting years } 


Mine be the hope when Christ appears, 


I shall his glory see 


1369 a a in 

Soldiers of the cross, arise! 

Lo! your Leader from the skies, 

Waves before you glory’s prize, 
Crowns of victory: 

Gird the gospel armor on; 

Soon the warfare will be done; 

Soon the battle shall be won: 
You shall victors be. 

By permission. 


H., 1868. 


7s & 5s. 
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Jesus conquered when he fell, 
Met and vanquished earth and hell, 
Now he leads you on, to swell 

His triumphant train: 
Onward, then, ye hosts of God! 
Jesus points the victor’s rod; 
Follow where your Leader trod; 


You with him shall reign. 
Jared Bell Waterbury, 1796-1876. Arr. H. 


1 870%" through Se Bigs Plood of his cross. "8 & 5s. 


Peace to thee, O favaiee one, 

Weeping low ‘before the throne, 

O’er the ills that thou hast done, 
Mercy meets thee there, 

He who for thy sins hath died, 

Bids thee in his love confide ; 

Trust in Him and none beside, 
He will hear thy prayer. 


From the Saviour’s smiling face, 

Flows the plentitude of grace; 

Pardon, life, and heavenly peace, 
Like the ocean’s wave: 

He the righteous law obeyed, 

He hath full atonement made, 

Let thy soul on him be stayed, 


He is strong to save. 
Unknown, ab. cir. 1860? 


Be Giveth Pour to the Haint. 1371-1373 


Worthy is the Lamb. Ts & 5s. H., 1881. 


es SSS 


a. 


Hark! from yonder radiant throng, Bursts a new im-mor-tal song; Myriad hosts the 


e endured earth’s scorn and pain, He for | 
! 


= aay as = 
See Seed 
7 

sinful man was slain, Heav’n and earth his praise proclaim, Worthy is the Lamb! 


G- -o- 


i i T had fainted unless I had believed. 4 q 
1871 Worthy is the Lamb that wasgleine? 6 9, 5G? 1373 Ey Tepe ey eet elieved. 75 8 5g, 


2 All above and all beneath +e : ‘ 

Every creature that hath breath, cae on vee i ——— 

Sing to Him who conquered death, | Ye shall all thy burdens bear, 
Worthy is the Lamb! He shall be thy friend. 

Worthy is the Lamb once slain, Lift to him thy tearful eye, 

Lift anew the holy strain; Raise to him thy pleading ery, 

All creation cry, Amen, He shall give thee victory, — 
Worthy is the Lamb! Glory at the end. 


HL, 1886, 
LSfa eee TS & 58. Fainting soul, thy cross endure, 
Lord of merey and of might, Trusting in the promise sure, 
Of mankind the life and light, Keep thy garments ever pure, 
Maker, Teacher, Infinite, Watch, and work, and pray. 
Jesus! hear and suave. Though a stranger thou dost roam, 
Strong Creator, Saviour mild, Yet for thee there waits a home; 
Humbled to a little child, Thy redeeming Lord shall come, 
Captive, beaten, bound, reviled— Bringing glorious day. 
Jesus! hear and save. 
Borne aloft on angels’ wings, Fainting soul, in God be strong; 
Throned above celestial things, Toil and strife will not be long ; 
Lord of lords, and King of kings— Then shall come the victor’s song, 
Jesus! hear and save. Robe, and crown, and palm; 
Soon to come to earth again, All thy warfare shall be past, 
Judge of angels and of men, Thou shalt find thy rest at last, 
Hear us now, and hear us then— Sheltered from earth’s stormy blast, 
Jesus! hear and save. In eternal calm, 
Reginald Heber, ab. 1811. H., 1886. 


473 Pharos. p. 426. 


vw 


1374 
alt'Seee Promise. 


To the wea-ry, hea-vy 


Come to Christ, ye heavy 


3 


Many a heart hasthrilledtohear it, Many a _ tear been wiped a- way, 
are 


Many a load of sin beenlift-ed, Man 


‘Giese hens | 
= : 


1 874 I Teh re 

Oh, the blessed promise, given 
On the hills of Galilee 

To the weary, heavy laden, 
Still is made to you and me. 

Many a heart has thrilled to hear it, 
Many a tear been wiped away, 

Many a load of sin been lifted, 


Many a midnight turned to day. Cho. 


Many a broken, contrite spirit, 
Lonely, sorrowing and sad, 
Felt the mighty consolation, 

Heard the heavenly tidings glad; 
And the dying gazed with rapture, 
Trusting in the Saviour’s name 

On the land of rest and refuge, 


mD.C. 
1 
' 
i 


eee 
Se 
|_ zg 


| 
4 


i 
ill 


| Every phase of human sorrow 


Fills the path we tread to-day; 
Harps are hanging on the willows, 

Souls are fainting by the way; 
But there still is balm in Gilead, 

And though here on earth we weep, 
God within the many mansions, 

Giveth his belovéd sleep. Oho. 


On the cloud his rainbow glitters, 
Shines the star of faith above, 

God will not forsake or leave us— 
Let us trust his truth and love, 

And beyond the shining river, 
We shall bless his holy name; 

That to bear our sins and sorrows, 
Christ, the Burden-Bearer came. Cho. 


When the Burden-Bearer came. Cho. Unkoowsac 
Copyright, H. 1. Hastings, 1981. = 474 


Row Off Wank J Bavg Gathered You. 


Flee as a Bird. 


i 
“Come un - to 


@. a> 


| 
1875 
‘“‘Come unto me,’ saith the Saviour, 

‘¢ Ye who with burdens are pressed ; 
Come unto me, all that labor, 

And I will give you my rest. 
Come and find blessing and pardon, 
Light is my yoke and my burden, 
Come, and find favor and welcome, 

|: Oh, come unto me, and be blessed.”’:| 


‘‘Ye by temptations entangled, 
Ye who have wandered away; 
Ye who are piercéd and mangled, 
Why from your God will you stray?” 
Jesus, the mighty Physician, 
Pities your ruined condition, 
He brings you help and salvation, 
|: Yes, he will receive you fonday. | 


By permission. 


83 & 7s Peculiar, 


3 7 
| Come and find blessing and pardon, Light ismy yoke and my burden, Come,and find favor and 
: So : e+ 


And I will gi rt ge ¥ 
Mise == - 88& 78.1 13876 


1375-1376 


Spanish. Arr. H., 1886. 


” . : : 
me,” saiththe Sav - iour, “Ye who with burdens are pressed ; 


a. 


vd 
th, come un - t 


88 & 7s. 


Flee as a bird to your mountain, 
Thou who art weary of sin; 
Go to the clear flowing fountain, 
Where you may wash and be clean; 
Fly, for th’avenger is near thee, 
Call, and the Saviour will hear thee, 
He on his bosom will bear thee, 
|: Oh thou who art weary of sin. :| 


He will protect thee forever, 
Wipe every falling tear ; 
He will forsake thee, oh, never, 
Sheltered so tenderly there; 
Haste then, the hours are flying, 
Spend not the moments in sighing, 
Cease from your sorrow and crying, 


|: The Saviour will wipe every tear. :| 
Mary S. B. Dana Shindler, 1844. 


Who have fled for refuge. 
Heb. vi. 18. 
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1377-1378 
Triumph, | 


longings for rest ‘ { 
man-u - el’s side. 


= 
etl 
—— ¢ | -—~. —#* q 


He looked for a city. 
Heb. xi. 10. 


1377 


Lonely and weary, by sorrows oppressed, 
Onward we hasten with longings for rest; 
Bidding adieu to. the world with its pride, 
Longing to dwell by Immanuel’s side. 

But ’mid our pilgrimage, lo, on our eyes, 
Visions of beauty and glory arise ; 

Visions of crowns which we hope soon to wear ; 
Visions of heaven,—oh, we long to be there! 


There is the city, in splendor sublime ; 

Oh, how its turrets and battlements shine! 
Pearls are its portals, surpassingly bright; 
Jasper its walls, and the Lamb is its light. 
Pathways of gold that fair city adorn, 
Glitt’ring with glory far brighter than morn; 
Angels stand beck’ning us onward to share 
Glory eternal—we long to be there! 


Rivers are gliding ’mid unfading trees, 

Songs of the blessed are borne on the breeze ; 
Glory-gilt mountains resplendent are seen, 
Valleys and hills clad in Eden-like green : 
There shall the glory of God ever be, 

Filling the earth as the waves fill the sea ; 
There shall the ransomed, immortal and fair, 
Evermore dwell,—oh, we long to be there! 
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‘Aud He Showed Me Ghat Ongat City 


Mp.., 


— 


il-grimage, lo, on our nT 
au-ty and glo-ry a- rise; f Visions of? 


10s.| There is the home of the pure and the blest; 


There shall the weary be ever at rest; 

There shall life’s trials and sorrows be o’er; 
There shall the gathered ones partnevermore; — 
There shall the blest be from death ever free; _ 
There their Redeemer in beauty they'll see; 
Crowns of bright glory forever they’ll wear; 
Oh, to be with them! —we long to be there! 


H., 1348? 
1878 Pat aay geen 10s. 
Brighter, still brighter the dawning of day;~ 
Clouds are dispersing and fleeing away ; 
Children of sorrow, now lift up your eyes, 
Beams of salvation are gilding the skies. 
Hasten, oh, hasten to welcome the light, 
Quitting the darkness and gloom of the night, | 
Wake to the coming of life from aboye; 
Day-dawn of freedom and heavenly love. 
Zion, no longer thy bondage bemoan; 
Nature, no longer with travailings groan ; 
Captives of Satan, your prisons forsake ; 
Slumberingsouls,from your death-sleep awake. 
Welcome with rapture this long-promis’d hour; 


| Joyfully welcome this day of God’s power; 


Shout your hosannas to welcome the Lord. 


Coming to conquer the world by his word. 
Unknown, 1864? 


“Ahosoguer Wilt Iant Bim Bake. 


10s. 


List, ye who languish ’mid sorrows and tears, 
Voices from heaven are saluting your ears ; 
Voices of mercy that bid you to come, 
Voices of greeting that welcome you home. 
Come from your bondage, your darkness and 
chains; 
Come from your dungeons where misery reigns; 
Come from your husks to your Father’s 


blest home; 
Sad-hearted prodigals, hasten ! oh, come! 


1 879 Proclaim liberty to the captives. 
Isa. Lxi. 1. 


Come, ye whom Satan in death doth enthrall, 
Come, find in Jesus salvation for all; 

Rest for the weary, und hope for the lost, 
Strength for the weak who by tempests are tost ; 
Joy for the saddened, and light in their gloom, 
Hope forthe mourners who weep o’er the tomb, 
Balm for the wounded, for hungry souls bread, 
Health for the dying and life for the dead. 


Come tothe home which by Christ is prepared, 
Come, and its glory by you shall be shared; 
Come to life’s waters that gush now for thee ; 
Come, find in Jesus salvation is free, 

Oh, for the Spirit of God from on high! 

Now in each heart, with the bride, may it cry, 
All o’er the earth, where the perishing roam, 


Whoever will, let him come, let him come!”’ 
HL, 1858. 


1 880 Behold, I ae you good tidings. 10s. 


Glad was the message, and joyous the strain, 
Bro’t to the shepherds on Bethlehem’s plain ; 
Chanted by angels who came from aboye 
Bearing glad tidings of mercy and love; 
Bringing good news to the nations of earth, 
News of a Saviour, whose glorious birth 
Gave to this sad world a message of peace, 
Bidding its woe and its warfare to cease. 


Lo! in the manger the Saviour is laid; 

Earth has no refuge, no place for his head; 
Sojourner, stranger, and wanderer here, 
Dark was his lot, and his pilgrimage drear; 
But in his mercy and kindness he came, 
Seeking to win us from sorrow and shame; 
Bidding the troubled to come and be blessed ; 
Calling the way-worn and weary to rest. 
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Hear me, O 


1379-1382 


Oh, may we ponder and keep in our mind 
God’s wondrous mercy in saving mankind; 
Sending his Son who, in seeking the lost, 
Lay in the manger and hung on the cross; 
Following Him, by his help and his grace, 
We shall be with him and gaze on his face; _ 
Then with the ransomed and glorified throng, 
We shall adore him with harp and with song. 
H., 1886. 


1381 


Father in heaven, oh, hear me, I pray; 


Guide thy young pilgrim o’er life’s troubled 
way ; ; 
Keep me in pathways of love and of peace, 


Bring me safe home where all wand’rings shall 
cease. 
Lead mein kindness and mercy, O Lord, 


Guide by thy counsel, direct by thy words” 
Saviour, in mercy and truth,— 
Thou art my Father, the guide of my youth. 


Thou art the guide of my youth. - 
Jer. iii, 4. 


I Rs, 


Dark is the city from which I have come, 
Wide is the desert through which I now roam; 
Tempests, and dangers, and storms I endure, 
Snares are around, and my path is obscure. 
Keep me ’mid conflicts, and sorrows, and cares, 
Shield me from danger, temptation, and snares. 
Be my protector in mercy and truth; 

Thou art my Father, the guide of my ‘youth. 


Soon, beyond tempests and sorrows of time, 
I shall be saved in a glory sublime; 

Then shall I ceaselessly sing my glad song, 
Praising my Saviour, the faithful and strong; 
Telling the mercy of Him who for me 
Suffered and died upon Calvary’s tree; 

To that bright home do thou lead me in truth, 
Thou art my Father, the guide of my ee 


1382 My soul ee weep in secret places. 10s. 


Jer. xiii. 17. 
Weep for the fallen, in death lying low, 
Weep for the mourner, in bitterest woe, 
Weep for the tempted, by sin led astray, 
Haste to their rescue, oh, seek them to-day. 
Ye who are strong and their burdens can bear, 
Lift up the lost from the gates of despair, 


Bring back the wanderers, the lost and astray ; 


Haste to their rescue, oh, seek them ale 
-, 1885, 
Redemption. p.478. 


1383-1385 


Redemption. 
40” 


all we be-hold Earth 


She Redemption of Your Bady. 


10s, 


overwhelmed with thy _ 
Oh, for thatday-spring that 


splendor un - told? Dark is this des-ert, and wea - ry 
com -eth from God! 


1383 Your tadempt i doneih nigh. 10s. 
u 2. 

Day of redemption, when shall we behold 

Earth overwhelm’d with thy splendor untold ? 

Dark is this desert, and weary our road; 

Oh, for that day-spring that cometh from God! 


Deep are earth’s shadows, its sorrows and 
gloom ; 
Oft is its gladness laid low in the tomb. 


Joys and rejoicings like shadows depart, 
Griefs and afflictions abide in the heart. 


Many the sorrows this sad earth has known, 


Hopes have been withered and hearts have 
been torn; 
Tears have been gushing from fountains of grief, 


Oh, for that morning which brings us relief! 


Ah, we have tasted of blessings to come; 

On we have hasted to gain them at home; 

There, in the light of eternity’s morn, 

Glad shall the saints sing the conqueror’s song. 
HL, 1865. 


10s, 


Stars of the morning, how joyous ye sang, 


Bright in earth’s dawning your glad anthems 
rang 
When by the Lord, in his glory arrayed, 


Earth’s firm foundations forever were laid. 


1 384 When the morning stars sang together. 
Job xxxviii. 7. 


Stars of the morning, bow sweetly again 
Sang ye your anthems o’er Bethlehem’s plain ; 
Glory to God in the highest be given, 

Peace upon earth, thro’ the mercy of heaven. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


Stars of the morning, again ye shall sing; 

Loud with your anthems creation shall ring, 
When the Redeemer in might s hall descend, 
When the whole earth to his sceptre shall bend. 


Stars of the morning, we, children of light, 
Glad in your anthems our voices unite; 
Blessing, and honor, and glory we bring, 
To our Creator, Redeemer, and i : 


1885 Prepare ye ae the Lord. 


Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing, 
Say unto Zion, He cometh, thy King; 
Brighter than morning and fairer than day, 
Christ comes in glory, Prepare ye the way. 


Men in soft raiment may revel with kings, 
Time-servers shake like the reeds in the winds; 
Heed not the worldlings, nor list what they say, 
Cry in the desert, Prepare ye the way. 


Blow ye the trumpet, and sound it abroad; 
Shout through creation the message of God; 
Speed the glad tidings, no longer delay,— 
Sound thro’ the desert, Prepare ye the way. 
Tell the glad message thro’out the wide land, 
Say that the kingdom of God is at hand; 
Bid all the nations his mandate obey ,— 

Turn while there’s mercy, Prepare ye the way. 


Level the mountains and lift up the vales, 
Work in that faith which ne’er falters nor fails, 
Hail Him who cometh, your glad homage pay, 
Bow to His sceptre, Prepare ye the way, r 


10s. 


478 Triumph. p. 476. 


Beticue the Toure of Gnd. 


Herein is love. 


F 386 1 John iv. 10. 


Listen, O lost one, glad tidings we bring, 
Tidings of mercy from Jesus the King; 

He who hath suffered and died on the tree, 
Sends the sweet message that Jesus loves thee. 


Why wiltthou wanderin darkness and gloom, 
Dreading the future and fearing the tomb ? 
Hear the glad message that God gives to me; 
Sinner, rejoice, for thy Saviour loves thee. 
Why wilt thou weep in thy sorrow so long? 
Jesus will turn all thy sighing to song; 

He whoin anguish your burden did bear, 

’ Waits to receive you,—Come just as you are. 
He who came down from his home in the sky; 
Bore all thy sorrows and for thee did die, - 
Suffered for sins and was hanged on the tree; 
Judge by his dying how much he loved thee! 


Halt then no longer, nor linger nor doubt; 
No one that cometh is ever cast out; 

Doors stand wide open, the banquet is free, 
Enter, O sinner, for Jesus loyes thee. 


1387 SECOND PART. 

Ye who in folly have wandered away, 

_ Ye who have far from your God gone astray, 
Listen, he calls you, ‘‘ Oh, come unto me,” 

Burdened and weary, our Jesus loves thee, 


Ye who by tumults of passion are tost, 
This man receiveth the ruined and lost; 
He your Redeemer and Helper will be, 
Sinner, come quickly, for Jesus loves thee. 


List to the Saviour’s compassionate cry ; 
Turnye, oh, turn ye, for why will ye die? 
Think what bis offer of pardon has cost, 
Wilt thou despise, and reject, and be lost? 
Soon shall the King, in his glory arrayed, 
Gather before him the souls he hath made; 
Thou on the right or the left hand must be, 
Make thy decision, for Jesus loves thee. 


CHoRUus. 

Sinner, rejoice, since Jesus loves thee ; 
Jesus loves thee! Jesus loves thee! 
Sinner, rejoice, since Jesus loves thee: 
Jesus loves even thee! 


10s. 


H., 1835. 


I am so glad that my Father in heav’n, 


1386-1390 


10s. 


e will hear his voice. 
iii. 7 


1888 ae By ebrews iii. 7. 


Jesus, who suffered and died on the tree, 
Offers salvation, O sinner, to thee; 

Mercy is calling, return while you may, 
Heed the kind warning, O sinner, to-day. 


Guilty thou art, but the Saviour is good, 
Haste to his shelter, find peace in his blood; 
He who invites you, for sinners once bled; 
Died for your sins and arose from the dead. 


Judgment is coming, and you must be there, 
What shall it bring you, delight or despair ? 
Swift fly the moments, the doom draweth near; 
In that dread morning where will youappear ? 
Haste, then, ye lost ones, ye wanderers flee, 
Jesus is calling you, ‘‘Come unto me.” 

Now is the moment, oh, make no delay, 
Come to the Saviour, he calls you to-day. 


’ ., 1886. 
1889 Je veux eee? un nouveau 10s. 
Fain would I sing a new anthem of joy; 
God, the strong God of my life would I praise ; 
Him to exalt, I my tongue would employ, 
Telling his mercies in heavenly lays. 
When [I have cried, his omnipotent arm 
Vanquish’d my foesand dispell’d all my fears ; 
Sweet were hisaccents which quell’d my alarm, 
Strengthened my courage, and dried up my 
tears. 
Wondrous and deep are the mines of thy grace, 
Father and Saviour, Redeemer divine; 
Sweet to the soul is the smile of thy face; 
What must it be where thy presence doth 
shine! 
Soon will he come in bright glory arrayed ; 
He will descend from his heavenly seat ; 
Then over earth shall the conquest be made, 


Then shall your triumph be ever complete. 
Cesar A. H. Malan. Tr. 1825. ab. Arr. H., 1886. 


1890 col Pipi ye pone 
Praise ye the Lord, all yenations and tongues, 
Praise him with music,thanksgiving,and songs, 
Tell of his love to the world that was lost, 


Tell of his grace and the blood that it cost. 


Lift up your voices in rapturous song, 
Let all the earth the glad chorus prolong; 
Tell the lost world there is blessing for them; 


Peace upon earth, and good will unto men! 
H., 1886. 


479 


©1891-1392 


Ts 


it true that Christ for me 


Yq Shalt Jivug Also. 


1s, Gl. Arr. U., 1886. ; 


Wept in dark Gethsem -a- ne, — 


2S ee 


S 
While in midnight glo 


1391 
2 Is it true that Christ for me 
Hung upon the accursed tree, 
Bearing burdens not his own, 
Breathing forth his dying groan? 
Is it true he shed his blood 
To redeem my soul to God? 


And gave himself for me. 
Gal. ii. 20. 


3 Is it true that, robed in gloom, 
Jesus lay in Joseph’s tomb? 
Is it true that he arose, 
Triumphing o’er all his foes? 

Is it true—Oh, can it be 


Christ has died and risen for me? 


4 Yes, tis true, and He who died, 
Risen, exalted, eloritied, 

Lives to intercede above, 

Lives to bless me with his love, 


Lives triumphant. o’er the grave, 


Lives that he the lost may save, 


5 He by Pontius Pilate slain, 
Yet shall come to earth again ; 
Come to rend the silent tomb, 
Come to speak man’s final doom; 
Oh, in that tremendous day, 
Lord, remember me, I pray. 


H., 1886. 
480 Rock of Ages. p. 384. 


By permission. 


7s, 61. 


1392 


Jesus, my Redeemer, lives, 
Christ, my trust, is dead no more; 
In the strength this knowledge gives, 
Shall not all my fears be o’er; 
Calm, tho’ death’s long night be fraught 
Still with many an anxious thought? 
Jesus, my Redeemer, lives, 
And his life I soon shall see; 
Bright the hope this promise gives, 
Where He is I too shall be: 
Shall I fear then? can the Head 
Rise and leave the members dead? 


Close to Him my soul is bound, 

In the bonds of hope enclasped ; 
Faith’s strong hand this hold has found, 
And the Rock hath firmly grasped ; 
Death shall ne'er my soul remove 

From her refuge in thy love. 


I shall see Him with these eyes, 

Him whom I shall surely know; 
Not another shall I rise, 

With his love this heart shall glow; 
And to everlasting days 
Swell my great Redeemer’s praise. 


Louisa Henrietta, of Brandenburg, 1653. 
Tr. Catherine Winkworth, ab. 1855, 


My a liveth. 


ob xix. 25. 


Our Gathening Goysther. 


Followers of them. 


1393 Heb. vi. 12. 


Daniel’s wisdom may I know, 
Stephen’s faith and spirit show; 
John’s divine communion feel, 
Moses’ meekness, Joshua’s zeal; 
Run like the unwearied Paul, 
Win the day, and conquer all. 

Mary’s love may I possess, 

Lydia’s tender-heartedness ; 

Peter’s ardent spirit feel, 

James’s faith by works reveal; 
Like young Timothy, may I 
Every sinful passion fly. 

Job’s submission may I show, 

David's true devotion know; 

Samuel’s call, oh, may I hear! 

Lazarus’ happy portion share; 
Let Isaiah’s hallowed fire 
All my new born soul inspire. 

Mine be Jacob’s wrestling prayer, 

Gideon’s valiant, steadfast care ; 

Joseph’s purity impart, 

Isaac’s meditating heart; 
Abram’s friendship may I prove, 
Faithful to the God of love. 

Most of all, may I pursue 

The example Jesus drew; 

By my life and conduct show, 

How he lived and walked below; 
Day by day through grace restored, 


Ts, 7: 


Imitate my blessed Lord. 
Unknown, cir. 1810? 
i h : 
1 89 4. Of him sas eae ; Pg aes 5 Ui 8, 6l. 


When this passing world is done, — 
When has sunk yon glorious sun; 
When I stand with Christ in life, 
Looking o’er earth’s finished strife ; 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know— 
Not till then—how much I owe! 

When I stand before the throne, 

Clothed in beauty not my own; 

When I see thee as thou art, 

Love thee with unsinning heart; 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know— 
Not till then—how much I owe! 

When the praise of heaven I hear, 

Loud as thunders to the ear, 

Loud as many waters’ noise, 

Sweet as harp’s melodious voice, 


oo 


1393-1396 


Then, Lord, shall I fully know— 
Not till then—how much I owe! 


Ehosen not for good in me, 
Wakened up from wrath to flee, 
Hidden in the Saviour’s side, 
By the Spirit sanctified— 

Teach me, Lord, on earth to show, 


By my love, how much I owe. 
Robert Murray McCheyne, ab. 1887. 


1 895 My soul Ass lad a Wg child. 78, 61. 


Quiet, Lord, my froward heart, 
Make me teachable and mild, 
Upright, simple, free from art, 
Make me as a weanéd child, 
From distrust and envy free, 
Pleased with all that pleases Thee. 


What Thou shalt to-day provide, 
Let me as a child receive; 
What to-morrow may betide 
Calmly to Thy wisdom leave: 
Tis enough that Thou wilt care; 
Why should I the burden bear? 


As a little child relies 
On a care beyond his own, 
Knows he’s neither strong nor wise, 
Fears to stir a step alone; 
Let me thus with Thee abide, 


As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 
John Newton, ab. 1779. 


1 896 The Lord i polea nie and thee. 73, 61. 


When shall we all meet again? 
When shall we all meet again? 
Oft shall glowing hope expire, 
Oft shall wearied love retire, 

Oft shall death and sorrow reign, 
Ere we all shall meet again. 
Though in distant lands we sigh, 
Parched beneath a burning sky, 
Though the deep between us rolls, 
Friendship shall unite our souls, 
And in fancy’s wide domain, 

Oft shall we all meet again. 

When the dreams of life are fled, 
When its wasted lamp is dead; 
When in cold oblivion’s shade 
Beauty, wealth, and fame are laid, 
Where the saints immortal reign, 


There may we all meet again. 
Unknown, ab. cir. 1800? 


Rosefield. p.386. 


1397-1398 


Watchfulness. 
50° 


of 


1397 Watch ye, eee the faith. 


Oh, watch, and pray, and fight, 
For foes are all around; 

And walk as children of the light 
Through this enchanted ground. 


Watch ye, stand fast in faith, 
Be manful and be strong; 
Soon ye o’er sin, and hell, and death, 
Shall sing the conqueror’s song. 
Put off the works of shame, 
Put on the arms of light, 
And strong in the Redeemer’s name, 
Go forth to win the fight. 
Look to your Leader’s eye, 
In all his counsel stand; 
When pow’rs of hell are gath’ring nigh, 
Clasp his all-conquering hand. 
Cast on the Lord your care, 
Dread not the foe’s alarms, 
For underneath his people, are 
The everlasting arms. 
The hard-fought fight is yours, 
You shall triumphant be, 


manful and be strong ;Soon ye,o’er sin,and hell,and death, Shall sing the conqueror 


the light, Thro’ this en—chanted ground. Wate ye, standfast in faith, Be 


8. M., 199G, Tavs aay peewcns, 5. M 


How wide the harvest plain, 
How vast the whitening field; 
What fruit, what wages they shall gain, 


Whg now the sickle wield! 
Lift up your hearts to God! 
With ceaseless prayers implore 
That He who knows our utmost need, 
Will send forth laborers more. 
Lord of the harvest, hear 
Thy laborers as they pray; 
And send forth reapers far and near, 
To work while it is day. 
Lay on our hearts the load 
Of countless hosts who die, 
Afar from hope, afar from God, 
With none to bring them nigh. 
May we thy call attend, 
And wait alone on Thee; 
And answer thy, ‘‘Whom shall wesend?” 
With ‘‘ Here am I, send me!” 


Oh, let thy gospel run, 
With power thy word attend, 


Thro’ Jesus Christ our conquering Lord, | And when its witnessing is done 


Who gives the victory. 
H., 1886. 


Bring in the glorious end. 
H., 1883. 
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A Gouert Nom the Gennprest, 
S.M.} 1400 


1399 Enter into the rock. 
Sinners, the call obey, 
The latest call of grace; 
The day is come, the vengeful day, 
Of a devoted race; 
Devils and men combine 
To plague the faithless seed, 
And vials full of wrath divine, 
Are bursting on your head. 


Enter into the Rock, 
Ye trembling slaves of sin, 
The Rock of your salvation, struck 
And cleft to take you in; 
To shelter the distressed, 
He did the cross endure; 
Enter into the clefts and rest 
In Jesus’ wounds secure. 


Who would not fear the Lord, 
Glorious in majesty? 
His justice stern hath drawn the sword, 
To his compassion flee ; 
Vengeance he comes to take, 
He comes his wrath to show; 
He rises terribly to shake 
The drowsy world below. 


See how his meteors glare! 
The tokens understand ; 
Famine, and pestilence, and war, 
Hang o’er the guilty land; 
Signs in the heavens see, 
And hear the speaking rod; 
Sinner, the judgment points to thee, 
Prepare to meet thy God. 


Jesus, to thee we fly 
From the devouring sword; 
Our city of defense is nigh; 
Our help is in the Lord. 
Or, if the scourge o’erflow, 
And laugh at innocence, 
Thine everlasting arms, we know, 
Shall be our souls’ defense. 


We in thy word believe, 
And on thy promise stay ; 

Our life, which still to thee we give, 
Shall be to us a prey. 

Our life with thee we hide, 
Above the furious blast, 

And sheltered in thy wounds abide, 


Till all the storms are past. 
Wesley, ab. 1744. 
Dunbar. 


Boylston. p. 160. 


1899-1402 
Come thoa uhto {he ark, S. M. 
Oh cease, my wandering soul, 
On restless wing to roam; 
All the world wide, to either pole, 
Has not for thee a home. 


Behold the ark of God, 
Behold the open door; 

Hasten to gain that dear abode, 
And rove, my soul, no more. 


There, safe thou shalt abide, 
There, sweet shall be thy rest, 

And every longing satisfied, 
With full salvation blessed. 


And when the waves of ire 
Again the earth shall fill, 
The ark shall ride the sea of fire; 
Then rest on Zion’s hill, 
William Augustus Muhlenberg, ab. 1826. 


Keep the charge of ao Lord. 


140 1 Le vit. viii. 35. 


A charge to keep I have, 
A God to glorify ; 

Who gave his Son the lost to save, 
That we might never die. 


Ss. M. 


To serve the present age, 
My calling to fulfill, — 

Oh may it all my powers engage, 
To do my Master’s will. 


Arm me with jealous care, 
As in thy sight to live; 

And oh, thy servant, Lord, prepare, 
A strict account to give. 


Help me to watch and pray, 
And on thyself rely, 
Assured if I my trust betray, 


I shall forever die. 
Charles Wesley, 1762. 


140 9 Grace, mareyl and peace. ow 
O God in whom we live, 

Accept the praise we bring, 
And to us each thy blessing give, 

Our Lord, our strength and King. 


The Holy Ghost impart, 
Our faith and love increase, 
And fill each longing, trusting heart, 


With mercy, grace, and peace. 
W118 y P HL, 1888. 


p- 172. 483 Kentucky. p.164. Shawmut. p. 168. 


1403-1404 Sa Punteth my Sout alter Ghee, O God. 


Varina. 
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1403 

What though on stormy seas we sail, 
By icy tempests driven; 

Our anchor holds within the vail, — 
Our hope is fixed in heaven. 

There is a harbor of the blest, 
Beyond the tempest’s roar; 

A haven of eternal rest, 
Where surges beat no more, 


As an anchor to the soul. 
Heb. vi. 19. 


On every sea our whitening sails 
Are trimmed that port to gain; 

*Mid favoring winds or adverse gales, 
Our course we still maintain. 

When all earth’s surging storms of sin 
And sorrow shall be o’er, 

Abundant entrance we shall win, 
And meet to part no more. 


Our fleet, dispersed by tempests here, 
Shall all earth’s storms outsail, 

And hear at last our Captain’s cheer, 
And answer him, ‘* All hail!” 

The last rude stormy tempest o’er, 
The last sharp conflict past, 

We reach with joy the eternal shore, 
And gain our rest at last. 

H., 1885. 


O0.M.D. 


Cc. M. 


Johann C. H. Rink 1s 
Arr. G. F, Root, * 


1404 

Oh, who is like the Mighty One, 
Whose throne is in the sky! 

Who compasseth the universe 
With his all-searching eye; 

At whose creative word appeared 
The dry land and the sea; 

My spirit thirsts for thee, O Lord, 
My spirit thirsts for thee! 


My soul thirsteth for Thee. 
Psalin Lxiii. 1. 


Around Him suns and systems swim 
In harmony and light; 

Before him harps angelic hymn 
His praises day and night; 

Yet to the contrite, day and night, 
In mercy turneth he: 

My spirit thirsts for thee, O Lord, 
My spirit thirsts for thee! 


Yes! though unlimited his works, 
His power upholds them all; 
He clothes the lilies of the field, 
And marks the sparrow’s fall: 
Who listens to the raven’s cry, 
Will bend his ear to me: 
My spirit thirsts for thee, O Lord, 
My spirit thirsts for thee! 
David Macbeth Moir, 1798-1851, 
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1405-1407 


Lowell Mason, 1837. 


rious mr The people dwell in day, who dwelt 
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1405 


The race that long in darkness pined 
Have seen a glorious light ; 

The people dwell in day, who dwelt 
In death’s surrounding night, 


To hail thy rise, thou better Sun, 
The gathering nations come, 

With joy, as when the reapers bear 
The harvest treasures home. 

To us a Child of hope is born, 
To us a Son is given; 

Him shall the tribes of earth obey, 
And all the hosts of heaven. 


His name shall be the Prince of Peace, 
-Forevermore adored, 

The Wonderful, the Counsellor, 
The great and mighty Lord. _ 

His power increasing still shall spread ; 
His reign no end shall know; 

Justice shall guard His throne above, 


And peace abound below. 
John Morrison, ab. 1770. 


To us a child is born. 
a. ix. vi. 


1406 


Come let us join our cheerful songs 
With angels round the throne; 

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 


“Worthy the Lamb that died,” they cry, 
‘«To be exalted thus ;” 

‘‘ Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply, 
‘For He was slain for us.” 


Cc. M. 


Worthy is the Lamb. rn 
t Deve vy. 12. C. M. 


e 
In death’s surrounding night, The people dwell in day, who dwelt In death’s surrounding night. 
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Jesus is worthy to receive 
Honor and power divine; a 
And blessings more than we can give, 
Be Lord, forever thine. i 


Let all that dwell above the sky 
And air, and earth, and seas, 

Conspire to lift thy glories high, - 
And speak thine endless praise. « 


The whole creation join in one, 
To bless the sacred name 

Of him who sits upon the throne, 
And to adore the lamb. 


1407 


Salvation! oh, the joyful sound, 
What pleasure to our ears! 

A sovereign balm for every wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 


Isaac Watts, 1709, 


Salvation to our God. 
Rev. vii. 10. 


Cc. M. 


Buried in sorrow and in sin, 
At hell’s dark door we lay; 

But we arise by grace divine, 
To see a heavenly day. 


Salvation! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around: 
While all the armies of the sky. 
Couspire to raise the sound! 


Salvation! O thou bleeding Lamb, 
To thee the praise belongs; 
Salvation shall inspire our hearts, 


And dwell upon our tongues. 
Vs. 1-3 Isaac Watts, 1709, v. 4 Unknown. 
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1408-1409 Ghe City was Puye Gold, 


Golden. 1s & 6s. 


<2. 
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pla-tion Sink heart and voice opprest. I know not,oh, I know not t 


joys a-wait usthere; Whatradiancy of glo-ry, What bliss beyond compare. 


1408 Urbs Syon Aurea. "3 & 6s. 1,409 Urbs Syon inclyta Gloria. 4s & 6s. 
2 "They stand, those halls of Zion, Jerusalem, the glorious! 
All jubilant with song, The glory of the elect, — 
And bright with many an angel, Oh, dear and future vision 
And all the martyr throng. That eager hearts expect! 
The Prince is ever in them, Ev’n now by faith I see thee, 
The daylight is serene; Ev’n here thy walls discern; 
The pastures of the blessed To thee my thoughts are kindled, 
Are decked in glorious sheen. And strive, and pant, and yearn! 
8 There is the throne of David; The Cross is all thy splendor, 
And there, from care released, The Crucified, thy praise; 
The shout of them that triumph, His laud and benediction 
The song of them that feast. Thy ransomed people raise ;— 
And they, who with their Leader, Jerusalem, exulting 
Have conquered in the fight, On that securest shore, 
For ever and for ever T hope thee, wish thee, sing thee, 
Are clad in robes of white. And love thee evermore! 
4 Oh, sweet and blessed country, Oh, sweet and blessed country! 
The home of God’s elect! Shall I e’er see thy face? 
Oh, sweet and blessed country, Oh, sweet and blessed country! 
That eager hearts expect! Shall I e’er win thy grace?— 
Jesus, in merey bring us Exult, oh, dust and ashes! 
To that dear land of rest; The Lord shall be thy part; 
Who art, with God the Father, His only, his forever, 
And Spirit, ever blest. Thou shalt be, and thou art! 


Bernard of Cluny, cir. 1145. Zr. John M. Neale, ab. 1851. | Bernard of Cluny, cir. 1145. 7. John MW. Neale, ab. 1851. 
By permission. 486 webb. 394. Missionary Hymn. 249. 


Peyilons Gimes Shalt Com, 1410-1412 


1419) 2072 novissina, tempora pessima. 75 a §g.} But He whom now we trust in 


The world is very evil, 
The times are waxing late: 
Be sober and keep vigil, 
The Judge is at the gate; 
The Judge that comes in mercy, 
The Judge that comes with might, 
To terminate the evil, 
To diadem the right. 


Arise, arise, good Christian, 
Let right to wrong succeed ; 
Let penitential sorrow 
To heavenly gladness lead, 
To light that hath no evening, 
That knows no moon nor sun, 
The light so new and golden, 
The light that is but one. 


Oh, home of fadeless splendor, 
Of flowers that fear no thorn, 
Where they shall dwell as children 
Who here as exiles mourn! 
"Midst power that knows no limit, 
Where wisdom has no bound, 
The beatific vision 
Shall glad the saints around. 


Oh, happy, holy portion, 
Refection for the blest, 

True vision of true beauty, 
Sweet cure of all distressed ! 

Strive, man, to win that glory; 
Toil, man, to gain that light; 

Send hope before to grasp it, 
Till hope be lost in sight. 


Bernard of Cluny, cir. 1145. Zr. John M. Neale, ab. 1851. 


Hic breve vivitur. "3 & 68 


1411 


Brief life is here our portion; 
Brief sorrow, short-lived care; 
The life that knows no ending, 
The tearless life, is there. 
Oh, happy retribution! 
Short toil, eternal rest; 
For mortals and for sinners 
A mansion with the blest! 


And now we fight the battle, 
But then shall wear the crown 
Of full and everlasting 
And passionless renown: 


487 


Shall then be seen and known; 
And they that know and see him 
Shall have him for their own. 


The morning shall awaken, 
The shadows shall decay ; 
And ‘each true-hearted servant 
Shall shine as doth the day. 
There God, our King and Portion, 
In fullness of his grace, 
Shall we behold forever, 
And worship face to face. 


Bernard of Cluny, cir. 1145. Tr. John UM. Neale, ab. 1851. 


1412 


The harvest truly is plenteous. 
Matt. ix. 37. 7s & 68. 


Ho, reapers of life’s harvest! 
Why stand with rusted blade 

Until the night draws round you, 
And day begins to fade? 

Why stand ye idle, waiting 
For reapers more to come? 

The golden morn is passing, 
Why sit ye idle, dumb? 

Thrust in your sharpened sickles, 
And gather in the grain; 

The night is fast approaching, 
And soon will come again. 

Thy Master calls for reapers, 
And shall he call in vain? 

Shall sheaves lie there ungathered, 
And waste upon the plain? 

Come down from hill and mountain, 
In morning’s ruddy glow; 

Nor wait until the dial 
Points to the noon below; 

And come with the strong sinew, 
Nor faint in heat and cold; 

And pause not till the evening 
Draws round its wealth of gold. 

Mount up the heights of wisdom, 
And crush each error low; 

Keep back no words of knowledge 
That human hearts should know, 

Be faithful to thy mission, — 
The service of the Lord; 

And then a golden chaplet 


Shall be thy just reward, 
Isaac B. Woodbury? 1819-1858. 


1418-1416 


‘Come, Let us Anew. 


An 


Go-hay if Ye Wilt Hear His Voice. 


14.1 Corverrysns tale Gat is fold] Os, 58, 118. 

2 His adorable will let us gladly fulfill, 
And our talents improve, 

By the patience of hope and the labor of love. 


8 Our life is a dream; ourtime as a stream, 
Glides swiftly away, ' 
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay. 


4 The arrow is flown, the moment is gone; 
The millennial year 
Rushes on to our view, and eternity’s here. 


5 Oh, that each in the day of His coming may 
“Thave fought my way through; [say 
I have finished the work thou did’st give 


me to do.” [glad word, 


6 Oh,that each from his Lord may receive the 
“Well and faithfully done! [throne.” 
Enter into my joy, and sit down on my 


Charles Wesley, 1750. 
1414 


Oh, magnify the Lord. s Ba 
Poalm xxxiy.g. 108, dsj Lis. 


Our Saviour and King, thy praises we sing, 
And tell of thy grace, [our race, 
Which purchased salvation and peace for 


We publish thy fame,thy goodness proclaim, 
Oh, wonderful Lord ; [ word, 
And sing of thy mercy, thy truth, and thy 


Thy kingdom shall come, thy will shall be 
In earth as in heaven; done 
And glory and honor to Thee shall be given, 


As all things above now rejoice in thy love, 
So on earth shalt thou reign ; 
And all creatures shall worship the Lamb 
that was slain. 
H., 1888. 


1415 4% te not all ministering spirits? 65 god 


Along each pilgrim’s way, and by his side 
Lo, angel watchers stay, to guard and guide. 


Long as we sojourn here on hostile ground, 
The angel of the Lord encampeth round. 


Constant they watch o’er you, opprest with 
cares, 
They minister unto salvation’s heirs, 


And they at last shall come on wings of light, — 
To take the ransomed home to mansions 
bright. 


There we, with eyes unsealed, their forms 
shall see, 
And, sons of God revealed, like angels be. 
H., 1836, 


The ag where ia ey lay. 6s e@4s. — 


1416 att. XxXV! 


Rejoice around the tomb where Jesus lay, 
For lo, through death’s dark gloom, streams 
life’s pure ray. % 


He who on Calvary for us did bleed, 
Exalted now on high, doth for us plead. 


In kingly majesty He soon shall come, 
And set death’s captives free, and -take 
them home. 


Our Father, throned in heaven, thy kingdom 
come, 
On earth as ’tis in heaven, thy will be done. 


“Surely” thy voice hath said, “I quickly 
come,” 
Amen, O living Head, Lord Jesus, come! 
H., 1886. 


488 To-day. p. 489. 


Pooctaim Thihenty. 1417-1419 


ps Jubilee. GB, Gul 7 Hi, 1879. 
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_ Sets the cap-tives free! 


feiieur oa p.u.| _ Jubilee! Jubilee! 
Jubilee! Jubilee! See death’s prison quake! 
- Hear the trumpet sound. Liberty! Liberty! 
Liberty! Liberty! Lo the saints awake! £ 
Loud its notes resound! Death’s dark night shall then be o’er,: 
Now each galling chain is broke; Terror’s King shall reign no more; 
Now the bondman spurns his yoke; Jubilee! Jubilee! 
Jubilee! Jubilee! Brings us Victory. 


Sets the captives free! Tahilest- Fubilest 


Jubilee! Jubilee! Soon the trump shall sound! 
Burdened sinners hear. Liberty! Liberty! 


Liberty! Liberty! 
See the day is near. 
Christ the mighty word has. spoke, 


Publishing around. 
Sin and pain and woe shall cease, 
Earth shall shine in light and peace. 


Pare Oy Dua istbeoke ; Jubilee! Jubilee! 
Jubilee |. Jubilee | Then shall we be free. 
He can make you free. H., 1879. 
To-day. 6s & 4s. Lowell Mason, 1831. 


‘ f God. ri 
1418 The day of salvation. -gs'g 4s, | 1419 La ats Got 68& 48, 
2 To-day the Saviour calls : oh, hear him now; | Lead us, O Lord, our God; be thou our 
Within these sacred walls, to Jesus bow. Guide, [died. 
3 To-day the Saviour calls: for refuge fly; Show where our Saviour trod, who for us 


The storm of justice falls, and death is nigh. 
4 The Spirit calls to-day : yicld to his power; | Help us to follow Thee, in thee abide, 
Oh, grieve him not away, ‘tis mercy’s hour. | Till we thy glory see, Thou Crucified. 
Samuel Francis Smith, Thomas Hastings, 1831. fp 3 H., 1885. 
8 


1420 Ghq Moyuing Cometh. 


Day Dawn. 0s & 8s. I. B. Woodbury, 1819-1858 


a-rise! the light breaks o’er thee, Thy name is graven on the throne; 
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1420 Sa he ee a 98 & 88.| Christian, behold the land is nearing, 
Christian, the morn breaks sweetly o’er thee, Where the wild sea-storm’s rage is o’er; 
And all the midnight shadows flee ; Hark, how the heavenly hosts are cheering, 
Tinged are the distant skies with glory, See in what throngs they range the shore. 
A beacon light hangs out for thee. : 
‘ * ’ ay ay ” Jay 
Arise! arise! the light breaks o’er thee, Cheer up, cheer up, the day breaks o’er thee 
Thy name is graven on the throne; Bright as the summer’s noontide ray, 
Thy home is in that world of glory The star-gemmed crowns and realms of glory 
Where thy Redeemer reigns alone. Invite thy happy soul away. 
Away, away! leave all for glory, 
Tossed on time’s rude, relentless surges, ~ Thy name is graven on the throne, 
Calmly composed and dauntless, stand ; Thy home is in that world of glory 
For lo! beyond those scenes emerges Where thy Redeemer reigns alone. 
The heights that bound the promised land. Joseph Rusling, ab. 1882. 


Consummation. p. 349. 490 Requieseat. p. 350. 


Gherg the Wigkgd Ogrsy Hyom Gyoubling, 1421-1493 


1491 Ttis high time to awake. = Ys & S8.| Wave ye your palms, bring glad oblations, 
Christians, awake! awake from sleeping; Hosannas cry to Isracl’s King; 

Let not the morn your souls surprise; He comes to judge among the nations, 
Night is far spent, the night of weeping, And righteousness and peace to bring. - 


Soon shall the morn illume the skies. 
Gnenes. Behold your King, salvation bringing, 
Awake, awake to life immortal! Ye deserts where he once did stray, 
at tee arise ets iain ee Ra Bloom like the rose with joy and singing, 
y lig as come; thro’ death’s dark porta i ‘ 
Flash the fair beams of life divine. eaece pant King A. eiorions Loa 


Repose. 7s 6s. Peculiar. Arr, H., 1886. 
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My homeis o-ver Jor-dan, My home is o-ver Jor - dan, 
Myhomeis o-ver Jor-dan, On theoth-erriv-er..... oho) 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, Where the wicked cease from troubling, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, And the weary are at . . . ._. rest. 


FES 26 149g een 6 eh 
My home is over Jordan, . My soul, oppressed with sorrow, 
My home is over Jordan, Could. see no bright to-morrow, 
My home is over Jordan, No ray of hope could borrow, 
On the other river shore. Till Jesus took me in. 
Crorus. CHoRvs. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, He bore away my burden, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, He gave me peace and pardon, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, He waits to make you welcome, 
And the weary are at rest. And cleanse you from all sin. 
We soon shall rest forever, I long had wandered weary, 
Beyond time’s flowing river, In sin’s wild desert dreary, 
Where parting cometh never, No friend, or help was near me, 
With the holy and the blest: Till Jesus took me in. 
There ransomed hosts are singing, A captive bound, He bought me, 
There harps of joy are ringing, A wandering sheep, he sought me, 
And holy music flinging ; Unto the fold he brought me, 
Through the palace of the blest: In love, he took me in. 
Though now in tears I wander, He flung his door wide open, 
I shall be singing yonder, He healed my spirit broken, 
Entranced in awe and wonder, He gave me love’s own token, 
In the mansions of the biest: Yes, Jesus took me in, 


Ver. 2, 8, 4, H., 1882. H., 1996. 
Vox Clamantis. p. 348. 491 


1424-1425 ‘Hongiving Aniquity, Gransqyession, and Sin. 


Harbor. 
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wrath for-bear, Me the chief of 


1s, $ lines. 
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sinners spare? I have long withstood his grace, 


=) 


a 
Long provoked him to his face ; Would not hearken to 


Of whom I am chief. 


1424 1 Tim. i, 15. 

3 Lo! I cumber still the ground, 
Lo! an Advocate is found, 

‘*‘ Hasten not to cut him down, 
Let the barren soul alone.” 


4 Kindled his relentings are, 

Me he now delights to spare; 

Cries, ‘‘ How shall I give thee up?” 
Lets the lifted thunder drop. 

5 There for me the Saviour stands; 
Shows his wounds, and spreads his hands! 
tod is love; I know, I feel; 

Jesus weeps, and loves me still. 

6 If [rightly read thy heart, 

If thou all compassion art, 

Bow thine ear; in merey bow, 
Pardon, and accept me now. 

7 Jesus! answer from above; 

Is not all thy nature love? 

Wilt thou not the wrong forget,—., 
Suffer me to kiss thy feet? 

8 Now incline me to repent; 

Let me now my fall lament; 

Now my foul revolt deplore; 


Weep, believe, and sin no more. 
Wesley, «wb. 1740, 
Horton, p. $81. 


By Permission. 
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7s.| 1425 
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is calls,Griev'’d him by a thousand falls. 
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Lovest thou me? 
John xxi. 16. 


Hark, my soul! it is the Lord; 

Tis thy Saviour,—hear his word: 
Jesus speaks, he speaks to thee; 
‘*Say, poor sinner, lov’st thou me?” 
‘*T delivered thee when bound, 

And, when bleeding, healed thy wound; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Turned thy darkness into light. 

‘*Can a mother’s tender care 

Cease toward the child she bare? 

Yes, she may forgetful be, 

Yet will I remember thee. 

‘*Mine is an unchanging love, 

Higher than the heights above; 
Deeper than the depths beneath, 

Free and faithful, strong as death. 


‘‘Thou shalt see my glory soon, 
When the work of faith is done; 
Partner of my throne shalt be; 
Say, poor sinner, lov’st thou me?” 
Lord, it is my chief complaint 
That my love is weak and faint, 
Yet I love thee and adore: 

Oh, for grace to love thee more! 


iliam Cowper, 1779, 


Ww 
499 Martin. p. 225. Pleyel. p. 382 


Rest Hrom heir Jeakoys, 


Bristol. 


the righteous when he dies! Whensinks a wea-r 


1426-1429 
Edward 1. White, 1849, 
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1426 pgs ae | eae L. M.| 1428 ae Ep me L. M. 


2 How blest the righteous when he dies! 

When sinks a weary soul to rest, 

How mildly beam the closing eyes, 

How gently heaves the expiring breast! 

3 So fades a summer cloud away; 

So sinks the gale when storms are 0’er; 

So gently shuts the eye of day; 

So dies a wave along the shore. 

4 Farewell, conflicting hopes and fears, 

Where lights and shades alternate dwell ; 

How bright th’unchanging morn appears 

Farewell, inconstant world, farewell! 
Anna Letitia Barbauld, ab. 1773. 

1 427 The cameos ay i Lord. L. M. 


My God, I thank thee! may no thought 
E’er deem thy chastisements severe ; 

But may this heart, by sorrow taught, 
Calm each wild wish, each idle fear. 


Thy mercy bids all nature bloom; 
The sun shines bright, and manis gay; 
Thine equal mercy spreads the gloom 
That darkens o’er his little day. 


Full many a throb of grief and pain 
Thy frail and erring child must know; 

But not one prayer is breathed in vain, 
Nor does one tear unheeded flow. 


Thy various messengers employ ; 
Thy purposes of love fulfill; _ 
And, ’mid the wreck of human joy, 


May kneeling faith adore thy will. 
. Andrews Norton, 1809. 


Hamburg. p. @. 


493 Welton. p. 4. 


Unveil thy bosom, faithful tomb; 
Take this new treasure to thy trust; 
And give these sacred relics room 
To slumber in the silent dust. 


Nor pain, nor grief, nor. anxious fear 
Invade thy bounds; no mortal woes 
Can reach the peaceful sleeper here, 
While angels watch the soft repose, 
So Jesus slept; God’s dying Son } 
Pass’d thro’ the grave,and bless’d the bed ; 
Rest here, blest saint, till from his throne 
The morning break and pierce the shade, 


Break from his throne, illustrious morn, 
Attend, O earth, his sovereign word ; 

Restore thy trust; a glorious form 
Shall then ascend to meet the Lord. 


Isaac Watts, ab, 1734. 
1429 L. M. 


How sweet the hour of closing day, 
When all is peaceful and serene, 
And when the sun with cloudless ray, 

Sheds mellow lustre o’er the scene. 


Such is the Christian’s parting hour; 
So peacefully he sinks to rest; 

When faith endued from heaven with power, 
Sustains and cheers his languid breast. 


Who would not wish to die like those 
Whom God’s own Spirit deigns to bless? 
To sink into that soft repose, 


Then wake to perfect happiness? 
Unknown, cir. 1840? 


Rockingham. p. 8. 


He fell asleep. 
Acts vii. 60. 


1430-1432 hq Great Day of the Jord is Roan, as 
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Christ the Lord him-self descend - ing. Sun and moon in do 
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1430 7 87 of Reeds. Be oMs® 88.19 All the saved together meeting, 
3 In the clouds with awful splendor, | First and last in joyous greeting, 
Dooms to seal, rewards to render, Sweet redemption’s song repeating. 


Comes the saints’ beloved Defender. 10 Come, ye blessed! Christ the giver 
4 Scene all other scenes transcending, | Calls to kingdoms fading never— 
Power and glory interblending, Heaven’s all-glorious life forever! 


Far bey ond or comprehend ag. 11 Lo, they rise in clouds supernal, 
5 Sight sublime to mortal vision! To their homeland, bright and vernal, 
Angels from the blest Elysian Ever with the Lord eternal. 


rietig rF oe gee ee dine! 12 Blessed hope! beyond all other! 
G Ab. hho shonk o°6F farth FeeOUNCInS Ty He ahall come, our Elder Brother, 


yi as 
The Archangel's voice astounding, Wherefore comfort one another. 
Unbelieving souls confounding! 


% Day of terror, work of wonder! 13 Lib artes tee sie: is nearing, 
Trump of God, like mighty thunder, May I, faith ba ae hemm 
Rends all sepulchres asunder! Love and look for thy appearing. 


8 Dead in Christ with rapture rising, | 14 Oh, this precious great salvation! 
Living saints, thro’ change surprising, | Grander in the consummation 


Now their full hope realizing. Of the new and last creation! 

8. Dryden Phelps, 1882. 
14 8 Hy The meow o8y oF oe wrath. 8s. 1 432 The Sret a am 8s. 
1 Day of wrath, oh, day of burning! 1 Dies Ire, Dies Ia, 
Earth shall melt, to ashes turning; Solvet seeclum in favilla, 
Theme of Seer and Psalmist’s warning. Teste David cum Sybilla. 
2 Oh, what terror now impendeth, 2 Quantus tremor est futurus, 
When the mighty Judge descendeth, Quando Judex est venturus, 
And each vail of darkness rendeth. Cuncta stricte discussurus. 
3 Lo, the trumpet’s wondrous sounding! 3 Tuba mirum spargens sonum 
Through the sepulchres resounding. Per sepulcra regionum, 
Bringeth all, the throne surrounding. Coget omnes ante thronum. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1836, re 494 


— 

24 oo 
, * 

: 


‘ Bhe Day of the Ikord Wi Caue, 


1431-1432 


4 Death aghast, and startled nature, 
Awe-struck stand, while every creature, 
Answers to its Judge and Maker, 


5 Lo, the book brought forth, lies open, 
Record of earth’s deeds unbroken, — 
From it shall man’s doom be spoken. 


6 Therefore when the Judge is seated, 
All things hid, no more secreted, 
Shall be shown, and justice meted. 


7 What can wretched I be pleading? 
Who entreat for interceding? 

When the just are mercy needing. 

8 King of majesty tremendous, 
Who dost free salvation send us, 
Fount of pity then defend us. 


9 Recollect, O Christ, thy mission 
For me in my lost condition ;— 
Rescue me from dire perdition. 


10 Weary, fainting, thou hast sought me, 
Suffering, dying, thou hast bought me, 
Lose not all thy toil hath brought thee. 


11 Righteous Judge of retribution, 
Grant me perfect absolution, 

Ere that reckoning and conclusion. 
12 Guilty, I with spirit broken, 
Bearing on my cheeks shame’s token, 
Plead the pardoning word be spoken. 


13 Thou whom Mary gavest remission, 
Heardest the dying thief’s petition, 
Givest hope in my condition. 

14 Worthless.are my prayers, my Saviour, 
Yet I beg thee through thy favor, 
Save me from the fires forever. 

15 ’Mid thy sheep a place provide me, 
From the goats, I pray thee, hide me, 
To thy right hand safely guide me. 

16 When thy flaming malediction, 
Sinks the lost in dire affliction, 
Welcome me with benediction. 


17 Contrite, I in dust adore thee, 
Broken-hearted, I implore thee, 
Save me when I stand before thee. 


18 In that awful day of weeping, 
When from dust arise the sleeping, 
When man’s Judge appears in splendor, 
Me, in mercy, Lord, remember.* 


H., 1886. 
* * For this line repeat the music for the line preceding. 495 


4 Mors stupebit, et natura, 
Quum resurget creatura, 
Judicanti responsura. 


5 Liber scriptus proferetur, 
In quo totum continetur, 
Unde mundus judicetur. 

6 Judex ergo cum sedebit, 
Quidquid latet, apparebit ; 
Nil inultum remanebit. 


7 Quid sum, miser! tunc dicturus, 


Quem patronum rogaturus, 
Quum vix justus sit securus? 
8 Rex tremende majestatis, 
Qui salvandos salvas gratis, 
Salva me, fons pietatis. 


9 Recordare, Jesu pie, 

Quod sum causa tuae vie; 

Ne me perdas illa die. 

10 Quaerens me, sedisti lassus, 
Redemisti, crucem passus. 
Tantus labor non sit cassus. 


11 Juste Judex ultionis, 
Donum fac remissionis 

Ante diem rationis. 

12 Ingemisco tanquam reus, 
Culpa rubet vultus meus; 
Supplicanti parce, Deus. 


13 Qui Mariam absolvisti, 

Et latronem exaudisti, 

Mihi quoque spem dedisti. 

14 Preces mez non sunt digne, 
Sed Tu bonus fac benigne 

Ne perenni cremer igne. 


15 Inter oves locum presta, 
Et ab heedis me sequestra, 
Statuens in parte dextra. 
16 Confutatis maledictis, 
Flammis acribus addictis, 
Voca me cum bencdictis. 


17 Oro supplex et acclinis, 
Cor contritum quasi cinis, 
Gere curam mei finis. 

18 Lacrymosa dies illa! 
Qua resurget ex favilla. 
Judicandus homo reus; 
Huic ergo parce, Deus.* 


Thomas of Celano? clr. 1250, 


1488-1434 
Day-Spring. 


1 How sweet was the song of the 


Ghq Day-Spying rom on High. 


11s & 8s, 


plain, They struck their bright harps,and the si-lence of night Awoke at the heav-en - ly strain; 


mild ~ ly 


around shone the glo-ry di-vine, Andbath’din ef-fulgence so bright, 


> 


1433 


Luke ii. 13. 


The heavenly host praising God. 1Llss8s 


s. 


1434 


Make a hte ef po God. lls &8s. 


2 They sang of the break of redemption’s glad morn,| Be joyful in God, all ye lands of the earth, 


The holy had longed to behold; 

They sang of a Saviour in Bethlehem born, 
So long by the prophets foretold ; 

They sang of good-will from our God unto men, 
Of peace to a valley of tears ; 

They sang of salvation from death and from sin, 
A balm from our sorrows and fears, 


3 ‘*Then glory to God in the highest!’’ I'll sing, 
For I am a sinner on earth ; 

I’ll welcome the tidings of mercy that bring 
The news of Emmanuel’s birth; 

I'll go to His cross, though a sinner defiled, 
And wash in the fountain of blood ; 

I'll pray for the grace that can strengthen a child, 


And bring Him at last to his God. 
Unknown, cir. 1875 ? 


By permission. 


Oh, serve him with gladness and fear, 

Exult in his presence with music and mirth, 
With love and devotion draw near ; 

The Lord, he is God, and Jehovah his name, 
Creator and Ruler of all; 

And we are his people, his sceptre we own, 
His sheep, and we follow his call. 


Oh, enter his gates with thanksgiving and song, 
Your vows in his temple proclaim; 

His praise with melodious accordance prolong, 
And bless his adorable name. 

For good is the Lord, inexpressibly good, 
And we are the work of his hand; 

His mercy and truth from eternity stood, 


And shall to eternity stand. 
James Montgomery, 1822 


496 


Resurrection. 
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Ghq Tuegq off hy Heavenly, 


lis & 8s. 


1435-1436 


Arr. H., 1879. 


uo mee 
Then I shall be sat -isfied, when I canbreak The fetters of deathandbe free. 
I know I must suffer the darkness ofnight,To welcome thecoming of dawn. 


Iknow this stain’d tablet must first be wash’d white,To let thy bright features be drawn ; 


I shall be satisfied when I awake. 
Psalm xvii. 15. 


143 11se&8s. 


If I in thy likeness, O Lord, may awake, 
And shine a pure image of thee, 
Then I shall be satisfied, when I can break 
The fetters of death and be free. 
I know this stain’d tablet must first be wash’d white, 
To let thy bright features be drawn ; 
I know I must suffer the darkness of night, 
To welcome the coming of dawn. 


Oh! Ishall be satisfied when I can cast 
The shadow of nature all by, 
When this cold,dreary world from my vision is pass’ d, 
To live in an unclouded day. 
I feel the blest morning begins to draw near, 
When time’s dreary fancy shall! fade ; 
Oh, then in thy likeness may I but appear, 
In glory and beauty arrayed. 


To see thee in glory, O Lord, as thou art, 
Freed from mortal, corruptible clay, 
My spirit is longing to be where thou art, 

And sighs for the dawn of that day, 


When on thine own image in me thou hast smiled 
Within thy blest mansion, and when 

The arms of my Father encircle his child, 
Oh, I shall be satisfied then! 


Unknown, cir. 1860. 
1436" be Nested tay igi good. 118&8s. 
In songs of sublime adoration and praise, 
Ye pilgrims to Zion who press, 
Break forth and extol the great Ancient of Days, 
His rich and distinguishing grace. 
His love, from eternity fixed upon you, 
Broke forth and discovered its flame, 
When each with the cords of his kindness he drew, 
And brought you to love his great name. 


What was there in you that could merit esteem, 
Or give the Creator delight? 

’T was ‘‘ Even so, Father,’’-you ever must sing, 
** Because it seemed good in thy sight.’’ 

Then give all the glory to his holy name, 
To him all the glory belongs ; 

Be yours the high joy still to sound his great fame, 


And crown him in each of your songs. 
R. Keene? ab. 1787, 
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1437-1438 


Look and Live. 
mo 
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| Him and be saved— 
ends of the earth, 
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1A G7 =F wipe ret bere atid 198 4 Os, 


There is life for a look at the Crucified One; 
There is life at this moment for thee; 
Then look, sinner—look unto Him and be saved— 
Unto him who was nailed to the tree. 
CHORUS. 
Oh, look unto me, all ye ends of the earth! 
Oh, look unto me and be saved. 
Oh! why was He there as the bearer of sin, 
If on Jesus thy sins were not laid? 
Oh! why from his side flowed the sin-cleansing blood, 
If his dying thy debt has not paid? 


It is not thy tears of repentance, or prayers, 
But the blood that atones for the soul; 
On Him, then, who shed it thou mayest at once 
Thy weight of iniquities roll, 
His anguish of soul on the cross hast thou seen? 
His ery of distress hast thou heard? 
Then, why, if the terrors of wrath He endured, 
Should pardon to thee be deferred? 
We are healed by His stripes; would’st thou add to 


the word? 
And the Lord is our righteousness made ; 


The best robe of heaven he bids thee put on; 
Oh could’st thou be better arrayed? 
Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


She Son of Mun Must be Fhifted np. 


12s & 9s. 


him whowas nailed to 
look un - to 


the tree. 


me and be saved. 


Then doubt not thy welcome, since God has declared 
There remaineth no more to be done; 

That once in the end of the world he appeared, 
And completed the work he begun. 


Then take, with rejoicing, from Jesus at once 
The life everlasting he gives ; 

Aud know, with assurance, thou never canst die, 
Since Jesus, thy righteousness, lives, 

There is life for a look at the Crucified One ; 
There is life at this moment for thee; 

Then look, sinner—look unto Him and be saved, 


And know thyself sputless as He. 
Amelia Matilda Hull, 1860. 


A rest to Gevewlh of God. 123 & Os. 
There remaineth a rest for the people of God, 
When their labors and conflicts are past. 
When they who earth's desert have wearily trod, 


Shall reach the bright kingdom at last. 
CHorvs. 
Oh, rest, blessed rest for the people of God! 
Oh, soon may that glory be mine. 
Oh, that rest that remaineth, that Sabbath sublime, 
How our souls for its quietude long, 
Till we see through the sorrows and darkness of time 


That morning of sunshine and song. 
H., 1885. 
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Meditation. 


§Ny Meditation of Bin Shalt be Sweet. 


sels & Ss, 


1439-1440 


sit ae Lewis, i, 18) Arr, H., 1886. 


i 2. 2 


chiefest among ten thousand. 


1439 = Solomon Song v. 10. T1se8s. 


O Thou! in whose presence my soul takes de- 
On whom in affliction I call, [light, 

My comfort by day and my songinthenight, 
My hope, my salvation, my all— 

Oh, why should I wander an alien from thee, 
And ery in the desert for bread ? 

Thy foes willrejoice when my sorrows they see, 
And smile at the tears I have shed. 


Ye daughters of Zion, declare have you seen 
The star that on Israel shone? , 

Say if in your tents my Beloved has been, 
And where with his flocks has he gone? 

This is my Beloved, his form is divine, 
His vestments shed odors around ; 

The locks on his head are as grapes on the vine 
When autumn with plenty is crowned. 

Love sits on his eyelids and scatters delight 
Through all the blessed mansions on high : 

Their faces the cherubim veil in his sight, 
And tremble with fullness of joy. 

His lips as a fountain of righteousness flow 
To water the garden of grace; 

From him their salvation the Gentiles shall 
And bask in the smiles of his face. [know, 


His voice as the sound of the dulcimer sweet, 
Is heard through the shadows of death ; 

The cedars of Lebanon bow at his feet, 
The air is perfumed with his breath. 

He looks, and ten thousands of angels rejoice, 
And myriads wait for his word ; 

He speaks, and eternity filled with his voice 


Re-echoes the praise of the Lord. 
Joseph Swain, ab. 1761-1796. 


= ere 


‘My comfort by day andmy songin the mibghet® My hope, my Fe vation , my fe 
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the little —_— to come. 


1440 a Se |e lls & 8s. 


T think when I read that sweet story of old, 
When Jesus was here among men, 

How he called little children as lambs tohis fold 
Tshould like to have been with them then. 

I wish that his hands had been placed on my head, 
That his arms had been thrown around me, 

And that I might have seen his kind look when 
“Letthe little onescomeuntome.” [hesaid, 


IfJesus were here and would smile on my song, 
When to love him and praise him T tried, 
With sweetest hosannas I'd join in the throng, 
And would press myself close to his side. 
And if they would chide me or send me away, 

f would cling to his sheltering knee, 
And Tdtellthem the words he himself once did 
“Let the little onescomeuntome.” — [say, 


Yet still to his footstool in prayer I may go, 
And ask for his blessing on me; 

And if I thus seek him, his love I shall know, 
And at last I his glory shall see; 

In the city of joy he has gone to prepare 
For all who are washed and forgiven, 

And all the good children shall soon gather 
Forofsuchis the kingdom of heaven. [there, 


Butthousands and thousands who wander and 
Never heard of that heavenly home; __[fall, 

Ishouldlike them to know there is room for them all, 
And that Jesus has bid them to come, 

I long for that blessed and glorious time, 
The fairest, and brightest, and best, 

When the dear little children of every clime, 


Shall crowd to His arms and be blessed. 
Jemima Thompson Luke, 1841, 
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1441 Rest for Your Sonfs. an 
Security. 11, 8, 11, 9, 12, 12 ; ; H., 1879. 


14.4] — Retum unto thy rest, O my soul. gy g 6s,| My soul, should’st thou walk thro’ death’s 
My soul,thou hast fled to thy Saviour for rest, ee eine f os mech 
And found thee a hiding-place there. Thy Shepherd is with thee, his rod and his 


Oh, fold ne hn Pinions, recline on his/ “Shall comfort, protect, and defend. (staff 


And confide in his mercy and care, My soul, if the trumpet of Judgment shall 


‘ _  Cuorvs. To usher the terrible day, [sound 
There is rest for my soul, In peace shalt thou then of the Master be 
Though the billows may roll, found, 


For my Saviour the winds and the waves| ho’ the heav’ns and the earth pass away. 
can control. 
O soul, who art weary, and seekest a rest, 
‘This world hath no refuge for thee, 
Make haste to the Saviour and hide in his 
breast, 
And he thy protector shall be. 
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My soul, all thy burden the Saviour hath 
borne, 
When smitten and nailed to the tree. 
Behold him in agony, mangled and torn, 


O my soul, he hath suffered for thee. H., 1885. 


And the City Was Puyg CGatd. 


12s & 9s. 


eee a a me 


Me nasmienll 
a ey 7 
a 


The city was pure gold. 


1442 Rev. xxi. 18. 128 & 9s. 


There’s a city that looks o’er the valley of death, 
And its glories may never be told, 

There the sun never sets, and the leaves never fade, 
In that beautiful city of gold. 


There the King our Redeemer,ihe Lord whom we love 
Will the faithful with rapture behold; 

There the righteous forever shall shine as the stars, 
In that beautiful city of gold. 


Every soul we have led to the foot of the cross, 
Every lamb we have brought to the fold, 

Will be kept as bright jewels our crown to adorn 
In that beautiful city of gold. 


There sickness and sorrow and death are unknown, 
There glories on glories unfold, 
There the Lamb is the Light in the midst of the throne 


In that beautiful city of gold. 
Unknown. v.4, H., 1856. 


What is our hope and crown? 


1443 1 Thess. ii. 19. 128 & 9s. 


Oh, what is our hope, and our joy, and our crown, 
When life’s fleeting pleasures are o’er? 


When saints with their Lord on his throne shall sit 
down, 


Where the troubles of earth come no more? 
The souls that each saint to the Saviour hath led, 
His crown of rejoicing shall be, 
When honors have faded, and treasures have fled, 
Like the bubbles that float on the sea. 


Farewell, then, to pleasure, to wealth, to renown, 
The honors that pass’in a day ; 

We seek for lost sinners, our joy and our crown, 
Which shall shine when the heavens pass away. 


Security. p. 500. 


1442-1444 


B., 1879, 


The worldling may sneer and our labor despise, 
And mock at our tears and our pain; 
But winners of souls, by the Lord counted wise, 
Shall rejoice when He cometh again. 
CHORUS. . 
For the winners of souls there’s a gladness‘divine ; 
Like the stars in the sky they forever shall shine. 


14.4.4, My soul shall be joyful in the Lord: 195 & 9g, 


Psalm xxxv. 


Be joyful in God! for his merey and grace 
Are offered to you and to me; 

To all who will trust him and look on his face 
His glorious salvation is free. 

He gives us all blessings, he pardons our sin, 
He makes us rejoice in his love; 

And soon shall our feet gladly enter within 
The mansions now waiting above 

Be joyful in God! for in him is our trust, 
His sunlight illumines our day: 

And though we are sinful, and though he is just, 
For pardon heshows us the way. 


The Saviour has died to redeem us from sin; 
Believing in him we may live. 

Knock, knock at the door, and so enter ye in, 
And pardon he freely will give. 


Be joyful in God! for no sorrow nor tears 
Should sadden our upward-turned eye; 

The Saviour has banished our doubts and our fears, 
And soon we shall meet him on high. 


He loves us, he saves us, he seeth us now, 
He heareth our hearts’ humble prayer ; 
And ’twill not be Jong till before him we bow, 


Forevermore under his care. 


Samuel Burnham. cir. 1870? 
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1445 Xuto Bugylrsting Habitations. 


Angel Watchers. 128. & 8s. 


On the north and the east, on th 
From the east and thewest,and the south and the north, To Zion the ransom’d shall come 


Twelve angels stand waiting in robes of the blest, To welcome the weary ones there, 
The weary, the war-worn, the pilgrims of earth, They haste to their heavenly home. 
ae 2 


Oh! when they shall come with their shoutings and songs, May I in their company be! 


| Where pearly gates blaze with the light of our home, And the jasper wall’s radiance I see, 


There angels of light, at each beauti-ful gate, Stand watching and waiting for me. 
And see the fair angels who greet the glad throngs Stand watching and waiting for me. 
oe i 


a ee 
Chorus. pan. Ds. 
r. 3s == a 
=s— 33+ 2 eos —F —¢ == SSeS =— 
Waiting for me, Waiting for me, Watching and waiting for me. 


— 
.« « « =e —— = 2 2 
| OF onancipe 


1445 At the gates twelve angels. 115 4 8g. 


; Vv. xxi. 12. si tag 4 O ye wanderers in mazes of sorrow and fear 
3 Less and less like our home does this wilderness There’s blessing and mercy for you ; 
y 3 


desert of sorrows and fears ; [seem; 
: A f go ae Though earth may be dark and the wilderness drear 
Its joys are departing like meteor’s gleam ; . ? 
. The Saviour can bring you safe through. 
Its loves end in partings and tears. ‘= 
pie ts Sunil O weary and sad one, whose feet cannot rest 
But cheer thee, O pilgrim! thy rest is in view; hate 
THERE AKA the lost th nave Who a pilgrim and strariger must be ; 
J B St 58 8 H . . 
Soe ve 20 reais Lo! angels beside the fair gates of the blest 
And meet with the holy, the pure, and the true, A ars 
ap Stand watching and waiting for thee. 
Where angels stand waiting for thee! H., 1876. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 502 


Oha Baruest is the 


I rey ee 
' ke henthe beams cease to break of the blest Sabbath morn, And Jesus invites theeno more,— 
t 


br td atl 


I2s & 8s. “f 


thesummeris gone, And warnings and prayers shall be 
NR -- -~ 


Jand of the Warld, 1446 


Arr. H., 1878. 


o’er, 
o- ~~ --,. 2 £.» \ 


wef « 


i When the rich gales of mer-cy no 


Sin-ner,how ca 


longer shallblow, The 
= “s- 


nst thou bear the deep wailings of woe, 


e. <<a oats, 


the night of 


1446 128 & 88. 


Whea ihe harvest is past and the summeris gone, 
And warnings and prayers shall be o’er,— 
When the beams cease to break of the blest 
Sabbath morn, 
And Jesus invites thee no more,— 
When the rich gales of mercy no longer shall 
blow, 
The gospel no message declare,— 
Sinner,how canst thou bear the deep wailings 
of woe, 
How suffer the night of despair? 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1881. 


The harvest is past. 
Jer. viii. 20. 


When the holy have gone to the regions 
of peace, 
Those heavenly mansions to prove, 


When their harmony wakes, in the fullness 
of bliss, 
Their song to the Saviour they love,— 


Say, O sinner, that livest at rest and secure, 
Who fearest no trouble to come, 
Can thy spirit the swellings of sorrow endure, 


Or bear the impenitent’s doom? 
Samuel Francis Smith, b. 1808. 
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1447-1450 


Huil to the Brightness. 


1447 0 Meh come 

Hail to the brightness of Zion’s glad morning, 
Joy to the lands that in darkness have lain! 

Hushed be the accents of sorrow and mourning! 
Zion in triumph begins her mild reign. 

Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning, 
Long by the prophets of Israel foretold! 

Hail to the millions from bondage returning! 
Gentiles and Jews the blest vision behold. 


Lo, in the desert rich flowers are springing; 
Streams, ever copious, are gliding along; 

Loud from the mountain tops echoes are ringing, 
Wastes rise in verdure and mingle in song. 

See the dead risen from land and from ocean ! 
Praise to Jehovah ascendeth on high; 

Fallen are the engines of war and commotion! 
Shouts of salvation are rending the sky! 


Thomas Hastings, 1830. 
1448 


Out of an ans pit. 
Psalm xl. 2. 
Strong to redeem is the Lord who hath loved me; 
Mighty to save is the Crucified One; 
He from the shades of despair hath removed me, 
Tell, O my soul, what great things he hath done! 


He from the depths heard the voice of my wailing, 
Saw my distress in the pit and the clay; 

Pitied my struggles and toils unavailing ; 
Lifted me up to the glory of day. 


Safe on the rock hie hath stablished my goings, 
Fixed my foundation immutably strong; 

Wakened my spirit to thankful outflowings, 
Opened my lips to the rapture of song. 


Many shall see where my Saviour hath brought me, 
Rescued by grace and renewed by his word; 

Many shall hear of the blood that hath bought me; 
Many shall fear and shall trust in the Lord. 


11s 10s. 


lis & 10s. 


11s & 10s. 
Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, --_- 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid; 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 


1449 


We have seen his star. 
Matt. ii. 2. 


Cold on his cradle the dewdrops are shining; 

Low lies his head with the beasts of the stall ; 
Angels adore him in slumber reclining, 

Maker and Monarch and Saviour of all. 


Say, shall we yield him, in costly devotion, 
Odors of Edom, and offerings divine, 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine? 


Vainly we offer each ample oblation, 
Vainly with gifts would his favor secure ; 
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration, 
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 


Brightest and best of the sons of the morning. 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thine aid; 
Star of the East, the horizon adorning, 


Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 
Reginald Heber, 1811. 


1450 Rejoice areatly, O Day, 1ls& 10s. 
Daughter of Sion, awake from thy sadness ; 
Awake, for thy foes shall oppress thee no more; 
Bright o’er thy hills dawns the day-star of gladness ; 
Rise, for the night of thy sorrow is o’er, 


Strong were thy foes, but the arm that subdued them, 
And scattered their legions, was mightier far; 


They fled, like the chaff, from the scourge that pur- 
sued them; 


Vain were their steeds and their chariots of war. 
Daughter of Sion, the power that hath saved thee, 

Extolled with the harp and the timbrel should be; 
Shout! for the foe is destroyed that enslaved thee, 


Th’ oppressor is vanquished, and Sion is free. 
Fitzgerald’ 6 Collection, 1830. 
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Go Comfort alf that Mourn, 


lls & 10s. Peculiar. 


Come, Ye Disconsolate. 


f—} 8 te 
= nae 


oe La 


1451-1454 


Samuel Webbe, 1800, 


Bind up the broken-hearted. 


1451 ane brokee: lls& 10s. 


Come, ye disconsolate, where’er ye languish; 
Come to the mercy seat, fervently kneel; [guish; 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your an- 
Earth has no sorrow that heav’n cannot heal. 


Joy of the desolate, light of the straying, 
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure, 
Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying, 
** Earth has no sorrow that heaven cannot cure.” 


Here see the bread of life; see waters flowing 
Forth from the throne of God, pure from above; 
Come to the feast of love; come, ever knowing 
Earth has no sorrow but Heaven can remove, 
V.1,2, Thomas Moore, 1816; v. 3, Thomas Hastings, d. 1872. 


1452 Zmaks, pesce...) 1:19. 408,98: 


Isa. xiv. 7. 

God the All-terrible! King who ordainest 
Thunders thy clarions and lightnings thy sword ; 

Show forth thy pity on high where thou reignest; 
Give to us peace in our time, O Lord. 


God the Omnipotent, mighty Avenger, 
Watching invisible, judging unheard ; 

Doom us not now in the hour of our danger; 
Give to us peace in our time, O Lord. 


God the All-merciful, earth hath forsaken 
Thy ways of blessedness, slighted thy word; 
Bid not thy wrath in its terrors awaken; 
Give to us peace in our time, O Lord. 
God the All-righteous one, man hath defied thee; 
Yet to eternity standeth thy word; 
Falsehood and wrong shall not tarry beside thee; 
Give to us peace in our time, O Lord. 
God the All-pitiful, is it not erying— 
Blood of the guiltless, like water outpoured ? 
Look on the anguish, the sorrow, the sighing ; 
Give to us peace in our time, O Lord. 


| 


God the All-wise, by the fire of thy chastening, 


Earth shall to freedom and truth be restored ; 
Thro’ the thick darkness thy kingdom is hastening; 


Thou wilt give peace in thy time, O Lord: 
Henry Fothergill Chorley, 1834-1872. 


Let us feeratorpiogine boldly. 11s&10s. 

Jesus, the Comforter, bruised and heart-broken, 

Helpless we come to the throne of thy grace ; 
Give in thy tenderness some gracious token ; 

Grant us thy blessing while seeking thy face. 
Thou who on Calvary; pierced and bleeding, 

In thine own body our burdens didst bear, 
Thou who at God’s right hand art interceding, 

Help us to cast upon thee all our care, 
Troubled and tempest-tossed, stricken and wounded, 

Ruined and helpless, we lie at thy feet. 
Saviour compassionate, in love unbounded, 

Let thy rich mercy our miseries meet. 


| Helper of helplessness, low in contrition, 


We would before Thee in penitence bend, 
Hear while we supplicate, grant our petition, 


Bless us and guide us in peace to the end. 
H., 1882. 


1 4 54. O thou a ee = tempest. 11 : 10 
Zion, the desolate; ruined, forsaken; 
Who for thy sins hast passed under the rod ; 
Rise thee and shine! from thy slumbers awaken; 
Lo, thy light cometh, the glory of God. 
Storm-tossed and comfortless, troubled, afflicted, 
God shall restore thee and crown thee with peace; 
He is thy comforter ; mercies predicted, 
Wait for thy sons when thy warfare shall cease. 


Trumpet of Jubilee, waken the sleeping, 
Sound through creation redemption’s glad year ; 
Herald the day of joy, comfort the weeping ; 
Through this wide world let thy glory pppea, 
vy 1885, 
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1455-1458 


Meinon. 


1455 = tenips est court, hatons-nous. 10s. 


2 The time is short O world, thy fleeting pomp, 
Thy lying treasures, and thy foolish joy, 
Shall fade when the archangel sounds his trump, 
And heaven and earth dissolve and pass away. 
3 The time is short, O sad and tearful soul, 
O child of God, a passing stranger here, 
Look up and watch while these swift moments roll, 
Soon, with thy God; thou shalt be freed from fear. 
4 The time is short thy labor to complete, 
Work on, O Christian, soon the day shall end; 
Fight,strive, nor yield tosloth’s enchantments sweet, 
Thy Master comes, prepare to greet thy friend. 


Chants Chretiens. Tr. H., 1879 
The d hich the Lord h 3 
1456 he day w. mich np Le * ath made. 10s. 


Again the day returns of holy rest, 

Which, when He made the world, Jehovah blest; 
When, like His own, He bade our labors cease, 
And all be piety, and all be peace. 


Let us devote this consecrated day 

To learn His will, and all we learn obey; 
So shall He hear, when fervently we raise 
Our choral harmony in hymns of praise. 


Father in heaven! in whom our hopes confide, 
Whose power defends us, and whose precepts guide; 
In life our Guardian, and in death our Friend ; 
Glory supreme be thine, till time shall end. 

William Mason, 1725-1796. 


It is towards evening. 


1457 Luke xxiv. 29. 


Abide with me: fast falls the eventide; 

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide: 
When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, Oh, abide with me. 


10s. 


5 


Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day ; 
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away, 
Change and decay in all around I see; 

Oh, thou who changest not, abide with me. 


T need thy presence every passing hour; 

What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s power? 
Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me. 
I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless: 

Tils have no weight, and tears no bitterness. 

Where is death’s sting? where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if thou abide with me. 


Reveal Thyself before my closing eyes; 

Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies; 

Heaven’s morning breaks, the earth’s vain shadows 

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me, [flee; 
Henry Francis Lyte, ab. 1847. 


¥ d bl 
1458 he Lor ad — — keep thee. 1€s. 


Saviour, again to thy dear name we raise, 

With one accord, our parting hymn of praise; 

We stand to bless thee, ere our worship cease, 

Then, lowly kneeling, wait thy word of peace, 
Grant us thy peace upon our homeward way}; 

With thee began, with thee shall end the day; 
Guard thou the lips from sin, the hearts from shame, 
That in this house have called upon thy name. 
Grant us thy peace, Lord, through the coming nigh‘, 
Turn thou for us its darkness into light; 

From harm and danger keep thy children free, 

For dark and light are both alike to thee. 


Grant us thy peace throughout our earthly life, 
Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in strife; 
Then, when thy voice shall bid our conflict cease, 
Call us, O Lord, to thine eternal peace. 

08 John Ellerton, 1870, 


Praise ts Gomely for thy Apnight. 


Francis Joseph Haydn, cir. 1770. 


1459-1463 


1 Ye servants of God, your Master pda” Ant coe abroad his wonderful namo; The namo all-victorious of Jesus extol ; 


His king 


His kingdom ruleth over all. 
Psalm ciii. 19. 


1459 
2 God ruleth on high, almighty to save; 

And still he is nigh, his presence we have; 
The great congregation his triumph shall sing, 
Ascribing salvation to Jesus our King. 


3 Salvation to God, who sits on the throne, 

Let all cry aloud, and honor the Son; 

The praises of Jesus the angels proclaim, 

Fall down on their faces and worship the Lamb. 


4 Then let us adore, and give Him his right, 
All glory, and power, and wisdom, and might; 
All honor and blessing, with angels above, 


And thanks never-ceasing for infinite love. 
Charles Wesley, ab. 1744. 


Thou art clothed with honor. 


1460 Psalm crv. 1. 10s, 11s. 


Oh, worship the King, all glorious above; 

Oh, gratefully sing his power and his love; 
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days, 
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with praise. 


The earth with its store of wonders untold, 
Almighty, thy power hath founded of old, 
Hath stablished it fast by a changless decree, 
And round it hath cast, like a mantle, the sea. 


Oh, tell of His might, oh, sing of his grace, 

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy, space ; 

His chariots of wrath the deep thunder-clouds form, 
And dark is his path on the wings of the storm! 


Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite, 

It breathes in the air, it shines in the light, 

It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distills in the dew and the rain. 


Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 
In Thee do we trust, nor find thee to fail; 
Thy mercies how tender, how firm to the end, 
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend! 


Oh, measureless might! ineffable love! 

While angels delight to hymn Thee above, 

The humbler creation, though feeble their lays, 
With true adoration shall lisp to thy praise. 


Robert Grant, 1839. 
Providence. p. 509. 
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om is glorious, and rules over all. 
| 


- isi 


146] Litre Se ee beer hare 


Oh, praise ye the Lord with heart and with voice; 
His mercies record, and round him rejoice. _ 

Ye children of Zion, your Saviour adore!” 

And learn to rely on his grace evermore. 

Repose on His arm, ye sheep of his fold, 

What terror can harm, with him to uphold? 

His saints are his treasure, their peace will he seek, 
And pour without measure his gifts on the meek. 


Go on in His might, ye men of the Lord, 

His word be your light, his promise your sword; 
The King of salvation your foes will subdue, 
And their degradation bring & glory to you. 


enry Francis Lyte, 1834. 
1462 Psalm xevi. 1. 10s, 11s. 
Prepare a new song, Jehovah to praise, 


Amidst the full throng, his honors to raise. 

O Israel, forever thy Maker adore, 

Exult in thy Saviour, thy King evermore! 

Encircling His throne with sacred delight, 

Let Jesus alone your praises invite; 

Your voices combiuing touch every sweet string, 

Tn harmony joining, the Saviour to sing! 

Ye saints of the Lord; as round Him ye stand, 

His two-edged sword, his word in your hand,— 

To sound his high praises your voices employ! 

To victory he raises, and crowns you with joy. 

In vengeance he comes; the nations draw near ; 

His throne he resumes; his judgments appear ; 

There kings shall adore him, nor princes rebel, 

And sinners before him sink trembling to hell. 

Then,raised from the dust, His church shall proclaim, 

Thy judgments are just, and faithful thy name. 

This honor forever his saints shall attend, 

Let praise to the Saviour in triumph ascend! 
lory to the Lord. 


illiam Goode, 1811. 
1463 er. xiii. 16. 


10s, 11s. 
Give glory to God, ye children of men, 
And publish abroad, again and again, 
The Son’s glorious merit, the Father’s free grace, 


The gift of the Spirit to Adam’s lost race. 
Joseph Hart, 1762. 


Begone, Unbelief. p. 508. 


Sing unto the Lord a new song. 


Give 


1464-1465 hyip 


1 464 Casting all bt ae CS pen Him. 


Begone, unbelief, my mete is near, 
And for my relief will surely appear ; 
By prayer let me wrestle, and He will perform ; 
With Christ in the vessel, I smile at the storm. 


Though dark be my way, since He is my guide, 
’Tis mine to obey, ’tis His to provide; 

Though cisterns be broken, and creatures all fail, 
The word He has spoken shall surely prevail. 


His love in time past forbids me to think 
He'll leave me at last in trouble to sink ; 
Each sweet Iibenezer I have in review, 


Confirms His good pleasure to help me quite through, 


Determined to save, He watched o’er my path, 
When, Satan’s blind slave, I sported with death; 
And can He have taught me to trust in His name, 
And thus far have brought me to put me to shame? 


Why should I complain of want or distress, 
Temptation or pain? He told me no less; 

The heirs of salvation, I know from His word, 
Through much tribulation must follow their Lord. 


How bitter that cup no heart can conceive, 

Which he drank quite up, that sinners might live! 
His way was much rougher and darker than mine; 
Did Christ, my Lord, suffer, and shall I repine ? 


Rv Permission. 


10, 11. 


508 Lyons. p.507. 


at the storm. 
LO 


Since all that I meet shall work for my good, © > 

The bitter is sweet, the med'cine is food; 

Though painful at present t’ will cease before long, 

And then, oh how pleasant the conqueror’s song! 
John Newton, 1779. 


The coming of the Lard draweth nigh. 
1465 10,11. 


James v. 
Ye servants of God, ttaetabtes him near, 
Who bought you with blood, shall quickly appear, 
In love's latest season, ye sinners awake, 
For Jesus has risen the kingdoms to shake. 


Redemption is come, Jehovah descends, 

His haters to doom, and honor his friends. 
The world He is waking from sinful repose ; 
In battles of shaking He fights with his foes. 


Fire, vapor and storm accomplish his word, 

And earthquakes perform the charge of their Lord; 
The pride of the nations He terribly spurns, 
Earth's steadfast foundations and cities o’erturns. 


But Jesus’ throne immovable stands, 
The elements own Almighty commands; 
The ruin of nature doth awfully bring 
Her second Creator, her absolute King. 


Come, Saviour, arrayed with glory and power, 
The world thou hast made destroy and restore; 
That all the new heaven and earth may proclaim, 


“ The kingdom is given to Jesus the Lamb,” 
Charles waaay, ab. Sues 


Stet Rin That is Athirst, Conte. 


10s, 11s. 


Providence. 


1466-1468 


Jeremiah Ingalls, 1805, Arr. Hi; 1883. 


ie: erage sks, Leas 
one thing secures us, whatever betide, The Scripture assures us the Lord will provide, 


Jehovah-jireh. 
Gen, xxii. 14. 


Though troubles assail and dangers affright, 
Though friends should all fail, and foes all unite, 
Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide, 

The Scripture assures us the Lord will provide. 


1466 10s & lls. 


The birds without barn or storehouse are fed, 

From them let us learn to trust for our bread; 
His saints what is fitting shall ne’er be denied, 
So long as it’s written the Lord will provide, 


We may, like the ships, by tempests be tossed, 
On perilous deeps, but cannot be lost; 
Though Satan enrages the wind and the tide, 
The promise engages the Lord will provide. 


His call we obey, like Abraham of old, 

Not knowing the way, but faith makes us bold: 

For though we are strangers, we have a good Guide, 
And trust in all dangers the Lord will provide. 


When Satan appears to stop up the path, 

And fills us with fears, we triumph by faith; 

He cannot take from us, though oft he has tried, 
This heart-cheering promise, the Lord will provide. 


He tells us we’re weak, our hope is in vain, 

The good that we seek we ne’er shall obtain; 

But when such suggestions our spirits haye plied, 
This answers all questions, the Lord will provide. 


No strength of our own or goodness we claim ; 

Yet since we have known the Sayiour’s great name; 
In this our strong Tower for safety we hide,— 

The Lord is our power, the Lord will provide. 
When time sinks apace, and land heaves in view, 
This word of his grace shall guide us safe through; 
Not fearing, nor doubting, with Christ on our side, 


We hope to rise shouting, the Lord will provide. 
John Newton, 1779. 


By permission. 


1467 A well eens W108 1 1s. 
Oh, all that pass by, to Jesus draw near; : 


| He utters a ery, ye sinners give ear ! 


From hell to retrieve you, He spreads out his hands 
Now, now to receive you, he graciously stands, 


If any man thirst, and happy would be, rn 
The yilest and worst may come unto Me; 

May drink of my Spirit—excepted is none— 

Lay claim to my merit, and take for his own. _ 
Whoever receives the life-giving Word, 

In Jesus believes, his God and his Lord, 

In hin a pure river of life shall arise, 

Shall, in the believer, spring up to the skies. 


My God and my Lord! Thy call I obey; 
My soul on thy word of promise I stay: 
Thy kind invitation I gladly embrace, 


Athirst for salvation, salvation by grace. 
Wesley, ab. 1741, 


Praise the name of the Lord. 
Psalm exiii. 1. 


1468 10s, 11s. 


Oh, praise ye the Lord, prepare your glad voice 
His praise in the great assembly to sing: 

In our great Creator let Israel rejoice, 

And children of Zion be glad in their King. 


Let all who adore Jehovah, our Lord, 

With heart and with tongue his praises express: 
Who always takes pleasure his saints. to reward, 
And with his salvation the humble to bless. 


With glory adorned his people shall sing 
To God, who their heads with safety doth shield, 
Such honor and triumph his favor doth bring: 


Oh, therefore, forever all praise to him yield. 
- Tate and Brady, ab. 1696. 
Begone Unbelief. p. 508, 
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1469-1470 


Pilgrimage. 
“a 


pil - grim 


Let us go forth unto him. 
Heb. xiii. 13. 


1469 


‘** Let us go forth!’”’ and leave the world behind us, 
And meet the perils of the pilgrim way: 

Where Jesus walked let mocking scoffers find us, 
Still hastening onward, as they bid us stay. 


“Let us go forth!” and tell the same sweet story, 
How Christ for us a helpless babe became; 

Point to the dying Lamb, the Lord of glory, 
Strong in the might that lives in Jesus’ name. 


‘Let us go forth!’? The pilgrim and the stranger 
Owns not the earth his weary foot must tread; 

God’s sinless Son, once pillowed in the manger, 
Had not below whereon to rest his head. 


‘Let us go forth!’? Where Jesus walked before us, 
Unmoved by praise or censure’s fleeting breath; 
God’s eye of love is fondly watching o’er us, 
The arms eternal stretching underneath. 


‘*Let us go forth!” Without the camp there liveth 
The strength of Israel. Ye of heavenly birth, 
Bask in the smile the loving Master giveth 
To them that follow him, ‘‘ Let us go forth!’’ 


Anna Shipton, cir. 1865. 


By permission. 


lis« 10s.| 1470 


let 


way: Where Je - sus walked 


Who shall teus? 7 1. ; 
ee Tipe ee 


Rock of my strength! to thee my soul is clinging, 
Assailed by doubt, beset by care and fear; 
Smiling through tears, and in my sorrow singing, 
I hear thy welcome voice, ** Be of good cheer.” 
What though my foes break out in bitter taunting, 
What tho’ their curses crown my humbled head? 
Yet, while their insults they at me are flaunting, 
Jesus stands near, and says, “Be not afraid.’’ 


Who shall divide me from that deep affection 
Felt by the loving Father for his own? 

Who shall disturb me under his protection, 
Resting in God, and trusting him alone? 


If God be for me, who can be against me ? 
Who shall condemn, if he my soul approve ? 
Since Christ in heaven makes intercession for me, 
How can I doubt the fullness of his love ? 
Not all the angel hosts that have existence, 
Not all the powers of darkness and of death, 
Not lapse of ages nor the bounds of distance, 
Can pluck me from the resting-place of faith. 
Not pain or trouble, sorrow or affliction, 
Famine or peril, nakedness or sword, 
Can rob me of that heavenly benediction, 


The love of God in Jesus Christ my Lord. 
H., 1867 


510 Shadow. p.514. 


Xt is Ninh Dims Ga Awake. 


1471 


Hear ye the call, who bear life’s weary burden, 
Ye who with woes and sorrows are oppressed. 

Jesus invites you to find peace and pardon: 
“Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.” 


I will give you rest. 
Matt. a 28. 


Laden with sins, with labors, toils and troubles, 
By the rude world unpitied and unblessed, 

Why chase its phantoms, frail as painted bubbles? 
“*Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.”’ 


Take ye my yoke, and learn my gracious lesson, 
They who are taught of me are truly blessed; 

- Ruled by my will, they shall receive my blessing, 

** Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.” 


Wide as the world repeat this invitation; 
Call all the weary ones from east to west; 
Find in my mercy comfort and salvation, 


“*Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.” 
H., 1885. 


Bringing his sheaves. 
Psalm exxvi, 6. 


1472 


He who goes forth in sadness and in weeping, 
And by all waters seeds of blessing leaves, 

Sowing in hope, and still his courage keeping, 
Shall come rejoicing, bringing home his sheaves. 


Earth’s toil shall end, its sighing and its sorrow 
Shall vanish in the glory soon to come. 

Then shail the sower hail that glorious morrow, 
While angel reapers shout the harvest home. 


Then let us not be weary in well-doing, 
If we faint not our reaping day shall dawn. 
Onward we press, though faint yet still pursuing, 
O harvest day, when shall we hail thy morn? 


Night hath its tears, its shadows and its sadness ; 
Weeping endures until the day shall spring; 


Then comes the morn, the harvest with its gladness, 


. Hailit, ye saints, with joy awake and sing. 
H., 1885, 


Even so, come, cat Jesus. 
ee eat. lis & 10s. 


1473 


“Behold, I come.’’ My soul, attend the warning. 
Blessed are those who always watch and pray. 

Whether He come at midnight or at morning, 
Only the Master knows how blessed are they. 


Lord Jesus, come: in sorrow and affliction 
Thy waiting saints for thine appearing long. 


Come forth, great Priest, and speak thy benediction ; 


And wake our hearts to everlasting song. 
H., 1885. 


Sing, Sing and Pray. p. 512. 


lls & 10s. 


lis & 10s. 


1471-1476 


The yest pf ps my redeemed. lls« 10s. 


1474 


Roll on, old year, thy scenes are almost ended; 
Numbered tliy days, thy moments well-nigh told; 

Hope is deferred, and faith with anguish blended ; 
Yea, even love grows faint and waxes cold. 


How long shall earth, with groans her needs con- 


fessing, 
Travail in Panguish, while deliverance waits ? 


Oh, when shall dawn that year of endless blessing, 
When angels shall fling wide the heavenly gates? 


O lingering time, with tardy pace unsealing 
Sorrows and joys, and smiles that fade in tears; 

Haste on the hour that comes, all bliss revealing, 
In fadeless glory through eternal years. 


Faint not, worn heart! nor count delay as slackness, 
While God’s long-suffering waits through ages dark; 
Call to the world beneath the gathering blackness, 


Speed to your liefuge! hasten to the Ark! 
H., 1875. 


The night is far spent. 
Rom. xiii. 12. 


1475 llsa@ 10s. 


Brothers, awake! It is no time for sleeping; 
Let not the dawn a slumbering church surprise; 
Night is far spent, the night of woe and weeping; 
Soon shall the dawn illume the eastern skies. 


Lo, dusky faces turn to greet the morning, 
And pleading hands are outstretched to the sky; 
Hark! through the desert sounds the joyful warning, 
Prepare the way; behold, the King draws nigh. 


Brothers, awake! The fig-tree’s leaflets tender 
Tell how the summer comes to bless the land; 
So lift your heads to hail the coming splendor; 


Know that God’s kingdom now is nigh af hand. 
H., 1885. 


Oh, sing unto the Lord. 
Psalm xeviii. 1. 


1476 11s & 10s. 


Sing to the Lord, the rock of our salvation. 

Pour the sweet strain like balm on souls distressed ; 
Sing in a world of tears and desolation, 

Sing to the Lord, who gives the weary rest, 


Sound the high praise of Him who bore your sorrow! 
Tell of his anguish on the cross of pain; 

Sing of the glory of the endless morrow, 
When he in majesty shall come to reign, 


Sing through the day in strains of joy and gladness, 
Bathed in the sunshine, filled with heavenly light, 
Sing ’mid the shades of sorrow and of sadness, 


Sing, for thy Maker giveth songs at night. 
ing, ¥ 8 s s HL, 1883, 
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1477-1478 
Sing, Sing and Pray. 


Sing, sing and pray, e- ter- ni-ty isdawnin 


Ye who have mo 


w and in sadness, Exiles and captives in a land of tears 


- we. a: 


The day is at hand. 


1477 Rom. xiii. 12. 11s. & 10s: 


Sing, sing and pray, eternity is dawning ; 
Sing, sing and pray, the day of joy is nigh; 

Lift up your hearts to hail the holy morning; 
Sing till your Lord shall call you to the sky. 


Ye who have mourned in sorrow and in sadness, 
Exiles and captives in a land of tears; 

Down from the willows take your harps of gladness, 
Lift up a song, and chase away your fears. 


Sing of His love, who on the cross hung bleeding; 
Sing how he rose and triumphed o’er the tomb; 
Sing how in heaven he now is interceding ; 
Sing how in glory he shall quickly come, 


Soon shall the ransomed, from afar returning, 
Gather and sing their songs in Zion’s height ; 


Sorrow shall flee, while tears and sighs and mourning 


Vanish like shadows, in heaven’s cloudless light. 
Copyright, H. Li. Hastings, 1886. 


Come thou with us, 0 wanderer lone and weary, 
For God has spoken good of Israel ; 
Journey to Zion through the desert dreary, 
Then with the ransomed thou the song shalt swell. 
Thine eyes shall see the King in all his beauty, 
Thou shalt behold the bright celestial land, 
Join with the blest in every thankful duty, 
And with the ransomed host on Zion stand. 
H., 1883. 
1478 RT ee Lise ee 
Not unto us, but to thy name give glory 
Lord, for thy mercy and thy truth revealed; 
Let thy redeemed tell forth the joyful story 
Of the great love of Israel’s Strength and Shield. 


He hath been mindful of us,—he will bless us; 
Ye that fear God, oh, trust him and adore ;— 
Strength of the weak, our help when foes distress us; 
Bless ye the Lord henceforth and evermore, 


“y * 


512 Rex Sanctorum. p. 229. 


Shy Huguing and the Morning, 


1479 Genesis igs 108% 


Now when the dusky shades of night, retreating 
Before the sun’s red banner, swiftly flee; 

Now when the terrors of the dark are fleeting, 
O Lord, we lift our thankful hearts to thee,— 


To thee whdse word, the fount of life unsealing, 
When hill and dale in thickest darkness lay, 
Awoke bright rays across the dim earth stealing, 

And bade the eve and morn complete the day. 


Look from the tower of heaven and send to cheer us, 
Thy light and truth to guide us onward still ; 
Still let thy mercy as of old be near us, 
And lead us safely to thy holy hill. 


So when that morn of endless light is waking, 
And shades of evil from its splendors flee, 
Safe may we rise, the earth’s dark breast forsaking, 
Through all the long bright day to dwell with thee, 
Gregory, 544-604. Tr. Unknown. 


1480 = Atevening Fant aha pe lent 1 18,108, 


Day is far spent, the shadows lengthen round us, 
Bright shine the gates of sunset on our sight, 
Break, one by one, the tender ties that bound us, 

Yet to our souls at evening there is light. 


Long tossed by waves, by tempests beat and broken, 
Fair sleeps our port beneath the sunset blest; 
Calmly we glide to realms of peace unspoken, 
In the bright haven of eternal rest. 


Breezes of balm blow from those shores immortal, 
Soft sleep the billows in the radiance fair. 
Angelic forms beside each heavenly portal, 
Wait to receive, and bid us welcome, there. 
No foeman’s oar shall vex those placid waters, 
No gallant ship shall ever pass thereby ; 
No parting friends, or weeping sons and daughters, 
Shall breathe their sighs beneath thatcloudless sky. 
Hushed is the jar of earth’s discordant noises, 
Blest is the silence, holy is the calm; 
While from the shore sound pure immortal voices, 
Chanting sweet snatches of an angel’s psalm, 


Farewell to earth, its sorrow, and its gladness; 
Tts clouds and gloom are fading from my sight; 
Welcome the shores that know no tears nor sadness; 
The day declines; at evening there is light. 


1481 Pee eens oT Os, 


Soon o’er the hilltops of eternal gladness, 
Shall dawn the brightness of perpetual day; 

Soon like a dream shall pass earth’s shades and 
Sorrow and sighing then shall flee away. (sadness, 


1479-1483 


From distant lands the ransomed hosts returning, 
Gathered from earth, and rescued from the tomb; 

Shall lift their praise, like clouds of incense burning, 
In tho glad brightness of their heavenly home. 


Tearful amid earth’s years of lamentation [waits 
Christ’s watching bride still hopes and prays and 
For that glad day of full complete salvation, 
When she shall pass the bright eternal gates. 


Sojourners here, by envious foes surrounded, 
Earth yields no rest, no refuge and no home; 

Yet those who trust shall never be confounded ; 
Calmly they wait, and pray ‘‘ Thy kingdom ee 


1482 They vig ta pega e morning. 


17; 10; 


Weary with watching, worn and full of sorrow, 

Our aching hearts look forth with yearning sighs, 
For some fair star to herald in the morrow 

Some omen bright of the glad morn to rise. 


Our anxious hearts anticipate the dawning 
Which breaks in glory on death’s dismal night, 

We catch the foregleams of eternal morning, 
The day of bliss, of gladness, peace, and light. 


Look up, ye saints, let joy light up your sadness, 
Let no sad doubt oppress you with its pain. 

Jesus has risen to give you strength and gladness, 
Through him the dead shall surely live again. 


Beyond earth’s trouble, pain, and imperfection, 
Beyond time’s sorrow, darkness, clouds, and gloom 
Breaks forth the glorious morn of resurrection, 
Foretold by Jesus and his open tomb. 
H, 1887. 
I know my sheep. 


1483 John x. 14. lls & 10s. 


Thou knowest, Lord, the weariness and sorrow 
Of the sad heart that comes to Thee for rest; 

Cares of to-day and burdens of to-morrow, 
Blessings desired, and sins to be confessed. 


Thou knowest all the past,—how long and blindly 
On the dark mountains the lost wanderer strayed; 

How the Good Shepherd followed, and how kindly 
He bore it home, upon his shoulders laid. 


Thou knowest all, each trial, each temptation, 
Each toilsome duty, each foreboding fear, 
Hope’s sunny days, dark nights of tribulation ; 
Each parting pang, each trial and each tear. 


Therefore I come, Thy gentle call obeying, 
And lay my sins and sorrows at thy feet, 
On everlasting strength my weakness staying, 


din thy robe of righteousness, complete, 
pe bef F Unknown, ab. ale 1870? 


513 pilgrimage. p. 510 


14841487 Biessgd arq Ghey Ghat Mourn. 


Shadow. 


Seeking for comfort from your heav’nly Father,Come unto Me, and I 


; It i ll. 
1484 Metrety i ney et 11se10s. | 1486 aKingsiv.28.  118&10s. 
2 Ye who have mourned when the spring flowers | Yes, it is well; though shades around us gather; 
were taken, Though friends depart, and earthly hopes decay,— 


When the ripe fruit fell richly to the ground, 
When the loved slept, in endless life to waken, 
Where their fair brows with glory shall be crown’ d. 


Still will we trust our gracious heavenly Father; 
Still He who loves us is with us alway. 

Bar Graeantital> baron Why should we still in doubt and sorrow languish, 

3 Large are the mansions in thy Father save! mB, Mourning for those who from our sight have fled? 
Glad are the homes that sorrows never dim; Heav’n pours its balm on hearts that bleed in anguish; 


Sweet are the harps in holy music swelling, Hope biveitid thamndrtal's or the eflent earl’ 


Soft are the tones which raise the heavenly hymn. . 
Beaten by storms, by windy tempests broken, 


4 There like an Bap blossoming in prone fond We for‘ottr haven look with longtiig’eye ; 
Bloom the fair mae rs the earth too hee y pressed, | q),, dly we hail each omfort-bringing tokén 
Come unto Me, all ye who droop in sadness, Of land AHGGS, WEEE bbolniy ant'adrbies hel 


Come unto Me, and I will give you rest, _ 
Urs. C. H. Esting, 1839. —| Softly the gales breathe from the land immortal ; 


1485 T will giv you rest. J1s@ 108s. Bright beam the holy throngs that sing and shine; 
Kasimnalesaincs . Lo, angel guards stand at each pearly portal, 
Come, O my soul, with many burdens weary, To bid us welcome to those joys divine. 


Pressed down with woes and sorrows borne alone ; 
Toil-worn with travel, in a desert dreary, 
Come, bring thy burdens to thy Saviour’s throne. 


There may we meet, beyond earth’s scenes of sadness, 
Meet with the loved, the cherished and the lost; 
There in the realms of sunlight and of gladness, 


Cast all thy care, thy trouble and thy sorrow, Dwell with the blest, no more by tempest tossed. 

Upon the arm of Christ, the great and strong; H., 1885. 
Fear naught to-day—trust Jesus for to-morrow; 

Lean on his arm through all thy journey long. 1487 use bead ey ee lis & 10s. 
He shall sustain thee—yes, for thee he careth, O Friend divine, when from our loved ones parted, 

O wearied one! on this sweet word repose ; Where can the stricken fly, but to thy breast ? 
Cast upon him each care thy spirit beareth, Thou, thou alone, canst heal the broken-hearted, 

He shall support thee till thy journey close. Thou, thou, alone canst give the weary rest. 
He that believeth, into rest doth enter, Thou who hast balm to heal all earthly sadness, 

Though still he bear the burden or the rod; With thine own peace the weary-hearted bless; 
And then for him who thus on Christ doth venture, | Pour on each stricken soul the oil of gladness, 

A rest remains, with all the saints of God. Comfort the sad, and give the weary rest. 

H., 1869. H., 1885. 


Copyright, H. L Hastings, 1886. 514 Sing, Sing and Pray. p, 512. 


Wet a With; While. 


lls. & 10s. 


Oh | for the peace which floweth as a 


1488-1490 


M. Adeline Tiffany, 1879. 
N 


What is this that he saith, little while?) 1.10 
John xvi. 17. ? zi 


148 
Oh, for the peace which floweth as a river, 
Making life’s desert places bloom and smile. 
Oh, for the faith to grasp heayen’s bright “‘forever,”’ 
Amid the shadows of earth’s ‘ little while.” 


‘A little while” for patient vigil keeping, 
To face the stern, to wrestle with the strong; 

‘* A little while’’ to sow the seed with weeping, 
Then bind the sheaves, and sing the harvest song. 


** 4 little while ” to wear the robe of sadness, 
To toil with weary step through miry ways, 
Then to pour forth the fragrant oil of gladness, 

And clasp the girdle round the robe of praise. 


“A little while’? "midst shadow and illusion, 

To strive, by faith, love’s mysteries to spell ; 
Then read each dark enigma’s bright solution, 

Then hail sight’s verdict, ‘He doth all things well.’’ 


«A little while’’ the earthen pitcher taking 
To wayside brooks, from far-off fountains fed ; 
Then the cool lip its thirst forever slaking 
Beside the fullness of the fountain head. 


‘+ 4 little while’? to keep the oil from failing ; 
‘© A little while” faith’s flickering lamp to trim; 
And then the Bridegroom’s coming footsteps hailing, 
To haste to meet him with the bridal hymn. 


And He who is himself the gift and giver, 
The future glory and the present smile, 
With the bright promise of the glad “‘ forever,”’ 


will light the shadows of the “ little while.” 
Mrs. Jane Fox Crewdson, 1808-1863. 
Pilgrimage. p. 374. 


By Permission. 


Draw nigh to God. 


1489 James iv. 8. 11s & 10s. 


Father, in thy mysterious presence kneeling, 

Fain would our souls feel all thy kindling love; 
For we are weak and need some deep revealing 

Of Trust, and Strength, and Calmness from above. 


Lord, we have wandered forth thro’ doubt and sorrow, 
And thou hast made each step an onward one, 

And we will ever trust each unknown morrow,— 
Thou wilt sustain us till its work is done. 


In the heart’s depths a peace serene and holy 
Abides; and when pain seems to have her will, 

Ov we despair, oh, may that peace rise slowly, 
Stronger than agony, and we be still. 


Now, Father, now, in thy dear presence kneeling, 
Our spirits yearn to feel thy kindling love ; 
Now make us strong; we need thy deep revealing 
Of Trust, and Strength, and Calmness [rom above. 
Samuel Johnson, 1864. 


Him will I confess. 


1490 Matt. x. 32. 11s & 10s. 


‘Stand up for Jesus,’’ tho’ his foes surround thee, 
And seek to dim the luster of his name; 

Oh, let his light and love beam all around thee, 
A pure, a radiant, and a quenchless flame. 


Stand up for Jesus,”’ ’mid earth’s rude commotion, 
Think not of comfort, joy, or worldly ease— 

Stand like the storm-washed Pharos by the ocean, 
Guiding the mariner to realms of peace. 


‘Stand up for Jesus ’’—Let the worldling pity 
The cross, we bear, the weary path we tread ;— 
Soon shall we meet in yon celestial city, 
And stand with Christ with crowns upon each head. 
H., ab. 1858. 


515 Rex Sanctorum. p. 229. 


1491-1493 


Expostulation. 


—, 


Oh, turn ye, ob, turn ye, tor why will ye die, When God ‘n great mercy is coming so nigh ? 


1491 


Why will ye die? 
Ezek. xviii, 31. 

2 How vain the delusion that while you delay 

Your hearts may grow better by staying away ; 

Come wretched, come starving, come just as you be, 


While streams of salvation are flowing so free. 


lls. 


3 And now Christ is ready your souls to receive; 
Oh, how can you question, if you will believe ? 

If sin is your burden, why will you not come? 

’Tis you He bids welcome; He bids you come home. 


4 Why will you be starving and feeding on air? 
There’s mercy in Jesus, enough and to spare; 

If still you are doubting, make trial and see, 

And prove that his mercy is boundless and free. 

5 Come, give us your hand,and the Saviour your heart 
And trusting in heaven, we never shall part; 

Oh, how can we leave you? why will you not come? 
We'll journey together, and soon be at home. 


Josiah Hopkins, 1830. 
1492 11s. 


Why sleep ye, my brethren? come, let us arise; 
Oh, why should we slumber in sight of the prize? 
Salvation is nearer, our day is far spent, 

Oh, let us be active, awake, and repent ! 


It is high time to awake. 
Rom. xiii. 11. 


Oh, how can we slumber? the Master will come, 
He's calling on sinners to seek them a home; 
The Spirit and bride now in concert unite, 

The weary they welcome, the careless invite. 


Oh, how can we slumber? ye sinners look round, 
Before the last trumpet your heart shall confound ; 
Oh, fly to the Saviour! he calls you to-day ; 


While mercy is waiting, oh, make no delay! 
Josiah Hopkins, ab. 1831. 
Charity. p. 523. 


516 


Over the brook Cedron. 
John xviii. 1. 


1493 11s. 


Thou soft flowing Kedron, by thy silver streams 
Our Saviour at midnight when moonlight’s pale beams 
Shone bright on thy waters, would frequently stray 
And lose, in thy murmurs, the toils of the day. 


How damp were the vapors that fell on his head ! 
How hard was his pillow, how humble his bed! 
The angels, astonished, grew sad at the sight, 
And followed their Master with solemn delight. 


O Garden of Olivet, dear, honored spot! 

The fame of thy wonders shall ne’er be forgot; 
The theme most transporting to seraphs above ; 
The triumph of sorrow, the triumph of love. 


Come, saints, let us join in the praise of the Lamb, 
The theme most sublime of the angels above ; 
They dwell with delight on the sound of his name, 
And gaze on his glories with wonder and love. 


Behold to what honors the Saviour is raised; 

He sits on the throne, and he rules over all ; 

By man once rejected, by seraphs now praised ; 
While pow'rs and dominions, Him worshiping, fall. 


They worship the Lamb who for sinners was slain; 
But their loftiest songs never equal his love; 

The claims of his mercy will ever remain, 
Transcending the anthems in glory above. 


Yet even our service he will not despise, 

When we join in his worship and tell of his name; 

Then let us unite in the song of the skies, 

And trusting his mercy, sing, ‘‘ Worthy the Lamb.”’ 
Maria de Fleury, 1791. 

Gethsemane. p. 521. 


Frisungrs of Bowe. 


1494 11s. 


O wanderer, where art thou? the voice of thy God 
es ee each dark pathway thy footste shave 


He calleth, “‘Where art thou? say, why dost thou flee? 
Hath sin made thee fearful,and driven thee from me?’ 


Where art thou, who seekest in pleasure thy fill? 
That cup is but poison, it surely will kill: 
Enchanted by passion, by honor or gold, 

Alas, for one morsel thy birthright is sold. 


O Christian, where artthou? Hast thou gone astray? 
Say, hast thou grown weary, so long is the way? 
The blood of the Lamb hath been dashed on thy door, 
Oh, hast thou turned back into Egypt once more? 


Whereart thou? where artthou? O dost thou not hear 

The voice of the Shepherd that falls on thine ear? 

Lo, wearied, and piercéd, the lost he doth seek, 

Say, shall he now find thee, poor wandering sheep? 
O thou afflicted! 


H., 1880. 
1495 Isa. liv. 11. 


Tis. 
O Zion, afflicted with wave upon wave, 
Whom no man can comfort, whom no man can save, 
With darkness surrounded, by terrors dismayed, 
In toiling and rowing thy strength is decayed. 


Where art thou ? 
Gen. iii. 9. 


Loud roaring, the billows now nigh overwhelm, 
But skillful’s the Pilot who sits at the helm; 

His wisdom conducts thee, his pow’r thee defends, 
In safety and quiet thy warfare He ends. 


“O fearful! O faithless!’ In mercy He cries, 

**My promise, my truth, are they light in thine eyes? 
Still, still I am with thee, my promise shall stand, 
Through tempest and tossing I’ll bring thee to land. 


“ Forget thee I will not, I cannot, thy name 
Engraved on my heart doth forever remain; 
The palms of my hands whilst I look on I see 
The wounds I receivéd when suffering for thee. 


*<T feel at my heart all thy sighs and thy groans, 
For thou art most near me, my flesh and my bones, 
In all thy distresses thy Head feels the pain, 

Yet all are most needful, not one is in vain. 


‘¢ Then trust me and fear not; thy life is secure ; 
My wisdom is perfect, supreme is my power ; 

In love I correct thee, thy soul to refine, 

To make thee at length in my likeness to shine. 


‘The foolish, the fearful, the weak are my care, 
The helpless, the hopeless, I hear their sad prayer ; 
From all their afflictions my glory shall spring, 


And the deeper their sorrows,the louder they'll sing.” 
James Grant, 1784. 


Portuguese Hymn. p. 525. 


1494-1498 


Turn you to the stronghold. 


1496 za to Aa: 11s. 


Oh, turn to the stronghold, ye prisoners of hope, 
Who in the dark dungeons of sorrow do grope, 

For Christ your Redeemer, your Saviour, and God, 
Hath purchased your pardon with anguish and blood. 


From th’ horrible pit with its mire and its clay, 
He bids you come forth to the glory of day; 
Awake, thou that sleepest, arise from the dead, 
And light from the Lord on thy soul shall be shed. 
Why longer will ye in the prison-house stay? 
From the pit without water he calls you away} 
He breaks every fetter, he brings liberty, 

By the blood of his cov’nant he bids you be free. 


Oh, turn to the stronghold, your foes are at hand; 

Your sojourn is still in an enemies land; 

Ch, hide, lest in fury they swallow you up; 

Oh, turn to the stronghold, ye prisoners of hope. 

The Lord is your refuge, your strength,and your tow’r, 

He saveth from death by his wisdom and power; 

He helpeth the feeble, he lifteth them up; 

Oh, turn to the stronghold, yé prisoners of ope. 
Faint, yet pursuing. 


1497 J udges Viii. 4. 1 Is. 


Though faint, yet pursuing, we go on our way; 

The Lord is our Leader, his word is our stay; 
Though suffering, and sorrow, and trial, be near, 
The Lord is our refuge, and whom can we fear? 

He raiseth the fallen, he cheereth the faint ; 

The weak and oppress’d, he will hear their complaint; 
The way may be weary, and thorny the road, 

But how can we falter? our help is in God. 


. 


Into his green pastures our footsteps he leads ; 

His flock in the desert how kindly he feeds! 

The lambs in his bosom he tenderly bears, 

And brings back the wanderers safe from the snares. 


Though clouds may surround us, our God is our light; 
Though storms rage around us, our God is our might; 
So faint, yet pursuing, still onward we come ; 

The Lord is our Leader, his kingdom our home. 


And there all his people eternally dwell, 
With Him who hath led them so safely and well; 
The toilsome way over, the wilderness past; 
And Canaan, the blessed, is theirs at the last. 
John N. Darby. 1861, 


lis. 


Hosanna to the Son ‘e. David. 
Matt. xxi. 


1498 
Thy triumphs, Redeemer of men, we proclaim, 
Be boundless thine empire, eternal thy name; 

We'll praise Thee on earth, and in glory again 
Sing loud hallelujahs, forever, Amen. 


Richard Cope, 1813. 
517 Goshen. p.526. 


1499-1500 


. Wellesley. 


But I have prayed for thee. 


1499 Luke xxii. 82. lls, 


Oh, thought full of sweetness to those that believe, 


Though the comforts of earth may depart or deceive, 


Amid desolation there’s somewhere to flee ;— 
Remember, thy Saviour is praying for thee. 

O’er every temptation thy triumph is sure; 

The grace he has promised shall make thee endure; 


Though strong are thy fetters, thou yet shalt be free; 


Remember, thy Saviour is praying for thee. 


O’er graves of thy loved ones he weeps with thee too. 


Thy pathway grows darker,—keep Jesus in view, 
The billows rise higher,—he walked on the sea, 
Remeinber, thy Saviour is praying for thee. 

Tn pain and in sickness he stands by thy bed, 

And speaks of the sufferings he bore in thy stead — 
That night in the garden, that day on the tree{— 
Remeinber, thy Saviour is praying for thee, 


And what if death’s shadows should deepen around | 


There's one to go with thee, the gospel has found, 
Far down the dark valley, and over the sea;—~ 
Remember, thy Saviour is praying for thee, 

When suns shall have vanished, no longer to shine, 
Assurance of glory, believer, is thine; 

When earth has departed, how blissful to see 


The face of thy Saviour, who prayeth for igs 
M. A, W.. C,, 1878. 


Gethsemane, 


By p permission. 


Praying for Ghee. 


1500 Strangers pp lke ly the earth. rT Is. 


I’m weary of straying—oh, when shall rest 

In that fair promised land of the pure and the blest, 
Where sin can no longer her blandishments spread, 
And tears and temptations forever are fled. 


I’m weary of sighing o’er sorrows of earth, 

O’er joys’ glowing visions that fade at their birth ;” 
O’er the pangs of the loved that we cannot assuage, 
O’er the blightings of youth,and the weakness of age, 


I'm weary of hoping where hope is untrue, 

As fair but as fleeting as morning’s bright dew; 
I long for that land whose blest promise alone 
Is changeless, and sure as eternity’s throne. 

I’m weary of loving, where all pass away, 

The brightest and fairest, alas! cannot stay ; 

I long for that land where these partings are o’er, 
Where death and the tomb can divide us no more! 


I’m weary, dear Saviour, of grieving thy love! 

Oh, when shall I rest in thy presence above ? 

I’m weary, but, oh, let me never repine 

While thy word, and thy love, and thy promise are 
mine, Mrs. York, cir. 1840 ? 
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| Pray Without Cgusing, 1501-1503 


Sweet Home. Us. Henry Rowley Bishop, Arr. 1829. 
1V2 | 

= Ty a 

ee ee Or ae 


ats ake Bend 
Mid scenes of confusion and creature complaints 
|| Howsweet tothe soul is communion with saints 


‘ To find atthe banquet of mercy there’s room 
And feelin the presence of Jesusat__ home. 


es 


-= == 


' B : 2 —= 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home; Prepare me, dear Saviour, for glo-ry, my home, 
. : eae 


1501 My Father's house. Js, | When pleasure would woo us from piety’s arms, 
John xiv. 2. = ne m : P 

2-9 éSentieuss bianti-taie cia r ! The siren sings sweetly, or silently charms; 

iL an; - ieoseet fi at he ail-the : maeren’ "a ; We listen, look, loiter, are- caught in the snare; 

And thrice precious Jesus, whose love cannot cease! | 4, Wokinh-to Jesus gee Gonquax- by prayer: 


Though oft from thy presence in sadness I roam, : : 

I long to beholdthee in glory,-at-home; While strangers to prayer, we are strangers to bliss, 
‘ Heaven pours its full streams through no medium 

3 I sigh from this body of sin to be free, but this, 

Which hinders my joy and communion with thee; And till we the seraphim’s ecstasy share, 


r i liké billows foam, | Our chalice of joy must be guarded by prayer. 
Though now my temptations like billows may = i AA ratvon, 1894. 


All, all will be peace, when I’m with thee at home. 1503 Dhenworldnssseth aware ll 
4 While here in the valley of conflict I stay, 1 John ii. 17. e 
Oh, give me submission, and strength as my-day; bie deen of earth I have seen fade away ; 

In all say afllictions t@ Thee would I come, They bloom for a Beuspn, but soon they decay; 
Rejoicing in hope of my glorious home. But pleasures more lasting in Jesus are given, 

Salvation on earth, and the kingdom of heaven, 

5 Whate’er thou deniest, oh, give me thy grace, Home, home! sweet, sweet home! 

The Spirit’s sure witness, and smiles of thy face; The saints in those mansions are ever at home. 
Endue me with patience to wait at thy throne, 


false glowing : 
And find, even now, a sweet foretaste of home. allure meno lopger eye Eine glow ne aharias, 


The Saviour invites me, I'll go to his arms; 


6 I long, dearest Lord, in'thy = to shiney; At the banquet of mercy I hear there is room; 
No more as an exile in sorrow to pine; Oh, there may I feast with his children at home! 
And in thy dear image arise from the tomb, Home, home! sweet, sweet home! 
With Bay millions to poxipe shea pf bone: 1997, | O Jesus, conduct me, I pray, to my home! 
1 502 Men ought always to pray. lls The days of my exile are passing away; 

“Luke xviii. 1. * | The time is approaching when Jesus will say, 
When torn is the bosom with sorrow and care, ‘* Well done, faithful servant, sit down on my throne, 
Be it ever so simple, there’s nothing like prayer; And dwell in my presence, forever at home.” 
It eases, soothes, softens, subdues, yet sustains, Home, home! sweet, sweet home! 
Gives vigor to hope, and puts passion in chains. Oh, there shall I rest with the Saviour at home, 
CHo.—Prayer, prayer, oh, sweet prayer, Affliction and sorrow and death shall be o’er; 


Be it ever so simple, there’s nothing like prayer. | mp, caints shall unite to be parted no more; 
When far from the friends we hold dearest, we part, | Their loud hallelujahs fill heayen’s high dome; 
What fond recollections still cling to the heart; They dwell-with the Saviour, forever at home. 


Past scenes and past canyerse, past enjoyments are | Home, home! sweet, sweet home! 
there; They dwell with the Saviour, forever at home. 


How hurtfully pleasing till hallowed by prayer. Unknown, cir. 1840? 
519 Expostulation. p. 516. 


1504-1505 


My Jesus, I Love Thee. 


Ghou Ruowest Ghat J Jroue Gheog. 


ow thou art min 


Lovest thou me? 
John xxi. 17. 


1504 


My Jesus, I love thee, I know thou art mine, 
For thee all the pleasures of sin I resign; 
My gracious Redeemer, my Saviour art thou, 
If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ’tis now. 


I love thee because thou hast first lovéd me, 
And purchased my pardon on Calvary’s tree; 

I love thee for wearing the thorns on thy brow, 
If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ’tis now. 


I will love thee while passing this valley of death, 
And praise thee as long as thou lendest me breath ; 
And say, should the death-dew lie cold on my brow, 
If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ’tis now. 


When Thou in thy beauty and glory shalt come, 
To waken thy saints from their rest in the tomb, 
I'll sing with the blestas before thee we bow, 
If ever Lloved thee, my Jesus, ’tis now. 


In mansions of glory and endless delight, 
I’ll ever adore Him who dwelleth in light ; 
And sing, with the glittering crown on my brow, 
If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ’tis now. 
London Hymn Book, 1864. V. 4, H., 1879. 


Copyright, H. L. Hastings, 1886. 


acious Redeemer, my Sayiourart thou, If ey- 


1505 


Delay not, delay not, O sinner, draw near, 
The waters of life are now flowing for thee; 

No price is demanded, the Saviour is here, 
Redemption is purchased, salvation is free. 


Now is the accepted time. 
2 Cor. vi. 2. 


Delay not, delay not, why longer abuse 
The love and compassion of Jesus, thy God? 
A fountain is open, how canst thou refuse 
To wash and be cleansed in his pardoning blood ? 


Delay not, delay not, O sinner, to come, 
For Mercy still lingers and calls thee to-day: 
Her voice is not heard in the vale of the tomb; 
Her message, unheeded, will soon pass away. 


Delay not, delay not, the Spirit of grace, 

Long grieved and resisted, may take his sad flight, 
And leave thee in darkness to finish thy race, 

To sink in the gloom of eternity’s night. 


Delay not, delay not, the hour is at hand, 
The earth shall dissolve, and the heavens shall fade, 
The dead,smalland great,in the judgment shall stand ; 
What pow’r then, O sinner, will lend thee its aid? 


Thomas Hastings, 1831. 
Expostulation. p. 516. 
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With Styong Crying ank Gens. 


Gethsemane. 


In deep med -i - ta-tion I wandered a-broad. 
16060 ™ gree 115 


While nature was sinking in stillness to rest, 

And the last beams of daylight shone dim in the west, 
And the moon cast her paleness on the lone solitude, 
In deep meditation, I wandered abroad. 


While passing a garden I lingered to hear 

A voice soft and plaintive, from One kneeling there, 
The voice of the suppliant affected my heart, 

While pleading in anguish the poor sinner’s part. 


So deep was his sorrow,so fervent his prayers, [tears. 
That down o’er his bosom rolled sweat, blood, and 
I wept to behold him, and asked him his name; 

He answered,“ ’tis Jesus, from heaven I came.”’ 


**T am thy Redeemer, for thee I must die, 

The cup is most bitter, but cannot pass by ; 
Thy sins like a mountain are laid upon Me; 
And all this deep anguish [ suffer for thee.’’ 


I heard with contrition the tale of his woe ; 
While tears like a fountain of waters did flow ; 
The cause of his sorrows to hear him repeat, 
Pierced deeply my heart, and I fell at his feet. 


With the voice of contrition I loudly did cry, 
‘‘Lord, savea poor sinner, oh, save or I die!” 

He smiled when he saw me, and said to me *‘ Live!” 
“Thy sins which are many I freely forgive.” 


How sweet was that language! It made me rejoice. 
His smile how consoling, how cheering his voice. 

I ran from the garden, and spread it abroad; 

And shouted, Salvation! Oh, glory to God! 


I am now on my journey to mansions of bliss ; 
My soul’s full of glory, of love, and of peace. 
L think of the garden, the prayers and the tears, 
And that loving Stranger who banished my fears. 


The day of bright glory is rolling around, 
When angels descending the trumpet will sound. 
My soul then in raptures of glory shall rise, 


And gaze on that Stranger, with unclouded eyes. 
Unknown, ab. cir. 1840. 


cai 


1506-1508 


Arr, H., 1885. 


And the last beams of daylight shone dim in the west, 
And the moon cast. her paleness on the lone sol-i- tude, 


— 


1507 11s. 
On the high cliffs of Jordan with pleasure I stand, 
And view in perspective the fair promised land 3 
The land where the ransomed with singing shall come, 
And enter the kingdom prepared as their home. 


Go over this Jordan. 
Josh. i. 2. 


There rivers most graceful eternally glide; 

And groves rich with verdure grow up by their side; 
There spirits made perfect forever become 

Immortal and beauteous in glory their home. 


*Tis there all the nations redeemed by the Lamb, 

% cireles most lovely his praises proclaim, 

Through tempests,and sorrows,and perils they come 
To enter thoss mansions prepared as their home. 


All over those peaceful, delectable plains, 

The Lord our Redeemer in righteousness reigns ; 
His sceptre of empire he now doth assume, 

And kindly doth welcome his followers home. 


How blest are those regions, the realms of repose, 
Where with fruit, oh, how grateful, the ‘‘tree of life’’ 
The regions ambrosial, forever in bloom, [grows; 
God's own habitation, the saint’s happy home! 


Those pleasures of glory, oh, when shall I share, 

And crowns of celestial felicity wear ; 

And range o’er those landscapes exempt from a sigh; 

The home of our fathers, now specially nigh! 
Joseph Rusling, ab. 1836. 

1508 


In all places. 
Ex. tei 24, 11s, 


To leave my dear friends and with neighbors to part, 
And to go from my home, it affects not my heart, 
Like the thought of absenting myself for a day 
From that blest retreat where I’ ve chosen to pray. 


There Jesus, my Saviour, oft deigned me to meet, 
And blest with his presence my humble retreat; 
Oft filled me with rapture and blessedness there, 
Tnditing in heaven’s own language my prayer. 
Dear bower I must leave you and bid you adieu, 
And pay my devotions in parts that are new, 
Well knowing that Jesus resides everywhere, 


And can in all places give answer to prayer. 
Unknown, cir. 1820? 
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Faint Heirs 


1509-1510 


I’m the Child of a King. 


haere et 


10s or 11s. 


ith Christ. 


Joha B. — sas a ot 2 H 


And if children, then heirs. 
Rom. viii. 17. 


My Father is rich in houses and lands, 

He holdeth the wealth of the world in his hands! 
Of rubies and diamonds, of silver and gold, 

His coffers are full,—he has riches untold. 


1509 


CHORUS. 
I'm the child of a King, the child of a King! 
With Jesus, my Saviour, I’m the child of a King! 
My Father’s own Son, the Saviour of men, 
Once wander’d o’er earth as the poorest of men ; 
But now he’s exalted forever on high, 
And will give me a home in the sweet by and by. 


I once was an outcast, a stranger on earth, 

A sinner by choice, and an alien by birth! 

But I’ve been adopted, my name’s written down,— 
Anu heir to a mansion, a robe, and a crown. 


A tent or a cottage, why should T care ? 
They're building a palace for me over there! 
Tho’ exiled from home, yet still T may sing: 
All glory to God, I’m the child of a King! 


Hattie Buel, cir. 1880. 
Looking for and hasting unto. 
1510 Bo Pet. iii, 12. , lls 


In the midst of temptation and sorrow and strife, 
And evils unnumbered of this bitter life, 

T look for a blessed world free from all care, 

The kingdom of Jesus, and long to be there. 


CHORUS. 
Oh, T long to be there, I long to be there, 
With Jesus in glory, oh, I long to be there. 


When poverty presses and foes do surround, ‘ 
And clouds of thick darkness are gath’ring around. 
The pathway to glory which Christ did prepare ; 

I look for his coming, and long to be there. 

When this mortal body is racking with pain, 

And demons are striving to trouble my brain, 

I hope for the crown which the saints will soon wear, 
In the regions of glory, and long to be there. 

When sinners are scoffing because T believe 

The Saviour is coming, my pains to relieve, 

I weep for their folly, and bow in deep prayer 

For Christ's coming kingdom—I long to be there. 
And when cruel death with his spear lifted high, 
Stands fullin my presence and says, ‘‘Thou shalt die,” 
I think how my Saviour its smart once did bear 

To fit me for glory, and long to be there. 


When the grave with its millions of captives appears 
To the eye of my mind, it awakens my fears, 

I yearn for that morn when the dead saints shall wear 
Their glorified bodies, and long to be there. 

By the sweet flowing river of life I will sing, 

My triumph through Jesus, my Saviour and King, 
And praise Him who brought me, a sinner, to share 
A feast of such fat things, I long to be there. 

I long to be there, and the thought that ’tis near, 
Makes me almost impatient for Christ to appear, 
And fit up that dwelling of glory so rare, 


The earth robed in beauty, I Glens to be there. 
Charles T. Catlin, ab. 1843. 
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Berause Be Hirst Jeourd As. 1511-1514 


Sse : = ees SeiSSzizzz 
for why wiltthoa die! 


sf 51 3 The night cometh. 11 

; John ix. 4. 8. 

Time’s sun is fast setting, its twilight is nigh; 

Its evening is falling in cloud o’er the sky. 

Its shadows are stretching in ominous gloom; 

Its midnight approaches—the midnight of doom. 
Then haste, sinner haste, there is mercy for thee, 
And wrath is preparing—flee, lingerer, flee! 

Rides forth the fierce tempest on th’ wing of the cloud. 

The moan of the night-blast is fitful and loud, 

The mountains are heaving, the forests are bowed, 

The ocean is surging, earth gathers its shroud. 


thee, lost sin-ner, 


: on 

4 age 

oh * Se Ils. 
2 Thy heart has no comfort, thy soul has no rest, 
No peace hath this world for a spirit distressed, 

But Jesus invites thee, O sinner draw nigh, 

‘Why wilt thou reject him, oh, why wilt thou die? 


3 Thy oo been made by the peace-speaking 
lo 
Then why wilt thou wander afar from thy God? 


While mercy invites you and bids you draw nigh, 
on, epura not the message, for why wilt thou die? 
The vision is nearing, the Judge and the throne, 
The voice of the angel proclaims “‘ It is done.’’ 

On the whirl of the tempest its Ruler shall come, 
And the-blaze ofits glory flash out from its gloom, 


With clouds He is coming! his people shall sing, 
With gladness they hail him Redeemer and King; 
The iron rod wielding, the rod of his ire; 


He cometh to kindle earth’s last fatal fire! 
Horatius Bonar, 1857, 


1 514 The love of God is shed abroad. 11s. 


Rom. v. 5. 
O Jesus my Saviour to thee I submit, 


With love and thanksgiving fall down at thy feet; 
In sacrifice offer my soul flesh and blood ; 


4 This life i is a vapor, its pleasures will fade, 

Thy pathway winds on thro’ death’s valley of shade ; 
None but the good Shepherd to help will be nigh, 
On, , why wilt thou spurn him, oh, why wilt thou die? 


5 Soon, soon in his glory thy Judge will descend, 
To-day you may seek him and make him your friend, 
Oh, haste to the refuge, the tempest is nigh, 

Escape for thy life, sinner, why wilt thou die? 


6 The day of thy sorrow, ere long will appear, 
The voice of the trumpet of doom thou shalt hear; 
The judgment is coming, perdition draws nigh, 
Oh, turn while time lingers, say why wilt thou die? 


; 5 H., 1881. | -phou art my Redeemer that brought me to God. 
1612 Look foi thou a wine: 11g, |1 love thee, I love thee, I love thee, my Lord, 
SAP ees T love thee, my Saviour; I love thee, my God; 


Look not on the wine though it sparkles andsmiles, 
It mocks with its beauty and spreads its dark wiles; 
The flash of its bubbles will lead thee astray, 
It lures to deceive thee and gleams to betray. 
CHORUS. 

Look not on the wine, Look not on the wine, 

It bites like a serpent, Look not on the wine. 
Tho’ beauty and light o’er its surface now sweeps, 
Dark monsters of horror lie hid in its deeps; 
The cup that enchants you may cost you your blood, 
As you drink in its dregs, of the wrath of your God. 
Make haste then, O mortal, and turn from the cup, 
Shrink back from death’s portal while yet there is 
Resist all temptation, be bold in the strife, {hope, 
That at lastyou may drink of the river of life. 


I love thee, I love thee, and that thou dost know, 
But how much I love thee, I never can show. 

I’m happy, I’m happy, oh, wondrous account! 

My joys are immortal, I stand on the mount! 

I gaze on my treasure, and long to be there, 

With Jesus and angels, my kindred so dear. 

O Jesus, my Saviour, with thee I am blest! 

My life and salvation, my joy and my rest! 

Thy name be my theme, and thy love be my song, 
Thy grace shall inspire both my heart and my tongue. 
Oh,who’s like my Saviour? He’s Salem’s bright King, 
He smiles, and he loves me, and learns me to sing. 
T’'ll praise him, I’ll praise him, with notes loud and 


While rivers of pleasure my spirit do fill. (shrill, 
Unknown, cir. 1840? 


1515-1516 


Geard. 


Je-sus for refuge have fled? 


1 515 I UL gevenlenee thee, 

. ili. 5. 
How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord, 
Is laid for your faith in His excellent word! 
What more can He say than to you He hath said, 
You who unto Jesus for refuge have fled? 


lls. 


In every condition—in sickness, in health, 

In poverty’s vale, or abounding in wealth; 

At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea, 

‘* As thy days may demand shall thy strength ever be. 


‘Fear not, Lam with thee, oh, be not dismayed ! 
1, Lam thy God, and will still give thee aid: 


Tl strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to 
stand 


Upheld by my righteous omnipotent hand. 


‘When through the deep waters I call thee to go, 
The rivers of woe shall not thee overflow: 

For I will be with thee, thy troubles to bless, 
And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress, 

“When through fiery trials thy pathway shall lie, 
My grace all-sufficient shall be thy supply: 

The flame shall riot hurt thee; {£ only design 

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine. 


————_—apenleneatenemaiaee 
By permission. 


11s. 


You who un-to Je-sus for refuge 


og 


Ghe Hondztion of God Standeth Sure. 


R. Keene, cir. 1787. Arr, H., 1886. 


How firma foundation, ye saints of the Lord, Is laidfor your 


ave fled. 


‘*F’en down to old age, all my people shall prove 
My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love ; . 
And when hoary hairs shall their temples adorn, 
Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne, 
‘« The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose 
I will not, I will not desert to his foes; : 
That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake. 
I'll never, no never, no never forsake!” 

Adeste Fideles. 


R. Keene? 1787._ 
1516 Luke ii. 15. 


ils. 
Come hither, ye faithful, triumphantly sing, 
Come, see in the manger the angel’s dread King; 
To Bethlehem hasten with joyful accord : 
Oh, come ye, come hither, oh, come ye, come hither, 
Oh, come ye, come hither to worship the Lord, 


True Son of the Father, he comes from the skies, 
To be born of a virgin he doth not despise, 

To Bethlehem hasten etc. 
Hark, hark to the angels all singing in heaven, 
‘*To God in the highest all glory be given.”’ 


To thee, then, O Jesus, this day of thy birth, 


Be glory and honor through heaven and earth. 
Tr. Edward Casweil, b. 1814. 


524 Charity. p. 523. 


Ghou Art uy 


Portuguese Hymn. 


Styony Ragk. 


1517-1520 


Marcos Portugal d. 1834. 


z*, =f top lee oe ee ee 
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sorrows oppressed, ’llbow at thy feet, and with con-fi-dence cry, Lead me to the 
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we = at 
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SSS SS 5 2S ia Se SSS a ee eee H 1 


| 
Rockthatis higher than I, 


ee 
the Rock that is high-er than I.” 


1517 


2 When tempted by Satan the Spirit to grieve— 
The service of Christ, my Redeemer, to leave, 
Tl claim my relation to Jesus on high, 

The Rock of salvation that’s higher than I, 


3 When judgments, O Lord, are abroad in the land, 
And merited vengeance descends from thy hand ; 
O’erwhelmed with the sight, for protection I'll fly, 
And hide in the Rock that is higher than I. 


4 When summoned away before God to appear, 
By free grace supported I’ll yield without fear; 
Most gladly I'll venture with Jesus on high, 
To enter the Rock that is higher than I. 


5 ’Tis there, with the chosen of Jesus, I long 
To dwell, and eternally join in the song, 
Of praising and blessing with angels on high, 


Christ Jesus, the Rock that is higher than I. 
Unknown, cir. 1830, 


1518 Them sag tre a, od ee: the sea. 11s. 


The Rock that is higher than I. 
Psalm ix. 2. 


O Father who rulest the wind ar waye, 

So strong to redeem and Almighty to save; 
Now hear us and help us, we cry unto thee, 
Oh bless the lone wanderers afar on the sea! 
From danger and tempest the voyager defend, 
Thine arm for deliverance in mercy extend; 
Oh, list to the helpless, that ery unto thee, 
And save the lone wanderer afar on the sea! 


Goshen. p. 526. 


lis.| 1519 
Oh, bliss of the purified, bliss of the free, 

I plunge in the crimson tide opened for me; 
O’er sin and uncleanness exulting I stand, 
And point to the print of the nailsin His hand. 


s 


Blessed are the pure in heart. 
Matt. v. 8. 


lls. 


Oh, bliss of the purified, Jesus is mine, 

No longer in dread condemnation I pine; 
In conscious salvation I sing of His grace, 
Who lifted upon me the light of His face, 


Ob, bliss of the purified! bliss of the pure! 

No wound hath the soul that His blood cannot cure; 
No sorrow-bowed head but may sweetly find rest, 
No tears but may dry them on Jesus’ dear breast. 


O Jesus the crucified! Thee will I sing, 

My blessed Redeemer, my God and my King; 

My soul filled with rapture shall shout o’er the grave, 
And triumph in death in the ‘‘ Mighty to Save.” 


Frank Bottome, 1869. 
1520 


To seek and to save. 
Luke xix. 10. lls, 


Oh, spurn not the fallen, though covered with shame 
Remember who makes thee to differ from them; 
Oh, think of the mercy that brightens thy day, 
And pity the wanderer from God gone astray, 


Oh, scorn not the tempted, enchained by the cup, 
But point them to Jesus, and give them not up; 
Go, fishers of men, ’mid the surges of sin, 
Launch forth to their rescue, and gather thom in. 


- 95 Expostulation. p. 616. 


1521-1525 Ghat ae 


My soul he restoreth, when weary and faint, And leads me inrighteousness, wisdom and 


1 §21 The Lord may She Bhepberd, lls. 
The Lord is my Shepherd, ies T shall not want, 
He leads in green pastures by waters of peace; 
My soul he restoreth, when weary and faint, 
And leads me in righteousness, wisdom and grace. 


Thro’ the valley of death-shade L walk without fear, 
His rod and his staff for my comfort abide; 
No evil shall harm while my Shepherd is near, 
My gracious preserver, my guardian, and guide. 
Tho’ foes may surround me,my board thou dost spread 
My cup filled by thee, doth with blessings run o’er; 
Thine oil of rejoicing upon my poor head, 
In goodness and mercy thou daily dost pour. 
Thy favor shall follow my steps to the end, 
Till I in thy palace of glory sublime, 

Shall see my Redeemer, my Saviour and Friend, 
And dwell through the ages unnumbered i = pais 
1 522 Yea, all of hen abel wen old. lls. 
The world is grown old and her pleasures are past ; 
The world is grown old and her form may not last; 

The world is grown old and trembles for fear: 
For sorrows abound and judgment is near, 


The sun in the heaven is languid and pale, 

And feeble and few are the fruits of the vale ; 
And the hearts of the nations fail them for fear, 
For the world is grown old and judgment is near. 


The king on his throne and the bride in her bower; 
The children of pleasure all feel the sad hour; 

The roses are faded, and tasteless the cheer, 

For the world is grown old and judgment is near! 
The world is grown old,—but should we complain, 
Who have tried her and know that her promise is vain? 
Our heart is in heaven, our home is not here, 

And we look for our crown when judgment is near. 


Reginald Heber, 1783-1826. 
Charity. 523. 


My Jesus I love thee. 520. 5 


fe £22 


1528 


O wanderer, burdened with sorrows and pan 
Look up frem thy darkness, dejection, and tears; 7 
There is pity, and pardon, and gladness for thee, — 
There is mercy in Jesus,—salvation is free. | “¥ 
Your sins may like mountaius before you arise, 
But the mercy of God fills the earth and the skies; 

Ye weary and guilty give heed to His call; | ~ aL 
There is pardon for you,—there is pardon for all. b 
The mountains shall shake and the hills shall depart, 
But nothing shall trouble the sanctified heart; 
For He who hath loved us, our Saviour and Friend, 


The ung shall depart. 
» = Isa. liv..10. 


Shall guard us and guide us im love to the end. v 
a, ey 
1 524 Acquaint pow yet with Him. 11s 


Acquaint thee, O mortal, acquaint thee with God; ‘1 
And joy like the sunshine shall beam on thy road; 

And peace like the dewdrop shall fall on thy head; 
And sleep, like an angel, shall visit thy bed. “ 
Acquaint thee, O mortal, acquaint thee with God; 

And he shall be with thee when fears are abroad; — 
Thy safeguard in danger that threatens thy path,— 
Thy jey in the valley and shadow of death. v 


— Knox, cir. 1840? © 
1525 > 11s. 
O Word everlasting; within me abide, 
Beneath thy wing resting, in peace let me hide. 
My strength is but weakness, my faith is but small, 
Oh, watch me great Shepherd, my Saviour, my All. 


Abide in me and Tin you. 
John xv. 4. 


Be thou my director, my helper, my guide, 
My shield and protector, whatever betide ; 
Be thou my provider whatever may come, 
And bring me in safety to glory my home. 


926 Expostulation. p. 516. 


= 


Bhe Hugniny Sagrifiry. 1526-1528 


“Hursley. L.M Francis Joseph Haydn, 1798. 
: =. Arr, William ile Monk, 1861. 


SSS ees 


— 
of my Fear thou § ee dear, It is not siiahe if Thou be near; 


PR a 
hy may no earth-born cloud a- -rise, To hide Thee from thy aerye ant’s eyes, 


ep Fe Spy Eee Eee 


1536 BS aap sie Lg L. M.| Blest are the humble souls that wait 


Psalm Lxxiy. 
2 When the soft dews of kindly sleep With sweet submission to his will; 
Harmonious all their passions move, 


My wearied eye-lids gently steep, : : : 
Be my last thought, i aittoéch es veut And in the midst of storms are still. 


Forever on my Saviour’s breast. 


-3 Abide with me from morn till eve, 
For without Thee I cannot live; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without Thee I dare not die. 


4 If some poor wandering child of Thine 
Have spurned to-day the voice divine— 
Now, Lord, the gracious work begin; 
Let him no more lie down in sin. 


5 Watch by the sick; enrich the poor 
With blessings from thy boundless store ; 
Be every mournet’s sleep to-night, 

Like infant slumbers, pure and light. 


6 Come nearand bless us when we wake, 
Ere through the world our way we take; 
Till in the ocean of Thy love 
We lose ourselves in heaven above. 

John Keble, ab. 1827. 


1 527 Wait ag ig ares God. Tae 


Psalm Ixii. 
Wait on the Lord, ye bebe of hope, 
And let his word support each soul; 
Well can he bear your courage up, 
And all your foes and fears control. 
He waits his own well-chosen hour 
Th’ intended mercy to display ; 
And his paternal pities move, And in thy mercy heal us all. 


While wisdom dictates the delay. Henry Twells, ab. 1868. 
Migdol. p. 388. Ward. p. 12. 527 Welton. p.4. Rockingham. p.&8. 


Still, till their Father’s well-known voice 
Wakens their silence into songs; 
Then earth grows vocal with his] praise, 


And heaven the grateful shout prolongs. 
Unknown, cir. 1830 ? 


1 52 8 At even, eek ee did set. ja 


At even, when the sun was set, 
The sick, O Lord, around thee lay; 
Oh, in what divers pains they met, 
Oh, with what joy they went away. 


Once more ’tis eventide, and we 
Oppressed with various ills, draw near: 
What if thy form we cannot see ? 
We know and feel that thou art here, 


O Saviour Christ, our woes dispel, 
For some are sick and some are sad, 
And some have never loved thee well, 
And some have lost the love they had. 


O Saviour Christ, thou too art Man; 
Thou hast been troubled, tempted, tried; 

Thy kind but searching glance can scan 
The very wounds that ‘shame would hide ; 4 


Thy touch has still its ancient power, 
No word from thee can fruitless fall; 
Hear in this solemn evening hour, 


esse? a 


1529 


2 Thy precious time misspent redeem ; 
Each present day thy last esteem ; 
Improve thy talent with due care, 

For the great day thyself prepare. 


I myself will awake early. 
my Pesim vit. 8. L. M. 


3 In conversation be sincere, 

Keep conscience as the noontide clear, 
Think how all-seeing God thy ways 
And all thy secret thoughts surveys. 


4 Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart, 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who all night long unwearied sing 
High praises to the eternal King. 


5 All praise to Thee, who safe hast kept, 
And hast refreshed me while I slept: 
Grant, Lord, whenI from death shall wake, 
Imay of endless life partake. 


6 Lord, I my vows to thee renew: 
Disperse my sins as morning dew; 
Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with thyself my spirit fill. 


7 Direct, control, suggest this day, 
All I design, or do, or say; 

That all my powers, with all their might, 
Tn thy sole glory may unite. 


‘Thomas Ken, ab. 1637-1710. 
iving of thanks. 

1680 {cog L. M. 
We bless thee, Lord, for this our food, 
But more for Jesus’ flesh and blood; 
The manna to our spirits given, 

The living bread sent down from heaven. 
Praise shall our grateful lips employ, 


While life and plenty we enjoy; 
Till, worthy, we adore thy name, 


1 Awake, mysoul, and withthesun Thy daily stagoof duty ran ; 


1581 Yr rpiryraeterties rae 


Be present at our table, Lord; 

Be here and everywhere adored; 

Thy creatures bless; and grant that we 
May feast in Paradise with Thee. 


Unknown. 
1582: ‘qneenryet | ae 
We thank thee, Lord, for daily bread, 
Which from thy bounteous hand is giv’n, 
Oh, may our souls thro’ grace be fed 
On Christ, the Bread of Life from heav’n. 


Father, thy mercy hath supplied 
Our wants from thine unbounded store; 
Oh, may our souls, thro’ Christ that died, 


Be fed, and never hunger more. 
HL, 1865. 


1533 L. M. 
All praise to thee, my God, this night, 
For all the blessings of the light; 
Keep me, oh, keep me, King of kings, 
Beneath thine own almighty wings. 
Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done: 

That with the world, myself, and thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed; 

Teach me to die, that so I may 

Rise glorious at the judgment day. 

Oh, may my soul on Thee repose, 

And with sweet sleep mine eye-lids close; 
Sleep, that may me more vigorous make 
To serve my God when I awake. 

Praise God from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise him all creatures here below; 
Praise him above ye heavenly host, 


The evening oblation 
Me etal & 21. 


While banqueting with Christthe Lamb. | Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 


John Cennick, 1718-1755. 


Duane St. p. 242. #Welton, p.4. 


528 Sessions. p. 26. 


Thomas Ken, ab. 1637-1710. 
Old Hundred. p. 2. 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 


: HYMN 
A BEGGAR by the highway side ...... 506 
A charge to keep I have ............. 1401 
A crown of righteousness .........-.. 601 
A day will dawn when from on high. 193 
A few more years shall roll .......... 580 
A glory gilds the sacred page ........ 1343 
A hymn of glory let us sing.......... 98 
A sinner, Lord, behold me stand..... 703 
Abide in us, celestial Dove........... 629 
Abide with nie, fast falls the eventide, 1457 
Abide with us, O stranger dear ...... 1097 
According to thy gracious word...... 1337 
Afar from home on an island Jone.... 500 
Affliction is a stormy deep....... pepeae 8 
Again, O Lord, with two or three.... 1096 
Again our ears have heard ........... 1089 
Again the day returns of holy rest ... 1456 
Again the Lord of life and light...... 456 
Ah! this heart is void and chill....,. 928 
Ah! what words of danger........... 940 
Alas, and did my Saviour bleed...... 382 
All hail the power of Jesus’ name.... 363 
All hail the power of Jesus’ name.... 364 
‘All nightin prayer,’’— whileothers, 297 
All people that on earth do dwell.... 5 
All praise to Him of Nazareth........ 380 


All praise to our ascending Lord ..... 
All praise to our redeeming Lord .... 
All praise to thee, my God, this night, 1533 


All things are ready, come........... 558 
All ye nations, praise the Lord....... 729 
Alone with Jesus, blessed place...... 683 
Along each pilgrim’s way, and by his. 1415 
Amazing grace, howsweet the sound. 449 
-Am Ja soldier of the cross ........... 473 
Amid the splendors of thy state...... 468 
Pood Can L yeh Gelayss.ctec. s <5: 0:0 neice 0 607 
And can it be that I should gain..... 276 
And is itso ? A little while......... 1191 
And is there, Lord, a rest ............ 1085 
And let our bodies part.............. 581 
And must I be to judgment brought.. 386 
And will the Judge descend ..,..... eye DO} 
Angel choirs in glory singing......... 738 
Angels high in glory ..........eeeeees 989 
Another weary day is past........... 496 
Apart from every worldly care ...... 42 


Acquaint thee, O mortal, acquaint.... 


Arise and shine, O Zion fair......-... 428 
Arise and shine, ye sons of light ,.... 883 
Arise, arise, with joy survey .......-. 287 
Arise, my soul, arise ....+....+.-++.-+ 1013 
Arise, my soul, my joyful powers 444 
Arise, ye people, and adore .......... 436 
Arise, ye Saints, arise .....-.-...++6.- 585 
Around a table, not a tomb.......... 194 
Art thou weary, art thou languid .... 1357 


HYMN 
As children fold their sleepy faces ... 1029 
As Jesus died and rose again......... 341 
As oft with worn and weary feet..... 230 
As on the cross the Saviour hung.... 481 
As on the sea of life we sail.........: 258 
As pants the hart for cooling streams. 423 
As the soft wind, unseen, unfelt...... 1154 
As the sun doth daily rise............ 1104 
As the world around was sleeping ... 861 
Ascend, beloved, to the joy .......... 645 
Ascend thy throne, Almighty King.. 79 
Asleep in Jesus, blessed sleep........ 704 
Asleep in Jesus, would ye break..... 705 
Assembled here with one accord ..... 23 


At evening time may there be light... 1212 


At even ere the sun was set.......... 1528 
At the door of mercy sighing......... 1317 
Author Of SalVation .2,<s.0~ a + <rntpeses 991 
Awake and sing, awake and sing.... 510 
Awake and sing in songs immortal... 1025 
Awake and sing the song ............ 590 
Awake, awake, ye sons of joy....... - 1189 
Awake, glad soul! awake, awake.... 362 
Awake, Jerusalem, awake........... 264 


Awake, my soul, and with the sun... 1529 


Awake, my soul, awake, my tongue.. 260 
Awake, my soul, in joyful lays....... 307 
Awake, my soul, lift up thine eyes... 82 
Awake, my tongue, thy tribute bring. 302 
Awake, ye saints, and raise youreyes, 437 
Awake, ye saints, awake............. 1014 
Away my unbelieving fear..... ..... 255 
Away with our sorrow and fear...... 1040 


Bz joyful in God, all ye lands of the. 1434 
Be joyful in God for his mercy and... 1444 


Be patient yet a little while.......... 332 
Be present at our table, Lord......... 1531 
Be still, be still, for all around ....... 47 
Be still, be still, impatient soul ...... 789 
Be still, my heart, what though the.. 303 


Be strong, my soul,in God most high. 447 


Bertranquil, O-my soul...2. 2... .6-6< 625 
Before the great Three-One .......... 1266 
Before thy face with lifted hands .... 1141 
Before thy mercy-seat, O Lord ....... 336 
Before us lies a valley dim.......,..- 499 
Begin, my tongue, some heavenly.... 469 
Begin, ye saints, the exalted lay «.... 870 


Begone, unbelief, my Saviour is near. 1464 


Behold a crystal fountain springing.. 1027 
Behold a mighty Conqueror.......... 1280 
Behold, behold, He cometh .......... 1278 
Behold, behold the Lamb of God..... 1230 
Behold He comes, the glorious King. 413 
Behold He comes with clouds........ 1274 
Behold how good a thing........-.+.. 1023 


530 
HYMN 


“Behold I come,’’ my soul attend the, 1473 
Behold, my soul, the Lamb of God... 1209 


Captain of our salvation, take 
Cast thy bread upon the waters 
Cease, my soul, thy strayings........ 936 


239 


Cheerful, O Lord, at thy command... 648 
Cheerful we walk through death’s... 701 
Children of the heavenly King....... 1111 
Children, hail the holy Stranger ..... 1306 


Christ, above all glory seated ........ 1320 
Christ, whose glory fills the skies .... 1129 
Christian, the morn breaks sweetly .. 1420 
Christians, awake from sleeping...... 1421 
City of our God, renowned 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 


HYMN 


Clip from the brow one sunny tress.. 693 
Come, all ye saints of God............ 1180 


Behold One standeth at the door..... 964] Come and partake the gospel feast... 94 
Behold the blind their sight receive.. 128 | Come, Christians, brethren, ere we... 129 
Behold the day is come .......+ neenns 530 | Come, Desire of nations, come ....... 1107 
Behold the glories of the Lamb....... 493 | Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove, 137 
Behold the glorious, white-robed..... 424 | Come hither, all ye weary souls...... 3h 
Behold the Lamb of God......... «++. 1012 | Come hither, efaithful, triumphantly, 1516 
Behold the Lamb of God, who bears. . 1300 | Come, Holy Ghost, all quickening Ar, io 
Behold the lilies of the field ..,...... 109] Come, Holy Spirit, calm my mind.... — 
Behold the morning sun ............- 623] Come, Holy Spirit, come......-...--, 611 
Behold the Saviour comes with clouds 1231 | Come, Holy Spirit, Dove divine...... 707 
Behold the Saviour of mankind...... 360 | Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove .. 630 
Behold there comes anhourunknown, 716} Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Guest .. 212 
Behold what wondrous grace ......- . 1273| Come, humble sinner, in whose...... 415 
Behold with awful pomp...........- , 717| Come, humble souls, ye mourners... 416 
Bells of joy are ringing........+-.+-++ 937 | Come, join, ye saints, with heart and. 899 
Beside Bethesda’s open gate ......... 1205 | Come, let us all unite to sing......... 1238 
Beside the cross where Jesus hung... 960} Come, let us anew our journey pursue, 1413 
Beside yon pearly portals ..........-- 952 | Come, let us join our cheerful songs.. 1406 
Birds have their quiet nest........... 1299 | Come, let us pray, ’tis sweet to feel .. 787 
Bless, my soul, the Lord, thy Maker.. 1292 | Come, let us sing the song of songs... 33 
Bless, O my soul, the living God ..... 185 | Come, let us who in Christ believe... 517 
Bless the Lord, O my soul........+++- 2| Come, Lord, and tarry not........... 555 
Blessed are the sons of God ,......... 1362 | Come, my brethren, let us try........ 921 
Blessed Bible, how I love it.......... 1308 | Come, O my soul, the call obey ...... 178 
Blessed light of holy glory........... 835 | Come, O my soul, to Calvary........ T56 
Blest are the humble souls that see .. 208 | Come, O my soul, with many burdens, 1485 
Blest are the sons of peace ........... 621 | Come, O my weary, wandering soul.. 191 
Blest be the tie that binds ........... 544] Come, O thou Son of God, tome..... 213 
Blest feast of love divine............. 615 | Come, O thou traveller unknown .... 232 
Blow ye the trumpet, blow..........- 1000 | Come, O ye sinners, to your Lord.... 174 
Blow ye the trumpet, loudly blow ... 663 | Come on, my partners in distress .... 874 
Bondage and death the cup contains. 81{| Come, poor sinners, come to Jesus... 798 
Boundless mercy from aboye......... 923 | Come, said Jesus’ sacred voice....... 1114 
Bread of lieaven, on thee I feed...... 1130 | Come, saints, adore your Saviour God, 136 
Bread of the world, in mercy broken. 1030 | Come see the place where Jesus lay.. 872 
Breaking now the loaf together ...... 1071 | Come sing the wonders of that love.. 766 
Brief life is here our portion ......... 1411 | Come, sinners, to the gospel feast.... 93 
Bright shall be the break of day ..... 1248 | Come to Christ, come to Christ....... 745 
Bright flowing fountains now I see... 420] Come to judgment, come away..... - 1134 
Brighter, still brighter, the dawning.. 1878 | Come to me, Lord, when first Iwake. 115 
Brightest and best of the sons of the.. 1449] Come to the ark, come to the ark .... 509 
Brightness of the Father’s glory...... 820 | Come to the house of prayer......... 546 
Broad is the road that leads to death. 90| Come to the Saviour now ..... Sip'a'a e’sheg Lae 
Brothers, awake, it is no time for .... 1475 | Come, thou all-inspiring Spirit...... 13828 
Buried beneath the yielding wave ... 968} Come, thou Almighty Rin a ee . 1173 
Buried with our Saviour slain........ 985} Come, thou fount of ever pissahae -. 850 
By faith I see my Saviour dying .:... 1233 | Come, thou long-expected Jesus ..... 811 
3y faith we find the place above...., 484] Come, thou soul-transforming Spirit. 819 
By many sorrows burdened.......-.. 1277 | Come, thou eternal Spirit, come...... 133 
: . . Come unto me, all ye who mourn.... 321 
Cam on the listening ear of night .. 461 | Come unto me, saith the Saviour..... 1375 
Calm me, my God, and keep me calm, 349| Come unto me, the suffering Saviour. 742 


Come unto me when shadows darkly. 1484 


Come we that love the Lord.......... 587 
Come, ye disconsolate, where’er ye.. 1451 
Come, ye sinners, poor and needy.... 801 
Come, ye that love the Saviour’s..... 495 


Comfort, ye ministers of (L.M.61.)... 235 


Comfort, ye ministers of grace (L.M.). 251 
Coming Saviour now in faith ........ 120 
Command thy blessing from above... 285 
Confirm the hope thy word allows... 32 
Consider all my sorrows, Lord....... 669 


Crown Him with many crowns....... 592 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 531 

D woee ay an ve HYMN HYMN 

_ANIEL'S wisdom may I know ..,... 1393} For us in heaven the Saviour pleads , 1194 
Dark brood the heavens o’er thee .... 568] For us the Lamb of God did bleed... 39 
Dark is the night, and the desert is... 748 | Forsaken, anguish-torn .............. 565 

Dark the eg that gathers o’erus ., 1319] Forward, Christian soldiers.......... 934. 
Daughter of Sion, awake from thy ... 1450| From all that dwell below the skies.. 69 
Day is far spent, the shadows round... 1480 |} From Bethlehem’s lowly manger .... 953 

Day of redemption, when shall we ... 1383 | From Calvary a ery was heard....... 120 
-Day of wrath, O day of burning..... 1431 | From each day’s care we gladly flee . 229 
: ar Lord, amid the throng that.... 44 | From every stormy wind that blows. 63 
Dear refuge of my weary soul........ 477 | From Greenland’s icy mountains .... 779 

Dear Saviour, teach our hearts.,..... 622 | From the cross up-lifted high ........ 1132 
Dearest of names, our Lord, our King, 775 | From the table now retiring...... <a <9. 0po 
Death cannot make our souls afraid.. 393 | From thy dear MMOLERU SICG. 5 onscis.0a ts 1003 


_Déem not that they are blessed alone. 697 


_Deep in our hearts let us record...... 1158 
-Delay not, delay not, O sinner, draw. 1505 
Deny thee, what, deny the way...... 702 
. Depart, O sinner, word of woe ....... 647 
; Repth of mercy, can there be...*..... 1424 
Did Christ o’er sinners weep ......... 549 
Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord. . 12 
Dies Ire Dies Ila......... Ea PED 1432 
Do not I love thee, O my Lord....... 673 
Down to the sacred wave ............ 552 
Dread Jehovah, God of nations...... 843 
Eanty, my God, without delay ..... 443 
_ Earthly pomp may lure thine eye.... 954 
_ Endue us, Lord, with heavenly ...... 879 
Ere to the world again we go......... 21 
' Eternal Rock !— to thee I flee........ 66 
Eternal source of joys divine........, 3896 
Eternal Spirit, heavenly Dove........ 131 
Exalted Saviour, who dost stand .... 709 
Except the Lord conduct the plan.... 995 
Extol his kingly power ............- 563 
Fans, fade, each earthly joy ........ 1228 
Fain would I leave the world below.. 277 
Fain would I sing a new anthem of .. 1389 


‘Faint not, Christian, though the road, 1106 


Faint not, weary pilgrim............. 933 

ainting soul, lift up thy prayer...... 1873 
Far beyond these sea-girt islands..... 796 
Far from mortal cares retreating..... 803 
Far from my heavenly home.......... 1088 
Far from my thoughts, vain world, be, 152 
Fare thee well, O lovely stranger.... 1318 


Farewell, the parting hour has come. 1210 


Father, I stretch my hands to thee... 387 
Father in heaven, O hear me, I pray . 1381 
Fatherin heayen, upon thy word.... 84 
Father, in thy mysterious presence... 1489 
Father of Jesus Christ, my Lord..... 419 
_ Father of mercies, bow thine ear..... 11 
Father of mercies, in thy word....... 350 
Father, whate’er of earthly bliss..... 395 
Fear not, brethren, joyful stand...... 1112 
Fear not, O little flock, the foe....... 898 
Firm and unmoved are they ......... 531 
Firm in Jordan’s rolling current..... 836 
Flee as a bird to your mountain...... 1376 
Forever here my rest shall be........ 394 
For mercies countless aS the sand.... 827 
For me vouchsafed the unspotted.... 388 
For my transgressions stricken ...... 717 


From whence doth this union arise .. 1045 
Fountain of grace, rich, full, and free, 113 
Full of trembling expectation...... ». 865 


Gentty, Lord, oh, gently lead us ... 1313 
Gently, my Saviour, let medown.... 160 
Give glory to God, ye children of men, 1463 


Give me a heart of calm repose ,...... 401 
Give thanks to God, he reigns above. 147 
Give thy strength unto thy servant... 799 
Give to the Lord thine heart ......... 539 
Give to the Lord, ye sons of fame.... 258 
Give to the winds thy fears ....... Asteal 1g 
Giver of peace and unity ............ 1156 
Glad was the message, and joyous ... 1380 
Glorious things of Thee are spoken... 1072 
Glory and power belong.............. 1079 
Glory and praise to God our King.... 209 
Glory and thanks to God in heaven.. 75 
Glory, glory to our King............. 1127 
Glory to Jesus for his love........... 1251 
Glory to,GOd.Oms WIC) 2a. manips ens 1182 
Glory to God, our heavenly King.... 189 


Go, leaders of the heavenly host ..... 1263 


Go in peace, —serene dismission...., 1334 
Go, my soul, go every day.......-.+.- 1121 
“Go then again,” my Lord enjoined. 95 
Go to dark Gethsemane...........++- 1125 
Go to thy rest, with sorrows worn.... 696 
God bless the men of hoary hairs..... 1350 
God bless our native land..... ...... 1177 
God hath laid a sure foundation ..:.. 1316 
God is gone up on high............... 1021 
God is love, his mercy brightens ..... 802 
God is my strong salvation........... 1170 
God is my refuge, not one fear....... 272 
God is our refuge and defence........ 289 
God is our refuge, ever near ......... 1353 
God is our refuge in distress ......... 913 
God is the refuge of his saints........ 49 
God leads me,—and I go............ 1222 
God moves in a mysterious way... .. 643 
God, my supporter and my hope..... 521 
God of all consolation, take.......... 417 
God of mercy and salvation.......... 838 
God of mercy, God of grace.......... 1128 
God of the glorious day .............- 579 
God of endless consolation ........... 840 
God of the morning, at whose voice.. 17 
God of the swiftly rolling years...... 1142 
God’s foundation standeth sure ...... 1066 


God’s trumpet wakes the slumbering, 439 
God, the All-Terrible! King who.... 1452 


532 


Great God, attend, while Zion sings. . 
Great God of truth and a crihden hanged 
Great God of wonders, all thy ways .. 
Great God, what do I see and hear .. 


HYMN 


96 
57 


720 


Great husbandinan, at thy command. 22 
Great is the Lord, our tongues shall.. 301 
Great is the Lord, ye people raise.... 887 
Great King of glory, hear the prayer. 118 


Great Shepherd of the sheep......++- 547 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 


HYMN 
High in the heewenns rts 


rnal God eee 
High on a throne of ant light..... 


1 
3 | High on a flaming throne ..........-. 1172 


High on the mount the Saviour ...... _ 
Hither come, ye choirs immortal..... 1329 
Ho! every one that thirsts, draw nigh, — 
Ho! reapers of life’s harvest......... 1 
Ho! ye thirsty, come and drink...... 
Home at last, on heavenly mountains, 


Guide me, O thou great Jehovah.... 825} Hopeless in a world of sorrow........ 755 
‘ . Hosanna ! hark, the melody ... ...+. 225 
H AIL, Jesus, hail, our great High... 909| How beauteous are their feet......... 
Hail, sacred truth! whose piercing .. 334] How beautiful their feet appear.... . 1145 
Hail, the day so long expected....... 1310} How blest the righteous when he dies, 1426 
Hail, thou once despised Jesus....... 1307 | How blest the sacred tie that binds.. 768 
Hail to the brightness of Zion’s glad , 1447 | How bright that blessed hope........ 1224 
Hail to the Sabbath day......-......- 616 | How calm and beautiful the morn... 785 
Hallelujah, Christ has come......... . .972 | How can I sleep while angels sing... 459 
Hallelujah, who shall part ........... 1063 | How do thy mercies close me round.. 54 
. Halting, lingering, fearing, longing .. 847 | How firm a foundation, ye saints of.. 1515 
Happy the souls that first believed... 760} How happy are the little flock ...... 876 
Happy tle man that finds the grace.. 706| How happy every child of grace..... 442 
Hark ! a mighty swelling strain...... 724 | How happy, gracious Lord, are we... 996 
Hark! from the cross avoice of peace, 16| How long, O Lord, our Saviour ...... 1159 
Hark ! from yonder radiant throng... 1371 | How long shall death, the tyrant..... 392 
Hark! hark! the notes of joy..,..... 1005 | How many years has man been ...... 309 
Hark ! how the choral song of heaven, 763} How often have my vows been,...... 1031 
Hark! how the adoring hosts........ 1078 | How pleasant, how divinely fair..... 55 
Hark! how the watchmen cry ....... 1271 | How precious is the Book divine..... 373 
Hark ! I hear the angels singing ..... 859 | How sweet and awful is the place.... 520 
Hark ! in the wilderness a cry, a....- 1057 | How sweet on thy bosom to rest..... 1046 
Hark ! listen to the trumpeters.... . 962 | How sweet the cheering words....... 583 
Hark! my soul, it is the Lord........ 1425 | How sweet the hour of closing day;.. 1429 
Hark! redemption’s joyful story..... 844 | How sweet the name of Jesus sounds, 384 
Hark! ten thousand harps and voices, 1068 | How sweet the melting lay...... Bes 619 
Hark ! the notes of angels singing.... 860} How sweet to be allowed to pray .... 422 
Hark ! the song of juhilee.......-..+s 1100 | How sweet to leave the world awhile, 30 
Hark ! the voice of love and mercy... 1304 | How sweet was the song of the angels, 1433 
Hark ! the voice of Jesus calling..... 1326 | How sweetly o’er earth’s gloomy..... 788 
Hark! ’tis thé trump of God......... 1171 | How tedious and tasteless the hours , 1036 
Hark! ’tis the war-like clarion....... 250 | How tender is thy hand............., 
Hark! ’tis the watchman’s cry....... 1225 | How wide the harvest plain 
Hark! what mean those holy voices. 824] How vast, how full, how free ...... <2, 2 eee 
Harp ! awake, awake my glory ...... 854 
Haste, my dull soul, arise....... voce 1297110 aw knocking, gently knocking..... 1297 
Haste, O sinner, to the Saviour ...... 1293 | T asked the Lord that I might grow... 1147 
Have mercy, Lord, On meé.......eseee 1855 | I bless the Christ of God............. 595. 
Have mercy on me, O my God....... 130 | I call the world’s Redeemer mine.... 223 
He dies, the Friend of sinners dies... 148 | L can see beyond the river............ 1250 
He comes, he comes, the Judge ...... 76} I envy not the rich and great.,.... +22 4296 
He leads his own ; enough to know.. 236 | I greet thee, who my sure Redeemer. 731 
He reigus, the Lord, the Saviour..... 202 | [ have heard of the angel throngs.... 951 
He who goes forth in sadness and in. 1472 | L heard the voice of love divine ...... 682 
He who his dwelling hath with God.. 712]|,I hear the Saviour say ............... 1554 
Hear, O sinner, mercy hails you...., 817 | I know in whom I put my trust...... 665 
Hear the sweet, consoling word...... 948 | I know not what the day may bring.. 1202 
Hear what Christ, the Lord, hath.,.. 862} Ilong to behold Him arrayed........ 1050 
Hear what God, the Lord, hath.... 810 | I love the volume of thy word........ 902 
Hear what the voice from heayen.,.. 389| I love the Lord ; he heard my eries... 351 
Hear ye the call, who bear life’s ..... 1471 | I love to steal awhile away........... 369 
Hearken to me with earnest care..... 269 | I love to tell the story............ Pict tf) 
Hearken to the solemn voice.... .... 981 | I murmur not that now a stranger ... 1026 
Heart oppressed with griefs and...... 795 | T pray not, Lord, for these alone ..... 512 
Hearts of stone, relent, relent........ 1135 I saw a way-worn traveller .......... 1279 
» Here at thy cross, my dying Lord.... 713] 1Isee the crowd in Pilate’s hall....... 502 
Help me, my Lord, to grow.......... 1218 | TL shall rest ; T shall rest.....+....0.,. 44 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES: OF HYMNS. 


HYMN 
I take my pilgrim staff anew......... 681 
I think when I read that sweet story. 1440 
I thirst, but not as once I did ........ 145 
I thirst, thou wounded Lamb of God. 85 
I waited for the Lord my God........ 1341 
I will approach thee —I will force... 141 
I will follow thee, my Saviour ....... 830 
I will go in the strength of the Lord . 1051 
If death my friend and me divide.... 897 
If I in thy likeness, O Lord, may..... 1435 
If in dust, I’m doomed to sleep ...... 925 
If thou shalt in thine heart believe... 963 


TP ss my Maker with my breath. 900 


T’ll bless the Lord from day to day... 322 
I’m not ashamed to own my Lord.... 282 
I’m on my way to Canaan......... .- 783 


I’m weary of straying, oh, when shall, 1500 
I’ve found a Friend, O such a Friend, 1207 


I’ve found the pearl of greatest price. 679 
In all our ways, O God .......... stn 
In all my troubles, sharp and strong.. 639 
In desert wastes an echo ringeth..... 1024 
In expectation sweet: ......0.....5... 535 
In evil long I took delight .......... . 674 
In heavenly love abiding. ............ 778 
In memory of the Saviour’s love ..... 390 
In sadness, yet in faith we go........ 157 
In songs of sublime adoration and ... 1436 
In the cross of Christ I glory ........ 794 
In the midst of temptation, and...... 1510 
In the shadow of the rock......... tie 10nd 
In the sun, and moon, and stars ..... 1108 
In the temple of thy glory ........... 736 
Inspirer and hearer of prayer ........ 1049 
Is it true, that Christ for me ......... 1391 
Isles of the deep, rejoice, rejoice ..... 514 
It is done! King of kings ............ 725 
It is not for thy golden streets........ 488 
It is the Lord, our Saviour’s hand.... 219 
It is thy hand, my God .............. 612 
It may be at the even-tide...... peace Dee 
J ERUSALEM, divine abode ....... rites, Pe 
Jerusalem, my happy home.......... 1335 
Jerusalem, the glorious .............. 1409 
Jerusalem, the golden...............- 1408 
Jésus, accept the praise.............. 1007 
Jesus, and shall it ever be...... panera 62 
Jesus, at whose supreme command .. 343 
Jesus, be endless praise to thee...... 88 
Jesus Christ, our Lord and Saviour... 804 
Jesus, from whom all blessings flow. 761 
Jesus, full of all compassion ......... 1305 
Jesus, how much thy name unfolds.. 491 
Jesus, I my cross have taken......... 1295 
Jesus invites his saints..............- 614 
Jesus, let thy pitying eye..-......... -. 980 
Jesus, Lamb of God, thou art........ 930 
Jesus, lover of my soul............... 726 
Jesus, my all, to heaven is gone...... 758 
Jesus, my Redeemer, lives............ 1392 
Jesus my weary soul refreshes ....... 1234 
Jesus, our hope, our heart’s desire... 494 
Jesus, our kinsman, and our God.... 211 
Jesus, our life, our hope, our heaven. 497 
Jesus shall ‘reign where’er the sun... 102 


HYMN 
Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me..... 853 
Jesus, the comforter, bruised and.... 1453. 
Jesus, the conqueror, reigns ....,.... 599 
Jesus, the gift divine, I know........ 690 
Jesus, the Lord, hath died for thee... 757 
Jesus, the name high over all........ 633 
Jesus, the sinner’s friend thou art.... 1253 
Jesus, the sinner’s refuge.........-.5 1285 
Jesus, thou art the sinner’s friend..... 411 
Jesus, thou everlasting King......... 296 
Jesus, thou great redeeming Lord.... 247 
Jesus, thou joy of loving hearts ...... 295 
Jesus, to every willing mind...... PSE WAsv. 
Jesus, to thee I would look up....... 1214 
Jesus, to thee our hearts we lift ..... 180 
Jesus, thine all-victorious love..... 632 
Jesus, thy blood and righteousness... 87 
Jesus, thy boundless love to me...... 274 


Jesus, thy church with longing eyes. 288 


Jesus, we would no longer be -....... 40 
Jesus, where’er thy people meet ..... 165 
Jesus, while our hearts.are bleeding . 837 
Jesus, who suffered and died on the . 1388 
Jesus, who upon the tree ............ 1116 — 
Jesus, whose glory’s streaming rays. 64 
Join, all the human race ............. 1183 
Joined in heart and joined in hand... 1126 
Joined in the bonds of faith andlove. 878. 
PPIGOs “TUDM CS. 5 cpm css Risso lebanese Gece 1417 
Just as God leads me, I. would go.... 958 
Just as Tam, O Lamb of God........ 1241 
Just as I am, — thou wilt receive .... 684 
Just as I am, without one plea....... 26 
Kuncpoms and thrones to God..:.... 28 
King of all saints, Sun of celestial.... 734 
Keep silence, all created things...... 398 
. Laxzorers Of, CDMS; AIISC yo.ere sos sees lo 604 
Lamb of God, for sinners slain ....... 754. 
Lamb of God, whose dying love.... 979 
Lead us,.O Do0rd, Our Good... «w:r.ejesee919 1419 


Let all that wait the coming King.... 9 


Let all the angels worship........-..+ 1276 
Let all the earth with joyful song.... 1239 
Let all the earth their voices raise.... 907 
Let all the lands with shouts of joy .. 339 
Let children hear the mighty deeds.. 371 
Let every mortal ear attend.......... 661 
Let every kindred, every tribe....... 649 
Let earth and heaven agree........+. 1019 
Let me but hear my Saviour say...... 203 
Let not the wise his wisdom boast... 35 
Let not your hearts be troubled ...... 1163 
Let party names no more.........-+.- 564 
Let saints on earth their anthems.... 463 
Let the seventh angel sound on high. 305 
Let those refuse to Sing ......+.....-- 598 
| Let thy kingdom, blessed Saviour.... 852 
Let us adore the eternal Word....... 1339 
Tet us awake OUYL JOYS 4. 25 2.5% e6%« 1176 
‘‘ Let us go forth,”’ and leave the..... 1469 
Let us with a gladsome mind.,....... 1102 
Let Zion in her songs record ......... 994 
Let Zion’s watchmen all awake...,.. 375 
Life is the time to serve the Lord ...,. 70 
Lift the voice and sound the trumpet, 856 


534 


HYMN 


370 


Lift up your heads, eternal gates..... a0 


Lift up your hearts to things above .. 


Lift your voices, angels bright........ 973 
Light of those, whose dreary dwelling, 839 
Lights upon the distant shore ........ 1245 
Like a garment, waxing old,.......... 1064 
Like sheep we went astray......-...- 570 
Like the roll of thunder........... rN 

Like the voice of many waters....... 813 
Listen, O lost one, glad tidings we... 1386 
Listen to the man of sorrows .. ..... 863 
List, ye mortals, hear thesound.,.... 978 
List, ye who languish ’mid sorrows .. 1379 
Lo, a weak and weary band.......,.. 1113 
Lo! God is here, let us adore ....... 226 


Lo, He cometh ! countless trumpets . 
Lo, He comes with clouds descending, 814 


990 | Lord, who paces for thy; 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS., 


HYMN 
Lord, through the dubious paths of... 522) 
Lord, we believe, wait the hour... 181) 
Lord, we see the day approaching. . ... 1255) 
Lord, when beside grave we) =! ' 
Lord, when I count thy mercies.o’e: —~ 
Lord, when thou comest in. 

Lord, when thou didst, 


Loud halle ujahs to the dss» wemomde! 
Love divine, all love excelling.....)... a 
; cL ae Doae 

Masesric sweetness sits enthroned .. 355) 
Mary to the Saviour’s tomb... ...-«.:0) T28T 
Many centuries have fled «.... +++ «++ 11831 
May I throughout.this day of thine ~.., 315) 
May the grace of Christ the Saviour. .. 807) 
Meek, patient Son of God and man, «« »/278) 


Lo, He on whom all power is laid .... 101} ‘‘ Mercy, O thou Son of David” ...... 1314; 
Lo, the day of rest declineth ........ 1322 | "Mid death’s dark and swelling .-....) 841) 
Lo, the day, the day that burneth.... 1311 | ’Mid scenes of confusion and creature, - 1 
Lo, the King of glory cometh......... 793 | Mighty God, while angels bless thee.. I 
Lo! the Lord Jehovah liveth......... 1288 | Mortals, awake, with angels join,.:... 465) 
Lo! the storms of life are breaking .. 737| Mourn for the thousands slain........, 593) 
Lo, what a glorious sight appears.... 464) Mourning ones, whose hearts are...+. S40) 
Long did she sorrow and languish ... 975 | Must Simon bear the eross alone ..... 379) 
Lonely and dejected ...............- . 938] My blessed Jesus, thou hast taught .... 672) 
Lonely and weary, by sorrows... ... 1377 | My Book, my Book, my grand old ....;, 667 { 
Look not on the wine in redness ..... 1290 | My Christian friends, in bonds of ....,1259) 
Look not on the wine-cup bright ....._ 1187 | My country, ’tis of thee «../-.++e0+«.. M75) 
Look not on the wine, though it...... 1512 | My Creator is my Shepherd..... cole arg 'e A DOG 
Look not upon the ruby wine........- 764 | My days, my weeks, my months, my. 998 { 
Look, ye saints, the sight is glorious. 828] My days are gliding swiftly by........1188 


Look unto me, the Saviour saith..... 
Look up, my soul, and hail the home. 1095 


Look up, my soul, with cheerful eye. 256 
Lord, as we leave the place of prayer, 771 
Lord, at this closing hour ............ 571 
Lord, by thy constant bounty fed.... 41 


Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, fill 829 
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, bid 1258 
Lord, for the mercies of the night..... 324 


Lord, how secure and blest are they.. 34 
Lord, I believe were sinners more.... 286 
Lord, I have made thy word my ..... 677 
Lord, I hear of showers of blessing .. 851 
Lord, I was blind, I could not see.... 74 
Lord, in this closing hour ............ 1083 
Lord, in this desert land ............. 626 


Lord, in the day thou art about ...... 470 
Lord, in the morning thou shalt hear, 313 
Lord, in the strength of grace........ 541 
Lord, it belongs not to my care...... 655 
Lord Jesus, in thy name alone....... 143 
Lord Jesus, in thy name we meet..., 338 
Lord Jesus, when we stand afar...... 134 
Lord, most high and gracious .... . . 993 
Lord of mercy and of might.......... 1372 


Lord of might and majesty........... 1109 
Lord of earth and air and sea ........ 988 
Lord of the harvest, bend thine ear .. 
Lord of the harvest, hear.......5..... 
Lord, send on us a plenteous rain..., 188 
Lord, speak to me that I may speak.. 1138 
Lord, teach thy servants how to pray, 523 
Lord, thou hast through the desert... 660 
Lord, thou art with us while we pray, 711 


: 
My dear Redeemer, and my Lord...... 110; 
My drowsy powers, why sleep ye so. 460; 
My faith looks up to Thee... .....-+ + 1181 5 
My faith shall triumph o’er the grave, . 476 | 
My Father, God, how sweet the. ..... 3 
My Father is rich in houses and lands, 1509. 
My Father, see thy wandering one, -..; 967); 


My Father, the guide of my youth ... 1044) 


My God, and is thy table spread .... 1090, 
My God, how shall I sing...........- 554 

My. God, how endless is thy love..... iu 
My God, I thank thee! may no..... + AZT. 
My God, in whom are all the springs. 97), 
My God, my everlasting hope........,..675,; 
My, God, my life, My, 1OVe. 24. p.a00. .O2oiT, 
My God shall my petitions grant.... ~ 450; 
My God, the spring ofall my joys.... 414) 
My head is low, my heart is sad....., 405 > 
My heart hath found a quiet rest..... , 283.5. 
My heart is fixed, eternal God ,..... 1287; 
My heart is fixed, O God, my heart .. 228 , 
My heart is full of Christ, and longs... 241 5 
My heart shall bless my heavenly.... 881) 
My heavenly home is bright and fair. 310 , 
My home is o’er the swelling flood... 475 . 
My home is over Jordan .... .. ey 1422 , 
My hope is built on nothing less ..... 238 

My Jesus, I love thee, I know thou. 1504 , 
My Jesus, say, what wretch has....,. 410 5 
My life’s a shadémy days ...... 0.0. 1002 | 
My life flows on in endless song ..... 13852 , 


My opening eyes with rapture see.... 14. 
My prayer hath power with God: the, 234 | 
My Saviour, camit ever be.....5+5.+. 243; 


INDEX. ,OF, FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 


ea HYMN 
My Saviour, my Almighty Friend... 513 
Me aviour, th Ou ee to me.i..-., 227 
son, know thou the Lord,....... - 536 


My soul, amid this stormy world ..... 451 
ay approach the Lord in prayer, 1093 
soul, approach the mercy-seat.... 504 


‘soul, be.on thy guard........,.... 557 

[y soul doth triumph in the. Lord.... 1198 

y soul earth’s burning wastes hath. 525 
My soul in God shall make her boast. 640 
My soul, it is thy God,.... eae Sota s tes 
My soul is happy when I hear.......... 628 
Yy soul oppressed with sorrow ..,... 1423 


soul, repeat his praise...-.......+ 


y soul, through my Redeemer’s ...... 111, 
My soul, till God his spirit pours..... 192 
My soul, triumphant in the Lord..... 368 
My soul, weigh not thy life .......... 600 
My soul, with all thy wakened powers, 516 
My soul, with humble fervor raise... 100 


My span of life will soon be done... 784 


My weary soul a rest hath found..... 505 
Nearer, my God, to thee........... 1223 

earer, O God, £0. thee .. ccs cece ccase 1221 

(0, I’ll repine at death no more...... 201 
No more, my God, I boast no more... 198 
No more with trembling heart I try... 453 
No, room for mirth or trifling here.... 895 
Not all the blood of beasts ........... 569 
Not in a temple made with hands .... 1139 
Not in dark and hopeless anguish .... 792 
Not to condemn the sons of men..... 15 
Not to the mount that burned with... 246 
Not unto us, but to Thy name give... 1478 
Now as thy people hence depart ..... 163 
Now bid us go in peace, O Lord...... 306 
Now by the mercies of my Lord...... 292 
Now I have found a friend.........-. 1178 
Now I have found the ground wherein, 279 
Now in the heat of youthful blood..... 171 
Now is the accepted time...,....,..-. 551 
Now let our VoiceS join.....,.-+e.-e-0+- 596 
Now, Lord, I seek a holy rest....... . 668 
Now, Lord, on every waiting heart... 204 
Now may the God of peace and love. 318 
Now may the grace of Jesus ....., «.- 1164 
Now, may the Lord, our Shepherd... 139 
Now, may the love of God ...... PBN PAY 
Now, our risen Lord confessing ...... 846 
Now, Saviour, bless us as we part.... . 971 
Now, Saviour, strengthen every heart, 485 
Now, that the daylight fills the sky .. 45 
Now, the day is over.......... pha Boke win D44 
Now, the gracious Saviour stands.... 955 
Now to Him who loved us, gave us.. 800 
Now to'the great, eternal King..... 637 


Now to the Lord that makes us know, 
Now unto Him who by his power .... 4 


Now. unto Him who on the tree...... 2909 
Now unto the King eternal .......... 1312 
Now unto the eternal King ........... 330 


Now, when the dusky shades of night, 1479 
Now, with angels round the throne .. 1131 
Now, with creation’s morning song.. 116 


My 
-y soul, thou hast fled to thy Saviour, 1441. 


535 


HYMN 


O all that pase by, to Jesus draw ... 1467 
O all ye lands, exalt his fame ........ 965 
O all ye lands, rejoice in God ........ 472 
O all ye lands, in God rejoice......... 10 
O all ye lands, rejoice and sing ...... 666 
O all ye nations of the earth, rejoice.. 1058 
O all ye nations, praise the ea. His. 316 
O all ye nations, praise the Lord, each 354 
O, blessed souls are they......... eee) 540 
O bliss of the purified, bliss of the.... 1519 
O, bow thine ear, eternal One........ 708 
O; cease, my wandering soul......... 1400 
O Christ, what gracious words ....... 609 
O Christ, of men the life and light... . 871 
O Christ, our true and only light....., 710 
O Christ, who didst for sinners weep. 29 
.O Christ, who hast our sorrows borne, 694 
O. Christ, who hast prepared a place.. _ 58 
O come, let us sing to the Lord....... 1052 


O come, let us sing unto the Lord.... 1 


O come, loud anthems let us sing.... 99 
O come, thou radiant Morning Star .. 224 
O, could I find from day to day ...... 651 
O, could I speak the matchless worth, 868 
O, could our thoughts and wishes fly. 1342 
O, disclose thy lovely face............ 1367 
O, do not let the word depart ........ 59 
O, draw me, Saviour, after thee...... 275 
O everlasting light... . 54... 4. eel eseens 586 
O Father, in this peaceful hour....... 183 
O Father, who rulest the wind and... 1518 
O, for a closer walk with God........ 490 
O, for a faith that will not shrink.... 671 
O, for a glance of heavenly day ...... 291 
O, for a heart to praise my God ...... 358 
O, for a prayer like his of old......... 695 
O, for a shout of sacred joy........... 446 
O, for a thousand tongues to sing .... 365 
O, for the peace which floweth as a... 1488 
O, for the robes of whiteness......... 1282 
O Friend divine, when from our ..... 1487 
| O glorious day of heavenly rest ...... 458 
O glorious hope of heavenly love .... 869 
O God, amid earth’s sore distress .... 905 
O God, in whom we live........,..565 1402 
O God of good, the unfathomed sea... 914 
O God of life and light ...........-... 605 
O God of my salvation, hear ......,.. 911 
O God, my Saviour, I love thee ...... 169 
O God, my strength and fortitude.... 427 
O God, my inmost soul convert ...... 891 
O God, our everlasting Rock... .. 1148 
O God, to us Show MeIrcy..-.-...eeeee 1169 
O God, to whom our fathers prayed .. 397 
O God, we praise thee, and confess .. 323 
O God, what offering shall I give..... 240 
O grace divine! the Saviourshed.... 125 
O happy day that fixed my choice ... 765 
O happy is the man who hears ....... 329 
O happy land, O happy land......... 345 
O, how beautiful their feet........... 924 
O, how I long to see that day......... 642 
O, how I love thy holy law..... seve. 670 
O Holy Father, ’mid the calm........ 53 
O Israel, for the strife prepare ....... 103 
O Jesus, great and wondrous King... 294 


586° 


O Jesus, my Saviour, to thee Tsubmit, 1514 
O Jesus, source of calm repose....... 
O King of kings, and Lord of lords... 346 
O King of kings, we wait the day .... 1348 
O Lamb of God, for sinners slain..... 888 
O land of rest, for thee I sigh ...-.... 782 
O lost one, dejected, and far from thy, 1511 
O Lord, and will thy pardoning love. 412 
O Lord, at thy command 1082 
O Lord, in weakness and in fears .... 
O Lord, my strength and righteousness 218 
O Lord, thy servants ery to thee 


ee 


O Lord, who art with two or three ... 168 
O Lord, who didst from heaven come, 140 
O Lord, who givest all increase....... 114 
O Love divine, how sweet thou art... 875 
O Love divine, whose deep abyss..... 1140 
O Loye, thou bottomless abyss ...... 280 
O, may I stand before the Lamb...... 328 
O, might this worthless heart of mine, 320 
Ovmy offended Borde cere. ote. es 606 
O, never may my soul forget ......... 1094 
O, not to fill the mouth of fame...... 342 
O, not with silver, gold, or gems..... 650 
O North, with all thy vales of green . 1786 
O Paradise, thy banished bloom...... 658 
O, praise the Lord, ’tis sweet to raise. 127 
O, praise the Lord with one consent.. 1193 


O, praise ye the Lord, prepare your .. 
O, praise ye the Lord with heart and . 
O prodigal, why wilt thou roam 


O, quickly come, dread Judge of all.. 179 
O, restless as the troubled wave...... 104 
O, render thanks to God above....... 19 
O Saviour, bless us as We go.......... 999 
O Saviour, cast a gracious smile...... 894 
O Saviour, is thy promise fled........ 166 
O Saviour of sinners! when faint and, 1517 
O Saviour, welcome to my heart...... 356 
O shameful cross! on thee was hung 68 
O, show me not my Saviour dying.... 732 
O send thy light and truth abroad.... 715 
O sinner, come without delay ........ 1199 
O sinners, turn, why will ye die...... 1235 
O Son of God, with glory crowned.... 480 
O, sorrow not for saints that sleep.... 700 
O, speed thee, Christian, on thy way. 482 
O, spurn not the fallen, though....... 1520 
O, sweetly through the gloomy years. 265 
O strong and everlasting love......... 1092 
O that every soul might know Him... 1315 
O that I knew the secret place........ 966 
O that my load of sin were gone ..... 86 
O that the Lord would guide my..... 344 
O the amazing change’............... 1022 
O the amazing pomp ...s-s++......05- 


O the blessed promise given.......... 
O the immense, the amazing height... 762 
O thou God of my salvation.......... 

O Thou in whom we live and move... | 37 
O Thou in whose presence my soul... 1439 


O thou, my soul, forget no more...... 51 
O Thou that hearest the prayer of.... 893 
O thou,*the‘One'supreme............. 1006 
O Thou who art by all adored........ 271 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 
HYMN | 


O Thou who camest from above...... 
908 | O Thou who didst with mourners ....— 


O Thou who for our fallen race....... 
O Thou who hast our sorrows born 
O Thou whom we adore ..........--+- 


Pa 


O Thou whom we have scorned and. . 1098 


O Thou whose compassionate care... . 
O Thou whose filmed and mae, She 
O Thou whose mercy, never ing -. 
O thought full of sweetness to those. . 


O, turn to the stronghold, ye.....-... 496 


O, turn ye, O, turn ye, for why will .. 
O wanderer, burdened with sorrow... 
O wanderer, where art thou? the.... 
O watch and pray and fight.......... 
O wearied watcher, worn with duty.. 
O, what a costly sacrifice........... = 
O, what hath Jesus bought for me .. 

, What is our hope, and our joy, and, 
, where are kings and empires now. 
, who is like the Mighty One. ... 
, why wilt thou so long delay....... 
Word everlasting, within me abide, 
word of peace to souls oppressed... 
, Worn with griefs and pains and ... 


OOO0000090 


, ye saints whose eyes are heavy.... 
O ye who feel for others’ woes........ 
O Zion, afflicted with wave u 
O’er the distant mountains breaking . 
O’erwhelmed in depths of woe..... 
Oft as the precious seed is sown.... 
Oft we, alas, forget the love 
On Jordan’s stormy banks I stand ... 
On those who have in darkness ...... 
On the high cliffs of Jordan with..... 
On the mountain's top appearing..... 


* ‘ 
1525 


197 
, worship the King, all glorious..... i 


949 


1240 
n wave, 1495 


816 


On the north and the east, on the .... 1445 _ 


On Zion’s Mount, the Lord of Hosts.. 
Once more, my soul, the rising day.. 

Once more, O Lord, thy sign shall be. 
Once more we come before our God .. 


635. 
SAT 

452 
631 


Once more we press the hand and part, ae 


One sweetly solemn thought..... hae 


One there is, above all others..... veces L321 


One thing have I desired of thee..... 
Open wide the gates of beauty........ 
Our Captain leads us on........ 
Our day of praise is done.... ........ 
Our eyes would Haze on Him who bled, 
Our Father, God, to thee........ hip re 
Our Father, God, who art in (L.M.)... 
Our Father, God, who art in (C.M).. 
Our Father’s God, to thee we raise... 
Our friendship sanctify and guide.... 
Our God, how firm his promise....... 
Our God, our help in ages past..,.... 
Our Heavenly Father, Theak Pa ee PS 
Our life is hid with Christ in God.... 
Our Lord is risen from the dead ..... 
Our Saviour and King, thy praises we, 
Our Saviour shall descend again ..... 
Our sins on Christ were laid.......... 
Our willing feet shall stand .. piers 
Over Kedron Jesus treadeth ......66. 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 


i HYMN 
Peace, earth’s last battle has been.. 214 
Peace, peace, I leave with you ....... 1186 
Peace to thee, O favored one......... 1370 
Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive. 692 
People of the living God ........ nw9, Tom, MOBO 
Perishing splendors pass away ....... 1368 
Pilgrims and strangers on the earth .. 743 
Pilgrims and strangers and sojourners, 749 
Pity, Lord, the child of clay.......... 1366 
Poor weary wanderer, far from peace. 1192 
Praise, everlasting praise be paid..... 117 


Praise God from whom all blessings.. 3 


Praise, my soul, the King of heaven.. 818 
Praise the God of all creation........ 855 
Praise the Lord, O ye his servants.... 1330 


Praise the Lord with exultation. ..... 1287 
Praise the Lord, ye heavensadore him, 821 
Praise to God on high be given....... 1067 
Praise to Him by whose kind favor... 1333 


Praise waits in Zion, Lord, for thee... 
-Praise ye the King of kings ....... pice 
Praise ye the Lord, all ye nations and, 1390 
Praise ye the Lord, let heart and voice, 1152 


Praise ye the Lord, our God.......... 574 
Prayer is appointed to convey....+e«-« 153 
Prepare a new song, Jehovah to...... 1462 
Prepare us, Lord, to view thy cross... 325 
Prisoners of hope, lift up your heads. 175 
Proclaim, saith Christ, my wondrous. 399 
Proclaim the lofty praise ............. 1269 
Prostrate with eyes of faith I see..... 916 
Qotzr, Lord, my froward heart ..... 1395 


-Raisz the psalm, let earth adoring .. 
Raise your triumphant songs......... 
Redeemer, whither should I flee...... 


Refrain thy voice, O weeping one .... 657 
Rejoice, all ye believers ....--+-.+++.. 1167 
Rejoice around the tomb............ 1356 


‘Rejoice around the tomb where Jesus, 1416 


Rejoice, my soul, in God thy friend... 776 
Rejoice, O weary soul....... hehe s 608 
Rejoice, the Lord is King............. 1011 
Remember me, my God ........-..+6.. 1084 
Rest in peace, thy woes are past...... 931 
Rest in the Lord, and wait for him... 1200 
Return, O God of love, return........ 479 
Revive thy work, O Lord..,.......... 542 
Ride on, ride on in majesty..... = ire 261 


Righteous God, whose vengeful vials. 1257 
Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings. 986 
Rock of ages, cleft for me 1124 
Rock of my strength, to thee my soul, 1470 


Rocked in the cradle of the deep..... 1148 
Roll on, old year, thy scenes are...... 1474 
Roll thy burden on the Lord ......-.. 1119 
Round the Lord, in glory seated...... 848 
Ruler of heaven, and earth, and hell. 688 


Save home, safe home, in port....... 1004 
Safely through another week......... 1062 
Salem’s bright King of wondrous..... 877 
Salvation, oh the joyfulsound........ 1407 


Saviour, again to thy dear name we.. 
Saviour, bless us as we part..,... 


HYMN 
Saviour, bless thy word toall.........« 1123 
Saviour, breathe an evening blessing 832 
Saviour divine, thy heart of love..... 146 
Saviour, I thy word believe...... § fe AO 
Saviour-King, in hallowed union..... 849 
Saviour, like a shepherd lead us...... 826 
Saviour of men, thy searching eye... 216 
Saviour of sinners, Lamb of God .... 207 
Saviour, our parting bless ............ 627 
Saviour, scorned, and scourged, and.. 1298 
Saviour, scourged, and crowned with 974 
Saviour, the sorrows thon hast known, 138 
Saviour, thy dyinglove............... 1229 
Saviour, we seek the watery tomb.... 357 
Saviour, when in dust to thee ........ 1365 
Saviour, who for me hast suffered.... 1359 
Saviour, whom our hearts adore...... 983 
Say, sinner, hath a voice within...... 52 


See, above time’s clouds and shadows, 1303 


See at last the signs portending....... 1430 
See, He comes; He won the day...... 922 
See, how the patient Jesus stands.... 172 
See, oh, see what love the Father.... 858 
See on high the myriad stars......... 926 
Set thy windows open............+45. 939 
Shall I for fear of feeble man......... 215 
Shall man, O God of light and life 221 
Shall we meet beyond theriver (ab.).. 1324 
Shall we meet beyond the river...... 1325 
Shepherd of the scattered flock ...... 1361 
Shepherds, rejoice, lift up your eyes . 1340 


Shout the glad tidings, exultingly.... 1385 
Show pity, Lord, O Lord, forgive .... 89 
Shrinking from the cold hand of death, 158 


Silent, like men in solemn haste...... 257 
Sing of Jesus, sing forever ........... 740 
Sing of the grace Christ waits to give, 206 
Sing, sing, and pray, eternity is...... 1477 
Sing to the Lard the children’shymn. 518 
Sing to the Lord, the Rock of our.... 1476 
Sing to the Lord with joyful voice.... 24 
Sing to the Lord, who came to earth . 462 
Sing to the Lord, ye distant lands.... 676 
Sing to the Lord, ye sons of grace.... 205 
Sing we the song to angels given..... 6 
Sing with all the sons of glory ...... 823 
Sing, ye redeemed of the Lord ....... 445 
Sinner, art thou still secure .......... 1122 
Sinners, obey the gospel word ....... 173 
Sianers, Lhe. Call DEY, <+,- «0-00,» «isin 8:6 1399 
Sinners, the voice of God regard.... 872 
Sinners, turn, why will ye die........ 1117 


Smitten, stricken, bruised,and gory.. 834 


So let our lips and lives express...... 43 
Soft be the turf on thy dear breast... 195 
Soldiers of Christ, arise .........0.00 561 
Soldiers of the cross, arise .........-- 1369 
Son of God, earth’s storms are......- 842 
Son of God, to thee I cry.......-...05++% 1363 
Soon may the last glad song arise.... 17 
Soon o’er the hilltops of eternal...... 1481 


Soon our conflicts will be done....... 746 


Soon shall we see the glorious........ 1232 
Soon the great harvest day shall 1054 
Soon will the heavenly Bridegroom ,. 425 
Soon will the sleeping martyrs rise... 252 


538 


HYMN 


Soul of mine, there comes a day...... 1249 
Sound, sound the truth abroad....... 1184 
Sow in the morn thy seed : _ 537 
Speed the rescue, souls are dying .... 

Spirit divine, who from above....... - 498 
Star of the promised morning, rise ... 
Stars of the morning, how joyous ye . 
Stand up, and bless the Lor 
“Stand up for Jesus,” tho’ his foes .. 
Stand up, my soul, shake off thy .... 
Stand up, stand up for Jesus........ 


ser eeeee 


Stay, thou insulte Rpt, SPAY cetee 73 
Steal away from earthly care......... 751 
Strangers and pilgrims here... -- 266 
Stricken, smitten, and afflicted....... 867 
Strong to redeem is the Lord who.... 1448 
Suffering Saviour, Lamb of God...... 929 
Sweet is the work, my God, my King, 92 
Sweet meditation on the Lord,....... 170 
Sweet rivers of redeeming love....... 403 
Sweet the moments, rich in blessing. 831 
Sweetly glides the shining river...... 1327 
Sweetly the holy hymn ............:. 545 
Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear .. 1526 
Sun of our souls, ’mid shadows and.. 735 
Surrounded by a host of foes......... 262 
Surely, at the appointed time ........ 722 
Taxe away the children ............ 1056 
Tarry with me, O my Saviour........ 1331 
Teach me the measure of my days... 337 
Tell me no more of earthly toys...... 822 
That awful day is drawing near ..... 892 
That awful day will surely come..... 319 
That day of wrath, that dreadful day. 61 
That doleful night before His death.. 404 
That fearful day, that day of dread... 18 
That glorious day is drawing nigh.... 492 
That great day of wrath and terror... 866 
That solemn hour will come for me .. 378 


The angel comes, he comes to reap... 511 
The billows swell, the winds are high, 112 
The Church is built upon a rock...... 656 
The Church in her militant state..... 1039 
The Church is in the wilderness...... 1204 
The Comforter has come ............. 578 
The clouds at length are breaking.... 1162 
The day approacheth, O my soul..... 326 
The day is past and gone, great God. 1081 
The day is past and gone, the evening, 1086 


The day of life is dawning .:......... 1165 


The days and years are passing ...... 1166 
The desert like the rose shall bloom.. 659 
The earth and all her fulness owns... 187 


The gloom that hung o’er Calyary’s.. 641 
The glorious day is drawing nigh .... 492 
The God of Abraham praise ........ . 1264 
The God of glory walks his round.... 254 
The God of harvest, praise........... 1187 
The God of love, the God of peace ... 407 


The God of peace, who from the dead, 122 


The grace which is in Christ revealed, 105 
The happy morn is come............. 1008 
The head that once was crowned..... 478 
The heavens declare thy glory, Lord. 56 
The Holy Ghost'is here vy) a 533 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 


The King of heaven his table: 
The King of love my is .... 138 
The last loud trumpet’s wondrous... 90 
The Lord is my Shepherd, then T..... 
The Lord Jehovah reigns ...... 
The Lord, the Judge, before his..... 96 
poe ogre e o e 
e in wt). 
The Lord, our God, is clothed with .. 
ae as OE Eeyore light .....-.. a 336 
e , the ts) 4 oo yyrye 
n Calvary bled 


The Lord who once on awe: 
The Lord will come, the earth shall .. 23 
The morning flowers display their ... 
The music of my heart is gone ...... 
The night is ect eis away ...... 
The people that in kness [ay ... . aad 
The people still go forth to meet ..... 126 
The pleasures of earth I have seen.. 1503 
The praying spirit breathe ......... - 610 
The race that long in darkness pined. 1405 
The Saviour bids us watch and pray . 
The Saviour comes to seek the lost... 4: 
The Saviour wept beside the tomb... 12 
The sower goes forth the seed to sow. 1053 
The Spirit in our hearts ............ oa 
The thirsty are called to their Lord -. 
The time is short ere all that live..... 
The time is short, make haste, the .. 
The wanderer no more will roam .... 
The whole creation groans and waits 
The whole creation now is sighing .. 
The world is grown old, and her 
The world is very evil......«.....» eer. 
Thee, Jesus, thee, the sinner’s Friend, © 
There are angels ever near us..... Bren 
There is a better land, they say...... 1 
There is a calm and peaceful river . 1 
There is a fountain filled with blood 


685 
361 


oeeee 


There is a land of life and song 

There is a land mine eye hath seen .. 1 
There is a King of glory ....... A So 
There is a little lonely fold...... He Sen ) 
There is a pure and peaceful wave ... 11 


There is'a time, we know not when .. 1336 
There is an hour of peaceful rest ..... 
There is life for a look at the crucified, 14 
There is no pain that I can bear ..... : 
There remaineth a rest for the peoplé, 143 
There will be no sin, nor pain......:. ‘946 
There’s a city that looks o’er the..... 1449 
There’s a light that is shining in ..... 750 
There’s a wideness in God’s mercy... 1332 
These are the words that David said. 64 


Thine oath and promise, mighty God, 435 
This God is the God we adore........ 1042 
This is the day of light ........ rg rae fy 
This is not my place of resting....... 809 
Thirsting soul, by Jacob’s well....... 1061 
Thou art my portion, O my God...... 1338 
Thou art the way, to thee alone...... 969 
Thou blessed Son of God............; 1185 
Thon bridle of spirits untamed....... 1048 
Thou city of foundations...... ne tape Ton 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 


HYMN 


Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb... 489 
Thou God of power, thou God of love, 873 


Thou great Instructor, lest I stray.... 13 
EEUU, FROTY SPieiG, Arh. cae. Sect ce cs 543 
Thou Judge of quick and dead... .. 572 
Thou knowest, Lord, the weariness .. 1483 


Thou Lamb of God for sinners slain.. 519 


Thou Lamb of God, thou Prince of... 124 
Thou, Lord, hast blessed my going. , 376 
Thou man of griefs,rememberme.... 71 
Thou only Sovereign of my heart .... 161 
Thou Prince of glory, slain for me,In, 880 
Thou Prince of glory, slain forme.... 38 
. Thou Shepherd of Israel, and mine .. 1041 
Thou soft-flowing Kedron, by thy .... 1493 
Thou strong and loving Son of man.. 121 


Thou suffering, bleeding, dying Lamb, 781 
_ Thou who at Cana’s marriage feast... 1153 
Thou who didst wear the thorny crown, 1055 
Thou who dost with thy people meet. 885 
Thou who from Olive’s brow did rise, 889 


Thou who our Advocate appearing... 1035 
Thou who our sins hast borne........ 719 
Thou whom my soul admires above.. 273 
Thou whose almighty word .......... 1179 
Thou whose eyes like flames of fire... 1110 


Thou with many burdens weary...... 1358 
Though faint, yet pursuing, we goon. 1497 
Though I speak with varioustongues 1115 


Though love may weep with breaking, 155 
Though my flesh and heart may fail.. 927 
Though nature’s strength decay...... 1265 
Though the ages slowly glide......... 1247 
Though the night hangs dark and the, 501 
Though troubles assail, and dangers . 1466 
Through all the changing scenes of.... 1346 
Through many weary years of pain... 503 
Through midnight gloom from........ 242 
Throughout the hours of darkness dim, 293 


Thus far the Lord hath led me on .... 
Thus saith the Church’s Head........ 


Thy faithfulness, Lord, each moment, 1477 
Thy Father’s house, thine own bright, 237 
Thy kingdom come, from year to year, 687 
Thy kingdom come, thus day by day. 769 
Thy loving-kindness, Lord, Ising .... 308 
Thy name, Almighty God .........0- 566 


Thy triumphs, Redeemer of men, we, 1498 
Thy ways, O Lord, with wise design.. 106 
Time’s sun is fast setting, its twilight, 1513 
*Tis by the faith of joys to come...... 108 


*Tis by thy strength the mountains... 434 
*Tis God, the Spirit, leads’...........; 613 
*Tis midnight, and on Olive’s brow... 300 
To bless thy chosen race.....0..0000+% 588 
To Calvary, Lord, in spirit how ...... 381 
To celebrate thy praise, O Lord ...... 664 
To God,: thevOnly wise. «ii. ..! sive ess 576 
To Him that loved the souls of men.. 448 


To Him who died upon the tree...... 
To Him who hears I whisper all...... 
To Him who in his precious blood.... 
To Jesus, the crown of my hope...... 1043 
To leave my dear friend and with.... 1508 
To Mount Sion, Lord, admit me...... 739 
To thee, O God, in thankful song..... 340 


539 

HYMN 
To the far-off regions........ ...20...) 942 
To the hills I lift mine eyes........... 987 
To thy pastures fair and large........ 1103 
To whom, my Saviour, shallI go. .. 426 
To-day the Saviour calls... 0.02.02... 1418 
Tossed by the furious tempest........ 976 


Trembling before thine awful throne. 1149 


Triumphant, Christ ascends on high.. 474 
Triumphant Zion, lift thy head....... 767 
‘Trust ye in the Lord forever” ...... 1077 


Try us, O God, and search the ground, 374 


*T was on that dark, that doleful night, 72 
Unver thy wings, my God... 237.1. 1217 
Unto thee, our Saviour...........0.03% 992 
Unveil thy bosom, faithful tomb...... 1428 
Upward, I lift mine eyes .......:2..2. 1001 
V ay are all terrestrial pleasures .... 1069 
Vain, delusive world, adieu.......... 982 
W axe, harp of Zion, wakeagain.... 457 
Wake the song of jubilee............. 1101 


Walk inthe light; so shalt thou know, 352 


Wash me, O Lamb of God............ 1219 
Watched by the world’s malignant.. 182 
Watchman, tell me, does the morning, 808 


Watchman tell us of the night ...... 
Wait on the Lord, ye heirs of hope... 1527 
We are going to see the bleeding 1244 
We are living, we are dwelling....... 
We are sowing in our sadness ..-..... 1323 
We bless the Lamb of God....... ... 1087 
We bless thee, Lord, for this our food, 1580 
We give this body to the dust ........ 154 
We have met in glad communion .... 1073 
We know that all things work for good, 487 


We know the grace of Him who died, 144 
We lift our ‘hearts to Thee.:.......... 575 
We longto move and breathe in Thee, 776 


We speak of the realms of the blest. . 1047 
We praise and magnify thy name..... 906 
We pray for those who do not pray... 142 
We saw Thee not when thou didst.... 689 
We seek a dwelling bright and fair... 1196 


We sing His love who once was slain.. 176 
We soon shall hear the midnight cry., 890 
We shall go home in the morning .... 747 
We shall sleep, but not forever....... 791 


We thank thee, Lord, for daily bread, 1532 


We wait for thee, All-glorious One .. 1201 
We wander not in Eden’s garden..... 1032 
Weary of wandering from my God.. 245 


Weary head and weary heart......... 1246 
Weary pilgrim, why this sadness?.... 1294 
Weary sinner, keep thine eyes .--.-.. 1360 
Weary souls, who wander wide ...... 1364 


Welcome, delightful morn............ 0 

Welcome, happy morning............ 943 
Welcome from beneath the wave..... 920 
Welcome, sweet day of rest.......... 529 
What a friend we have in Jesus...... 1291 
What could your Redeemer do....... 1118 


What father, when his children plead, 335 


540 

HYMN 
What heavenly music do I hear...... 653 
What is the chaff, the word of man... 317 
What shall I render to my God....... 317 


What sound is this salutes my ear.. . 
What though on stormy seas we sail., 1403 
What tho’ the tears are in our eyes.. 680 
What though a darkened way...--.,. 1216 
What though the arm of conquering. . 

What though the bonds of Love divine, 

What though the way be rough.. .... 1 
What though my shrinking flesh .... 

What though with griefs our path be.. 1150 
What, my soul, should bowthee down, 919 
What various hindrances we meet... 149 
Whate’er God doth is rightly done... 723 
When a few swiftly fleeting years.... 36 
When, as returns this solemn day.... 773 
When bending o’er the brink of life.. 408 
When earth’s foundations first were.. 433 
When God descends with men todwell, 167 
When God revealed his gracious name, 1344 


When, His salvation bringing ........ 1160 
When I am weary, and ’tis often now, 741 
When I can read my title clear....... 409 
When I can trust my all with God.... 790 
When I survey the wondrous cross... 50 
When my last hour is close athand... 721 
When power divine, in mortal form.. 200 
When quiet in my house Isit......... 231 
When shall I see the day........ mete 
When shall thy lovely face be seen... 151 
When shall we all meet again........ 1396 


When signs and wonders there shall. . 
When strangers stand and hear me .. 
When silent steal across my soul . 

When swilt as on the lightning’s wing, 199 
When the harvest is past and the..... 
When the last trumpet’s awful voice. 


When the nations toss androar....... 11386 


When the pilgrims and the strangers. 797 
When the weary, seeking rest........ 752 
When this passing world is done ..... 1394 


When torn is the bosom with sorrow. 1502 
When waves oftroubleround meswell, 441 
When wild confusion wrecks the air.. 482 
When we pass through yonder river.. 1074 


Where the mourner weeping ........ 985 
Where two or three with faithful heart, 162 
Where two or three withsweetaccord, 83 


While nature was sinking in stillness, 1506 


While life prolongs its precious light.. 284 
While shepherds watched their flocks, 471 
While to several paths dividing ...... 812 


Who hath a right like us to sing...... 
Who shall the Lord’s elect condemn. 
Who are these arrayed in white 727 
Who are these in dazzling brightness. 1070 


Who are these like stars appearing ... 1075 
Who hath sorrow, who hath woe..... 956 
Who in the Lord confide ............. 1267 
Who trusts in God, astrong abode.... 1351 
Who will give the dove’s bright ...... 564 
Whom have I, Lord, in heaven but... 1091 


INDEX OF FIRST LINES OF HYMNS. 


HYMN 
Why on the bending willows pons oe, 1144 
Why seek the living with the d : ewe 
Why should weshrink with doubtand, 699 
Why sleep ye, my brethren? Come... 1492 
Why that look of sadness .....+.++.++ 4 
Why will ye waste on trifling cares... 
Will you flee to Christ for refuge ..... 950 
With broken heart and contrite sigh.. 65 
With glory clad, withstrength arrayed, 304 
With heavenly weapons I have fought, 4 
With jasper, gold, and gems aflame .. _ 
With Jesus in our midst...........+.. 556 
With joy we meditate the grace ...... 366 
With joy we hail the sacred day...... 662 
With one consent let all the earth.... 7 
With one consent we join to bless.... 917 
With songs and honors sounding loud, 440 
With tearful eyes I look around...... 60 
With thankful hearts we meet.. ..... 150 
With the mouth our Lord confessing.. 806 
Within the garden’s whispering shade, 299 
Woe to the men on earth who dwell.. 483 
Work, for the day is coming......... - 1284 
Work, for the night is coming........ 1283 
Worthy the Lamb of boundless sway. 91 
Would Jesus have the sinner die..... 244 
Ye angels, put the sickle in.......... 910 
Ye boundless realms of joy.......... 1017 
Ye Christian heralds, go proclaim .... 298 
Ye neighbors and friends, to Jesus.... 1469 
Ye saints, awake from sinful sloth.... 1345 
Ye saints who here in patience ...... 1168 
Ye servants of God, acknowledge him, 1465 
Ye servants of God, your Master ..... 1459 
Ye servants of the Lord, To all the... 617 
Ye servants of the Lord, In Jesus’.... 1016 
Ye soldiers of the Lord Most High... 638 
Ye soldiers of the risen Lord, your... 959 
Ye soldiers of the risen Lord, march , 1243 
Ye sons of men, with joy record...... 759 
Ye souls bereft, be comforted ........ 508 
Ye souls in patience seeking ......... 780 


Ye souls that sigh in sore distress ..4. 1211 


Ye that delight to serve the Lord .... 903 
Ye that in his courts are found....... 1065 
Ye that pass by, behold the man ..... 698 
Ye towering halls of lordly pride..... 177 
Ye trembling captives, hear.......... 560 
Ye tribes of Adam, join ........... «+. 1010 
Ye virgin souls, arise...... 


Ye weary sinners, come 
Ye who in folly have wandered away, 1387 
Ye who know your sins forgiven ..... 1254 
Ye whose harps, untuned so long..... 1099 
Ye youth whose hearts with pleasure, 1262 
Yes, for me the Saviour careth....... 805 
Yes, it is well ; though shades ....... 1486 
Yet there is room, the feast is spread. 164 
Your harps, ye trembling saints...... 584 


Zion, the desolate ; ruined, forsaken, 1454 


ALPHABETICAL INDEX OF TUNES. 


The jigures refer to the pages. 


A PAGE, 


A Little While. 11, 10. 515 
Abraham. 6,8,4,or 8.M.434 


Adoration. 's.M. 371 

Adios. 7, 61. 480 
Advent. 6, 4. 398 
Aithlone. 0. P.M. 294 
Akanthos. 7,6. 248 


All Saints New. b.a. 212 
All toChrist I Owe. 6. 468 
Amazing Grace.c.M.D,. 128 
Ainbrose. L. M. 28 
America. 8. M. 
America. 6, 4. 400 
Amsterdam. 7, 6, P.M. 332 
Angel Guards, 8,11,7. 314 
Angel’s Song. c.M.D. 132 
Angel’s Song. 8,7. 280 
Angel Watchers. 12, 8. 502 


Anvorn. L.M. 244 
Ariel. c. P.M. 384 
Arlington. c. M. 104 


Arnion: C. M, D. 154 
Art Thou Wear ry? 28,5. 469 


Assurance, et as 430 
Asthenia. 8, 7, P. M. 240 
Athens. C. M. D. 140 


Autumn. 8, 7. 256 
Avon. C. M. 463 
25} 


Balerma, C. M. 
Ballstown. L. M. 61. 72 
Baltimore. L. P.M. 
Beautiful City of Gold. 

501 


Begone, Unbelief. 


508 
Bells of Joy. 6,5, 7. 308 
Belmont. 8, 7. 27 
Bethany. 6, 4. 417 
Biblos. c. M. D. 200 


Blessed Promise. 8, 7. 


Boston. C.M. D. 136 
Boylston. Ss. M. 160 
Bridgewater. L. M. 24 


Bright Angels Open 


the Door. 7, 6, P.M. 317 
Bristol. L. M. 493 
Bucekfield. L. mM. 61. 76 
Burial Hymn. u.M. 40 
Burnham. H.M. 343 


By and By. 7,3, P.M. 
S: 


Calvary. 8,6, P.M 
Calvinus. 10, 6. 
Canaan. 8, 7. Iambic. 


Carolina. 7, 8,P.M. 363 
Catlin. 7. 6. 440 
Charity. 11. 523 
China. 0. M. 108 
Civitas Dei. 7, 81. 362 
Clarion. 6, 4," 418 
Cleansing Fountain. 

co. M.D. 195 
Clement’s Hymn. 8 396 
Come, Let Us Anew. 

10, 5, 11. 488 


Come to the Ark, o.M. 


Ti6 


Come Unto Me. P. M. 
Come, ve Disconsolate. 
50. 


11; 10, P. uw. 
Communion, L. M. 
Compassion, L. M. 
Complaint. L. M., 61. 
Concord. s. M. 


Confidence. 7, 6, P.M. 


Consolation. 8, 7. 
Consummation. 9, 8. 
Contrast. 8. 
Cornhill. 8. M. 
Coronation. c. M. 
Crescent. L.M., 61. 
Crimson Robe. c. M. 
Cumberland, C.M.D. 


D 


Danish Hymn. 8, 7, 
P.M. . 
cereet: c.M. D. 
Day Dawn. 9. 8. 
Day Spring. 11, 8. 
Decision. 8, 7 


320 


275 


Dedication Chant..M.216 


Delight. H. M. 
Dennis. S. M. 
Derby. L. M. 

Dies Ire. 8 
Doomsday. 8, M. 
Dornance. 8, 7. 
Duane Street. L. M. 
Duke Street. L. M. 
Dunbar. s. M. 
Dundee. c. M. 


= 
Edom. c. M. D 


Evening Hymn. Ss. M. 


Exhortation. L. M. 
Exhortation, Cc. M. 
Expectation. 8, 7. 
Expostulation. 11. 


= 


Farewell Hymn. 8, 7 


Tambie 
Federal Street. 
Festival. L. M. 
Finland. 7, 5, 4. 


L. M, 


412 
16 
42 

327 


Flee asa Bird. 8,7,P.M.475 


Freedom. c. M. 
French, ¢. M 


(SS 


Ganges. ©. P. M. 
Garden Hymn, 
c. P.M. 


3 Garment. 8, 6, P.M. 


Geard. 11. 

George Street. 7, 81. 
Gently Lord. 8, 7. 
Gethsemane. 11, 
Goblet. 7. 

Going Home. L. M, 
Golden. 7, 6. 
Golden Hill. s. M. 


Golden Sheaves. 8, 7. 


Goshen. 11. 
Go thy way. 6, 5. 


144 
90 


5 Greenville, 8, 7. 


Grafton. c. M.D. 
Greentield, L. P. M. 


130 
300 
258 


Guidance. L.M. 61, 64 


st = 
Hallelujah. 7,8, P.M. 326 


Hallowell. ¢. M. 202 
Hamburg. L. M. 6 
Harbor. 7, 81. 492 
Harp, Awake. 8, 7. 278 
Harp. 7, 81. 376 
Harvest. 12, 8. 503 
Harwell. 8, 7. 366 
Hebron. L. M. 10 
Hendon, 7. 377 
Hespera, 8, 7. 269 


Holy, Holy. 8, T, P.M. 230 
Homebound. 8, 11. 354 
Homeland. ¢.M.D. 138 
Homeless. 6, 10. 449 
Homeward. L.M. 61. 78 
Hope. Cc. L. M. 252 
Horton, 7. 381 
Hosanna, L. M. 60 
Huntington. L. M.D. 68 
Hurslez. L. M. 527 


a 
Iam Knocking. 8, 7, 


Pp. M. 448 
I Shall Rest. 6, 7. 233 
I Will Come. 7, 3. 315 


I Will FollowThee8 y7. 268 
I’m the Child of a 


King. 10 or 11. ~ 522 
In the Morning. 7,4. 234 
Ingathering, 8, 7. 359 
Tutercession. 6, 5. 306 
It is Done. P. M. 223 
Italian Hymn. 6,4. 399 

J 

Jacob’s Well. 7,81. 363 
Jasper. L. M. 32 
Jerusalein. ©. M.D. 462 
Jesus, Pity Me. 6, 5. 335 
Jordan’s Stream. 8, 7. 270 
Jubilee. 6, 5, 7. 489 
Jubilee. H. M. 338 


Judgment. L. M. 
Judgment Hymn. 8,7. 220 


aes: 


Kent. C. M.D. 112 
Kentucky. s. M. 164 
King of Glory. 7, 8. 222 
a 
Laban. s. M. 166 
La Plata. Cc. M.D, 198 
Lampros. 7, 6. 442 
Lenox. H.M. 344 
Liberty. Cc. M. 144 
Lischer. H. M. 346 
Little Grave. L.M. 210 
Living Water 7, 6. 329 


Lofty Praise. 6, 8, 4, 
ors. M. 


Look and Live, 12, 9. 498 
Love Divine, 0, M.D, 142 
Loving Kindness, L, M. 86 


Lynley. 8. M. 180 
Lyons, 10, 11. 507 
IM 
Macedon. L. M. 61. 66 
Maitland... c. mM. 106 
Majesty. C. M. D. 120 
Marlow. ©. M. 94 
Matin. L. M. 30 
Martyn. 7, 81. 225 
rs gee c. M. 463 
Mear. Cc. M. 88 
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c. M.D. 464 
North Salem. c.M. 118 
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